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F       O       E       M       S 

BY 

MR.    NICHOLAS    ROWE. 
Tfffi  GOLDEN  VERSES    OF  PYTHAGORAS. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK. 

T  O   T  H  E   READER. 

1HOPE  the  reader  will  forgive  the  liberty  I  have 
taken  in  tranflatlng  thefe  Verfes  fomewhat  at  large^ 
\viihout  which  it  would  have  been  almoft  impoffible 
to  have  given  any  kind  of  turn  in  Englifli  poetry  to  fo 
dry  a  fubjeft.  The  fenfe  of  the  Author  is,  I  hope» 
r.o  where  miftaken ;  and  if  there  feeras  in  fome  places 
to  l)e  fojne  additions  in  the  EngHfh  verfes  to  the  Greek 
r'.-:t,  they  are  only  fnch  as  may  be  juftified  from 
Hicrocles's  Commentary,  and  delivered  by  him  as 
the  larger  and  explained  fenfe  of  the  Author's  fhort 
precept.  I  have  in  fome  few  places  ventured  to  dift'er 
from  the  learned  Mr.  Dacier's  French  interpretation, 
as  thofe  that  (hall  give  thcmfelves  the  trouble  of  a 
ftricl  comparifon  will  find.  How  far  I  am  in  the 
ri^ht,  is  left  to  the  reader  to  determine. 
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^T^TRS  T  to  the  gods  thy  htimbft^  bomag¥'  pay  i 
X^    The  greattll  thhi  and  ftr ft  of  laws,  &bty  ? 
Perform  thy  vowRj  ol^fenfe  thy  plighted  troth. 
And  let  rdlginn  bind  thee  to  thy  oath^ 
The  herces  next  demand  thy  Juft  regard, 
Renown'd  on  ?arth,  and  to  the  ftar^  prefeirM, 
T©  light  and  cndlefs life,  their  virtue's  Turc  reward* 
Pue  ritci;  perft>rm  and  honours  to  the  dead, 
To  every  wife,  to  every  pfovjs  fliadc. 
With  lowly  duty  to  thy  parenTs  bowj 
And  grace  and  favour  to  thy  kindred  fhow  i 
For  what  concerns  rfce  reft  of  human  kind, 
ChooJe  out  the  man  to  viriLie  betl  inelrn'd  j 
Him  to  thy  arrps  receive,  him  to  thy  bofora  bind, 
Poflefl  of  futh  a  fricad,  prefenrt  him  ftiil  \ 
Nor  thwart  his  counfels  with  thy  ftubborn  will  3 
Pliant  to  all  his  admonirions  prove. 
And  yield  to  all  his  offices  of  love  : 
Him  from  thy  heirt,  fo  true^  fo  juftly  dear. 
Let  no  r^ih  word  nor  light  offenecs  tear* 
Bear  all  tkuM  canll^  ftiH  with  !iis  failings  ftriv^. 
And  to  the  utmoft  ftill,  and  fliU  forgive  i 
For  fttong  neceffity  alone  explores 
The  fee  ret  vigoiir  of  our  latent  j^owers, 
Rouies  and  urges  on  the  lazy  heart. 
Force,  to  tt&-lf  unknown  before,  t*  exert* 
By  ufe  thy  ftronger  appetites  allwagc. 
Thy  gliittony,  ihy  ttotb^  tby  loft,  thy  ragc-» 
From  eai;h  diibonstl  aci  of  fliame  forbear  j 
Of  others,  and  thyielf,  alike  beware. 
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Let  rtvaatce  of  tMiH  dtr  dMR^ts  control. 

And  guard  t!ie  Acrd  trrepfe  of  ihr  ijul. 

Let  juftice  o*er  &t  fijri  and  deed  pre£dey 

And  rcafon  er'n  xtj  oeace£  z^xons  guioe : 

For  know  thst  death  is  man's  appolsted  doom,         35 

Know  that  the  dsr  of  grezt  accouct  will  come, 

VHien  thy  paft  life  ihali  liridlj  be  fnxTeyMy 

Each  wordy  each  deed,  be  in  the  balance  laid. 

And  all  the  good  and  all  the  ill  moil  joitly  be  lepaid 

For  wealth,  the  periihing,  uncertain  good,  4,0 

Ebbing  and  flowing  like  the  fickle  flood, 

That  knows  no  f:ire,  no  fixM  abiding-place. 

But  wandering  loves  from  hand  to  hand  to  pafs  $ 

Revolve  the  getter's  joy  and  lofcr*s  pain. 

And  think  if  it  be  worth  thy  while  to  gain.  43 

Of  all  thofe  forrows  that  attend  markind, 

With  patience  bear  the  iot  to  thee  aflign'd  ; 

Nor  think  it  char.ce,  r.cr  nciirmor  at  the  load  ; 

For  know  what  man  calls  Fcrtunt  is  from  God. 

In  what  thou  raay'ft,  from  wifdom  feek  relief,  5* 

And  let  her  healing  hand  aiTwage  thy  gi  ief ; 

Yet  (HU  whatever  the  righteous  doom  ordains, 

What  caufe  foever  muitip'ies  thy  pains. 

Let  not  thofe  pains  as  ills  be  i;nderftood  ; 

For  God  delights  not  to  affiicl  the  good.  54, 

The  reafoning  art,  to  various  ends  apply'd, 
U  oft  a  fure,  but  oft  an  erring  guide. 
Thy  judgment  therefore  found  and  cool  prefcrve, 
Kor  lightly  from  thy  refolution  fwerve  5 
The  dazzling  pomp  of  words  does  oft  deceive,  Gtx 

And  i^CQt perfu.i/wn  wins  the  eaCy  lo  bclkv^. 
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"When  fools  and  lyars  labour  to  perfuade, 
Be  durrib,  and  let  the  babblers  vainly  plead. 
This  above  all,  this  precept  chiefiy  learn. 
This  nearly  does,  and  firft,  thyfelf  concern  j  65 

Let  not  example,  let  no  foothing  tongue. 
Prevail  upon  thee  with  a  Syrens  fong. 
To  do  thy  Ibuls  imn:ortal  effence  wrong.. 
Of  good  and  ill  by  words  or  deeds  expreft, 
Choofe  for  thyfelf,  and  always  choofe  the  belL         70 

Let  wary  thought  each  enterprize  forei-un. 
And  ponder  on  thy  tafk  before  begun, 
Left  folly  (hould  the  wretched  work  deface. 
And  mock  thy  fruitlefs  labours  with  difgrace. 
Fools  huddle  on,  and  always  are  in  hafte,  75 

Aft  without  thought,  and  thoughtlefs  words  they  wafte* 
But  thou,  in  all  thou  doft,  with  early  cares 
Strive  to  prevent  at  firft  a  fate  like  theirs ; 
That  forrow  on  the  end  may  never  wait, 
Nor  (harp  repentance  make  thee  wife  too  late.  2o 

Beware  thy  meddling  hand  in  aught  to  try. 
That  does  beyond  thy  reach  of  knowledge  lie  5 
But  feek  to  know,  and  bend  thy  ferious  thought 
To  fearch  the  profitable  knowledge  out. 
So  joys  on  joys  for  ever  (hall  increafe, 
Wifdom  (hall  crown  thy  labours,  and  Ihall  blefs 
Thy  life  with  pleafure,  and  thy  end  with  peace. 

Nor  let  the  body  want  its  part,  but  Ihare 
A  juft  proportion  of  thy  tender  care : 
For  health  and  welfare  prudently  provide. 
And  let  its  lawful  wants  be  all  fupply'd.  90 

Let 
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Let  fober  draughts  refresh,  and  wholefome  fare 

Decaying  nature's  wafted  force  repair; 

And  fprightly  excrcife  the  duller  fpirits  chear. 

In  all  things  ftill  which  to  this  care  belong, 

Obferve  this  rule,  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong.     95 

By  virtuous  ufe  thy  life  and  manners  frame, 

Manly  and  fimply  pure,  and  free  from  blame. 

Provoke  not  envy's  deadly  rage,  but  fly 
The  glancing  curfe  of  her  malicious  eye. 

Seek  not  in  needlefs  luxury  to  wafte  100 

Thy  wealth  and  fuhftance  with  a  fpendthrift's  hafte, 
Yet  flying  thefe,  be  watchful,  left  thy  mind. 
Prone  to  extremes,  an  equal  danger  find. 
And  be  to  foj-did  avarice  inclined. 
Diftant  alike  from  each,  to  neither  ]ean>  105^^ 

But  ever  keep  the  happy  Golden  Mean. 

Be  careful  ftill  to  guard  thy  foul  from  wrong, 
And  let  thy  thought  prevent  thy  hand  and  tongue. 

Let  not  the  ftealing  God  of  Sleep  furprize. 
Nor  creep  in  ftumbers  on  thy  weary  eyes,  1 10 

Ere  every  aclion  of  the  former  day 
Strictly  thou  doft  and  righteoufly  furvey. 
With  reverence  at  thy  own  tribunal  ftand, 
And  anfwer  juftly  to  thy  own  demand. 
Where  have  I  been  ?  In  what  have  I  trangrefs'd  ?    115 
What  good  or  ill  has  this  day's  life  exprefs'd  ? 
Where  have  I  fail'd  in  what  I  ought  to  do  ? 
In  what  to  God,  to  man,  or  to  myfelf  I  owe  ? 
Inquire  fevere  what-e'er  from  firft  to  laft, 
From  morning's  dawn;till  evening's  gloom,has  paft.  no 
Bj  It 


ROWE'S    POEMS. 

|jj  were  thy  deeds ,  repesiting^  roourn, 
Ikt  thy  foul  witis  itrong  rcmoift  be  torn. 
If  good,  tlie  good  with  peace  «f  mind  lepayi  -r 

And  to  thy  fecrct  ftif  with  pieajyue  ijy,  > 

Re5<?T<ej  my  hrart,  for  all  ^tat  well  ta-day*  '^ 

Thefe  rhQvghtSj  aod  thiefiy  (heft:  thy  itiipd  ihouM 
move, 
p]oy  thy  ftiidy,  and  cr^gage  thy  love* 
thtJ^e  Alt  ihc  rule^  wliich  will  to  Vij tu«  l^i^dt 
Ind  teach  thy  feet  her  boi^^enly  paths  to  tjrcad* 
This  hy  his  name  I  fwcaj*,  whole  facrcd  lore 
FIrft  to  mankind  cxplain'd  the  myltjc  Fotar, 
ource  of  eternal  nature  and  almigluy  power. 
In  ail  thou  doft  fir  ft  let  thy  prayers  aicend^  -% 

And  to  thy  gods  thy  labours  BrU  commend  5  > 

Fi  om  them  implore  fuccefs,  and  hope  a  proiptrou*  end-  i 
So  (hall  thy  abler  mloA  be  taught  to  fyar. 
And  wjfdom  in  hf r  fecrtt  way&  e^cplare  j 
To  range  tlirough  heaven  above  and  earth  btlow. 
Immortal  god»  and  mortal  men  to  know* 
So  fhak  thou  learn  whsi  pgwer  dsjcs  all  conti&l,     r4<» 
hst  bounds  the  pam,  and  what  unites  the  wk^k; 
nd  rightly  judge,  m  all  this  wondrous  iVame, 
How  univv?rtal  Natui-c  is  the  fame  j 
So  fhalt  thou  ne'^r  thy  vaiu  aikflions  place 
On  hopes  of  what  /hatl  never  come  to  pafs.  145 

Man,  wrctdied  man,  thou  flialt  be  taught  to  know^ 
Who  bears  within  himfelf  the  kbyrn  caule  ef  woe, 
fn happy  race  t  that  never  yet  could  t«lJ, 
vf  near  their  ^ood  and  happistfs  ihcy  dwell. 
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Dcpriv'd  of  fenfe,  they  neither  hear  nor  fee  j 

Fctter'd  in  vice,  they  feek  not  to  be  free. 

But  flupid,  to  their  own  fad  fate  agree  ; 

Like  ponderous  rolling-ftonesj  opprefa'd  with  ill. 

The  weight  that  loads  them  makes  them  roll  on  ftiil, 

Bereft  of  choice  and  freedom  of  the  will  j 

For  native  ftrife  in  every  bofom  reigns, 

And  fecrttly  an  impious  war  maintains  : 

Provoke  not  this,  but  let  the  combat  ceafe. 

And  every  yielding  paflion  fue  for  peace. 

Would'ft  thou,  great  Jove,thou  father  of  mankind. 
Reveal  the  Daemon  Cor  that  taflc  aflignM, 
The  wretched  race  an  end  of  woes  would  find* 
And  yet  be  bold,  O  man,  divine  thou  ait. 
And  of  the  g^ds  celeftial  elTence  part. 
Nor  facred  nature  is  from  thee  conceal'd,  165 

But  to  thy  race  her  myftic  rules  reveal'd. 
Thcfe  if  to  know  thou  happily  attain, 
Soon  ftialt  thou  pcifc£\  be  in  all  that  I  orJaln. 
Thy  wounded  foul  to  health  thou  fhalt  rcftore. 
An.!  free  from  every  pam  fhe  felt  before.  17-0 

Abrtain,  I  warn,  from  meats  unclean  and  foul, 
So  keep  thy  body  pure,  fo  free  thy  foul ; 
So  rightly  judge  j  thy  leafon  fo  maintain  5 
Reaion  which  heaven  did  for  thy  guide  ordain, 
I*t  that  bed  reafon  ever  hold  the  rein. 

Then  if  this  mortal  body  thou  forfake, 
And  thy  glad  flight  to  the  pure  aether  t:\ke. 
Among  the  gods  exalted  fhalt  thou  fliine. 
Immortal,  iucorniptible,  divine: 
The  tyrant  denth  fecurely  fhalt  thou  hr^ytf 
And /corn  the  dark  domloion  of  the  ersLvts. 
-»4  * 
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A  P         O         E         M 

ON 

THE  LATE  GLORIOUS  SUCCESSES,  &c. 

HUMBLY   INSCRIBED    TO 

THE  LORD  TREASURER  GODOLPHIN. 

WHILE  kings  and  nations  on  thy  counfels  wait. 
And  Anna  trufts  to  thee  the  Britifh  ftate  j 
While  fame,  to  thee,  from  every  foreign  coaft. 
Flics  with  the  news  of  empires  won  and  loft. 
Relates  whate''er  her  bufy  eyes  beheld,  jj 

And  tells  the  fortune  of  each  bloody  field ; 
While,  with  officious  duty,  crowds  attend. 
To  hail  the  labours  of  thy  god-like  friend, 
Vouchfafe  the  Mufe's  humbler  joy  to  hear  j 
For  facred  numbers  fliall  be  ftiil  thy  care  j  lo 

Though  mean  the  verfe,  though  lowly  be  the  ftrain. 
Though  Itaft  regarded  be  the  Mufe,  of  all  the  tuneful 

train. 
Yet  rife,  negle£led  nymph,  avow  thy  flame, 
AfTert  th*  infpiring  god,  and  greatly  aim 
To  mtke  thy  numbers  equal  to  thy  theme. 
From  heaven  derive  thy  verie ;  to  heaven  belong 
The  counsels  of  the  wife,  and  battles  of  the  ftrong. 
To  heaven  the  royal  Anna  owes,  alone. 
The  virtues  which  adorn  and  guard  her  throne  j 
Thence  i«  her  juftice  wretches  to  redrefs,  20 

Thence  is  her  mercy  and  her  love  of  p^acc ; 

5  Thence 
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Thence  is  her  power,  her  fccptre  uncontrord. 
To  bend  the  flubborn,  and  reprefs  the  bold  ^ 
Her  peaceful  arts  fierce  fa6lions  to  ailwage, 
To  heal  their  breaches,  and  to  footh  their  rage;        25 
Thence  is  that  happy  prudence,  which  preHdfs 
In  each  defign,  and  every  a6lion  guides  j 
Thence  is  (he  taught  her  ihining  court  to  grace. 
And  fix  the  worthieft  in  the  worthieft  place. 
To  truft  at  home  GodoJphin's  watchful  care,  39 

And  fend  vi6lorious  Churchill  forth  to  war* 

Arife,  ye  nations  refcued  by  her  fword. 
Freed  from  the  bondage  of  a  foreign  lord, 
Arife,  and  join  the  heroine  to  blefs. 
Behold  (he  fends  to  fave  you  from  diftrefs  ;  35 

Rich  is  the  royal  bounty  Ihe  beftows, 
'Tis  plenty,  peace,  and  fafety  from  your  foes. 
And  thou,  Iberia !  rousM  at  length,  difdain 
To  wear  inflavM  the  Gallic  tyrant's  chain. 
For  fee  !  the  Britifli  genius  comes,  to  chear  40 

Thy  fainting  fons,  and  kindle  them  to  war. 
With  her  own  glorious  fires  their  fouls  Ihe  warms, 
Ar.d  bids  them  burn  for  liberty  and  arms. 
Unhappy  land  !  the  foremoll  once  in  fame. 
Once  lifting  to  the  ftars  thy  noble  name,  45 

!narts  excelling,  and  in  arms  fevere. 
The  wcltern  kingdoms'  envy,  and  their  fear  : 
Where  is  thy  pride,  thy  confcious  honour,  flown. 
Thy  ancient  valour,  and  thy  firft  renown  ? 
How  art  thou  funk  among  the  nations  now  !  ^ 

H'jw  haft  thou  taught  thy  liaughty  neck  to  bow,        I 
Aud  dr<;]>t  the  warrior's  wreath  in^loiicus  i'vum  thy  r 
brow  J  \ 
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Not  thus  of  old  her  valiant  fathers  bore 
The  bondage  of  the  unbelieving  Moor, 
But,  oft,  alternate,  made  the  vigors  yield,  55 

AndprovM  their  might  in  many  a  well-fought  field  j 
Bold  in  defence  of  liberty  they  ftood. 
And  doubly  dy'd  their  crofs  in  Moorifh  blood  ; 
Then  in  heraic  arms  their  knights  exc^H'd, 
The  tyrant  then  and  giant  then  they  queli'd*.  60 

Then  every  nobler  thought  their  minds  did  move. 
And  tbofe  who  fought  for  freedom,  figh'd  for  love. 
Like  one,  thofe  facred  flames  united  live^ 
At  once  they  Itinguiih,  and  once  revive  ; 
Alike  they  Ihun  the  coward  and  the  flave^  ^5 

But  blefs  the  free,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
Nor  frown,  ye  fair,  nor  think  my  verfe  untrue } 
Though  we  difdain  that  man  ikould  man  fubdue. 
Yet  all  the  free-born  race  are  flaves  alike  to  you. 

Yet,  once  again  that  glory  to  reftore,  70 

The  Britons  feck  the  Celtiberian  (bore. 
With  echoing  peals,  at  Anna*s  high  commdnd* 
Their  naval  thunder  wakes  the  drowfy  land  5 
High  at  their  head,  Iberia's  promised  lord. 
Young  Charles  of  Auftria,  waves  his  ihining  fword^ 
His  youthful  veins  with  hopes  of  empire  glow, 
Swell  his  bold  heart,  and  urge  him  on  the  foe : 
With  joy  he  reads,  in  every  warrior's  face. 
Some  happy  omen  of  a  fure  fuccefs  j 
Then  leaps  exulting  on  the  hoftile  ftrand.  So 

And  thinks  the  deftin'd  fceptre  in  his  hand. 

Nor  fate  denies,  what  firft  his  vriihes  name^ 
Proud  Barcelona  owns  his  jufter  claims 

With 
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With  the  firfi  laur«l  binds  his  ycmthful  bivwsy 

Aad,  pledge  of  fiiturecrownsy  the  mural  wreath  beftowd* 

But  loon  the  equal  of  his  youthful  yean, 

Philip  of  Bottibon's  haughty  line  appears  ; 

Like  hopes  attend  his  birth>  Itlce  glories  grace, 

(If  glory  can  be  in  a  tyrants  race) 

In  numbers  proud,  he  threats  no  more  from  fiair,        9^ 

But  nearer  draws  the  black  impending  war; 

He  views  his  hoft,  thcnfcorns  the  rebel  town. 

And  dooms  to  certain  death  the  rival  of  his  crown. 

Now  hmt  and  empire,  all  the  nobler  fpoils 
That  urge  the  hero,  and  reward  his  toils,  95 

Plac'd  in  their  view,  zWke  their  hopes  engage. 
And  fire  their  breafts  with  more  than  mortal  rage* 
Not  lawleft  love,  not  vengeance,  nor  defpair. 
So  daring,  fierce,  untam'd,  and  furious  are. 
As  when  ambition  prompts  the  great  to  war; 
As  youthful  kings,  when,  ftriving  for  renown, 
TT:ej'  prove  their  might  in  arms,  and  combat  for  a  crown. 

Hard  was  the  cruel  ftrife,  and  doubtful  long 
Betwixt  the  chiefs  fufpended  conqueft  hung  5 
Till,  forc'd  at  length,  difdaining  miich  to  yield,     105 
Charles  to  his  rival  quits  the  fatal  field. 
Numbers  and  fortune  o'er  his  right  prevail. 
And  ev'n  the  Britifh  valour  feems  to  fail  5 
And  yet  they  faiPd  not  all.     In  that  extreme, 
Confcious  of  virtue,  liberty,  and  fame,  jio 

They  vow  the  youthful  monarches  fate  to  /hare. 
Above  dift-rfs,  unconquerM  by  defpair. 
Still  to  defend  the  town,  and  animate  the  war. 

Bt>t 
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But  lo !  when  eireiy  better  hope  was  paft. 
When  every  day  of  danger  feemM  their  lafty  11-5 

Far  on  the  diibmt  ocean,  they  furvey. 
Where  a  proud  navy  plows  its  watery  way. 
Nor  long  they  doubted,  but  with  joy  defcryy  -^ 

Upon  the  chief  s  tall  top-mails  waving  high,  ^ 

The  Britifh  crofs  and  Belgic  lion  fiy.  3 

Loud  with  tumultuous  clamour,  loud  they  rear 
Their  cries  of  ccftaiy,  and  rend  the  air  $ 
In  peals  on  peals  the  ihoiUs  triumphant  rife,. 
Spread  fwift,  and  rattle  through  the  fpacious  ikies^; 
While,  from  below,  old  ocean  groans  profound,  '    y 
The  walls,  the  rocks,  the  fhores,  repel  the  found,      > 
King  with, the  deafening  lhock,and  thunder  all  around.  <^ 
Such  was  the  joy  the  Trojan  youth  exprefsM  -^ 

Who,  by  the  fierce  Rutilian^s  fiege  diftrefs'd,  > 

Were  by  the  Tyrrhene  aid  at  length  released  $  J 

When  young  Afcanius,  then  in  arms  -firft  try'd,       *y  . 
Numbers  and  every  other  want  fupply'd,  > 

And  haughty  Turnus  from  his  walls  defy'dj  J 

Sav'd  in  the  town  an  empire  yet  to  come. 
And  fixM  the  fate  of  his  imperial  Rome.  13.5 

But  oh  !  what  verfe,  what  numbers,  ihall  reveal 
Thofe  pangs  of  rage  and  grief  the  vanquiihM  feel  I 
Who  (hall  retreating  Philip's  fhame  impart, 
An(i  tell  the  anguifh  of  his  labouring  heart ' 
What  paint,  what  fpeaking  pencil,  (hall  exprefs      140 
The  blended  paflions  driving  in  his  face  ! 
Hate,  indignation,  courage,  pride,  remorfe, 
V/ith  thoughts  of  glory  pail,  the  lofer^s  greateft  curfew 

Fatal 
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Fatal  ambition  I  (ay  what  wondrous  charms 
D<rlude  mankind  to  toil  for  thee  in  arms  I  14.5 

When  all  thy  Ipoils,  thy  wreaths  in  battle  won. 
The  jjride  of  power,  and  glory  of  a  crown, 
When  all  war  gives,  when  all  the  great  can  gain, 
Ev'n  thy  whole  plcaluie,  pays  not  half  tiiy  pain. 

All  hail !  ye  fofter,  happier  arts  of  peace,  150 

Secured  from  harms,  and  bleft  with  learned  cafe  ; 
In  battles,  blood,  and  perils  hard,  unfkill'd. 
Which  haunt  the  warrior  in  the  fatal  field } 
But  chief,  thee,  Goddefs  Mufe !  my  verfe  would  raife. 
And  to  thy  own  foft  numbers  tune  thy  piaife;        155 
Happy  the  youth  infpirM,  beneath  thy  (hade. 
Thy  verdant,  ever- living  laurels  hid! 
There,  lafe,  no  plcafures,  there  no  pains  they  know, 
But  thole  which  from  thy  facred  raptures  flow, 
Nor  wifh  for  crowns,  but  what  thy  groves  beftow. 
Mi-,  nymph  divine  !  nor  Icorn  my  humble  prayer. 
Recti vt  unworthy,  to  thy  kinder  care, 
Doom'd  to  a  gentler,  though  more  lowly,  fate, 
S"or  wishing  once,  nor  knowing  to  be  great  j 
.'•Ic,  to  thy  peaceful  haunts,  inglorious  bring, 
'A' here,  fee  ret  thy  celellial  fifters  fmg, 
?j}  by  their  facred  hill,  and  fweet  Callalian  fpring. 

£ut  nobler  thoughts  the  vi£lor  prince  employ, 
At.l  raiie  his  heart  with  high  triumphant  joy  j 
f.-om  hence  a  better  couric  of  time  rolls  on,  170 

And  whiter  days  fucccffive  feem  to  run. 
^:cm  hence  his  kinder  fortune  fccms  to  date 
Tseriung  glories  of  his  future  ftatc. 

From 
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From  hence!— Bflt  oh  !  too  foon  the  here  mounri 

>V%  hones  deceiv'd,  and  war's  inconftant  turns.       175 

In  Yiin,  hi«  echoing  trampets  loud  alarms 

P'  ov^kf  the  coW  Iherian  lords  to  arms ; 

rar?lefs  of  fame,  a«  of  their  nionan:h*s  fat«. 

In  fnllrn  floth  fnpincly  prond  ther  fate  ; 

Or  to  be  (1ive«  or  free  alike  preparM,  180 

And  trnftinjf  heirven  was  bound  to  be  their  goard, 

ITntonchM  with  ihanie,  the  noble  ihnfc  beheld. 

Nor  once  efTay'd  to  ftnigjfic  to  the  field  5 

But  foujirht  in  the  cold  fhsde,  and  rural  feat. 

An  tinmolefted  eafe  and  calm  nitrcat :  iJy 

,«:iw  enrh  contending  prince's  arms  advance, 

Thrn  vcith  a  lary  dull  indifRrcnce 

Turn'd  to  their  reft,  and  left  the  world  to  chance. 

So  v/hrn,  commwndcd  by  the  wife  of  Jove, 

Thr.umantian  Irin  left  the  realms  above,  190 

.^  ntl  fwlft  defrending  on  her  pninted  bow, 

5^'^i'ght  th**  ilnll  god  of  fleep  in  (hades  below ; 

N'  -Iding  and  flow,  his  drowfy  head  he  rearM, 

.A"il  hrnvily  the  ftcrrd  meflage  heard  ; 

Th'-ii  with  a  yawn  at  once  lorgot  the  pain,  155 

.An  i  funk  to  his  firft  floth  and  indolence  again. 

Hnt  nh,  mr  Mtife  I  th*  vngratefil  toil  forfake, 
.*5«mip  tr\(k  more  pleafing  to  thy  numbers  take, 
Nnr  rhoofe  in  melancholy  ftrains  to  tell 
l-'nch  harder  rhanre  the  j lifter  ca«fe  befcl.  too 

CU  latlirrturn,  nufpiciotis  turn  thy  flight, 
\Vh»tr  Mirlbfirouph's  heroic  arms  infite^ 
'^Vll^rr  hiphrtt  deeds  the  poet's  Ineaft  infpire 
Hith  rnge  diftne,  and  fan  the  facred  fire* 

Seel 
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See!  where  atoacc  Ramillii*!  noble  field  105 

Tf n  thoufand  themti  for  living  ymCe  (kmW  yield. 

See !  where  at  once  the  dreadful  objeAt  rife. 

At  once  they  fprrad  before  my  wondering  eyes. 

And  ihock  my  labouring  foul  with  vaft  Airpriiei 

At  once  the  wide  extended  battles  move. 

At  once  they  join,  at  once  their  fate  they  prove. 

The  roar  afcendt  proroifcuout  s  groani  and  cricsy 

The  dromsy  the  cannona*  burft,  the  (hout,  fuppliei 

One  univerfal  anarchy  of  noife. 

One  din  confuted*  found  mixt  and  loft  in  found,    ai5 

Echoes  to  aH  the  frighted  cities  round. 

Thick  duft  and  fmoke  in  wavy  clouds  arife. 

Stain  the  bright  day,  and  taint  the  purer  ikies } 

While  flaflitng  flames  like  lightening  dart  between*  a  10 

And  fill  the  horror  of  the  fatal  fcene. 

Around  the  field,  all  dy*d  in  purple  foam. 

Mate,  fury,  and  infatiate  (laughter  roam ; 

Difcord  with  pleafure  o*er  the  ruin  ttxads. 

And  laughing  wraps  her  in  her  tattcr'd  weeds  |      115 

While  fierce  fiellona  thunders  in  her  car. 

Shakes  terrible  her  fteely  whip  from  far. 

And  with  new  mge  revives  the  fainting  war. 

So  when  two  currents  rapid  in  their  courfe 

Rufh  to  a  point,  and  meet  with  equal  force,  130 

The  angry  billows  rear  their  heads  on  high, 

Dafhing  aloft  the  foaming  furgcs  fly. 

And  rifing  cloud  the  air  with  mifty  fpry ; 

The  raging  flood  is  heard  from  far  to  roar, 

By  liftening  (hepherds  on  the  diflant  fhore,  235 

While  much  they  fear,  what  iJJf  it  fhouUl  portend, 

Aad  wondrr  nrA/'the  wntcrjrgodt  contend. 
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High  in  the  midft,  Brltannia^s  warlike  chief. 
Too  greatly  bold,  and  prodigal  of  life, 
Is  feen  to  prefs  where  death  and  dangers  call. 
Where  the  war  bleeds,  and  where  the  thickeft  fall. 
He  flies,  and  drives  confus'd  the  fainting  Gaul, 
Like  heat  diffused,  his  great  example  waims. 
And  animates  the  focial  warriors'  arms. 
Inflames  each  colder  heart,  coniirms  the  bold,         245 
Makes  the  young  heroes,  and  renews  the  old. 
Iri  forms  divine  around  him  watchful  wait 
The  guardian  jjenii  of  the  Briti/h  ftate.j 
Juftice  and  Truth  his  fteps  unerring  guide. 
And  faithful  Loyalty  defends  his  fidej  25O 

Prudence  and  Fortitude  their  Marlborough  guard. 
And  pleafing  Liberty  his  labours  chear'd ; 
But  chief,  the  Angel  of  his  Queen  was  there. 
The  union-crofs  his  filver  Ihield  did  bear, 
And  in  his  decent  hand  he  (hook  a  warlike  fpear. 
While  Viftory  celeflial  foars  above, 
Plum'd  like  the  eagle  of  imperial  Jove, 
Hangs  ©""er  the  chief,  whom  ftie  delights  to  blefs. 
And  ever  arms  his  fword  with  fure  fuccefs. 
Dooms  him  the  proud  oppreflbr  to  deftroy,  2$o 

Then  waves  her  palm,  and  claps  her  wings  for  joy. 
Such  was  young  Ammon  on  Arbela's  plain, 
Or  fuch  the  *  painter  did  the  hero  feign. 
Where  rufliing  on,  and  fierce,  he  feems  to  ride. 
With  graceful  ardor,  and  majeftic  pride. 
With  all  the  gods  of  Greece  and  fortune  on  his  fidci 

Nor  long  Bavaria's  haughty  prince  in  vain 
Labours  the  fight  unequal  to  maintain  5 

*  Le  Brun,  He 
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He  fees  *ti8  doomM  his  iiital  fnend  the  Gaul 

Shall  ihare  the  (hame,  and  in  one  rain  fall  3  270 

Fixes  from  the  foe  too  oft  in  battle  try'd,   ' 

And  heaven  contending  on  the  vi6l:or*8  fide  ; 

Then  mourns  his  raih  ambition^s  crime  too  late. 

And  yields  relu£bnt  to  the-fbrce  of  fate. 

So  when  ^neas,  through  night's  gloomy  fhade. 

The  dreadful  forms  of  hoftile  gods  funreyM, 

HopeIe£i  he  left  the  burning  town  and  fled  :j 

Saw  'twas  in -rain  to  prop  declining  Troy> 

Or  fave  what  heaven  had  de{Hn*d  to  deftroy* 

What  vaft  reward,  O  Europe,  ihalt  thou  pay^    a 80  ^ 
To  him  who  fav*d  thee  on  this  glorious  day ! 
Blefs  bim,  ye  grateful  nations,  where  he  goes^ 
And  heap  the  vi£(or*s  laurd  on  his  brows. 

In  every  land,  in  every  city  freed. 
Let  the  proud  column  rear  its  marble  head. 
To  Marlborough  and  -Liberty  decreed ; 
Rich  with  his  wars,  triumphal  arches  raife. 
To  teach  your  wondering  (bns  the  Jiero's  praife; 
To  him  your  fkilful  bards  their  verfe  fhall  bring. 
For  him  the  tuneful  voice  be  taught  to  fmg. 
The  breathing  pipe  Ihall  fwell,  fhall  found  the  trem-  « 
bling  ftring. 
O  happy  thou  !  where  peace  for  ever  fmiles, 
Britannia !  nobleft  of  the  ocean^s  ifles, 
l  air  queen  !  v/ho  doft  amidft  thy  waters  reign. 
And  ftretch  thy  empire  o'er  the  fartheft  main  :         595 
What  tranfports  in  thy  parent  bofom  roU'd, 
When  fame  at  nril  the  pleafing  ftory  told  ! 

C  Ho',v 
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How  didft  tfaoit  lift  tlijr  tovptry  hoot  om  kigk ! 

Not  meanly  caniciausof  a modKr^s  }€iy, 

Prmid  of  thy  QmM  Crete  was  <yf  her  Jore,  <« 

lf<>w  wen  thou  pleasMheafcn  did tby choice  appniic^  > 

And  fixt  (ucctSk  where  thou  haft  fist  tbj  love !  ^ 

How  with  regret  bi«  abicDce  didft  thoo  mown  I 

How  with  impatience  wait  his  wiiht  retora ! 

How  were  the  winds  accus*d  for  his  delay !  ^ 

I|ow  dM  thou  chide  the  gods  who  role  ibckz^        V 

And  charge  the  Nereid  oymphs  to  waft  htm  on  his  w^l  ^ 

At  length  he  comet ,  he  ceafes  from  his  toil, 
I^ike  kingt  of  old  returning  from  the  fpoil  i 
To  Britain  and  his  queen  for  ever  dear,  si4 

He  comely  their  joy  and  grateful  thanks  to  ihaie  i 
Lowly  he  kneeU  before  the  royal  feat. 
And  lay*  it»  proudeft  wreaths  at  Annans iieet. 
While,  formed  alike  for  labours  or  for  eafe. 
In  camps  to  thunder,. or  in  courts  to  pleafe,  3^5 

Britain's  bright  nympiis  make  Marlborough  their  care. 
In  all  his  dangers,  all  his  triumphs,  ihare. 
Conquering  he  lends  the  well-pleas'd  fair  new  grace. 
And  adds  fineih  luftre  to  each  beauteous  face  \ 
Britain  preferred  by  his  vi^orious  arms,  '% 

With  wondrous  pleafure  each  fair  boibm  warms,        > 
Lightens  in  all  their  eyes,  and  doubles  all  their  charms.  3 
£v'n  his  own  Sunderland,  in  beauty's  ftore 
So  rich  flie  feemM  incapable  of  more. 
Now  /hines  with  graces  never  known  before  $ 
Fierce  with  tranfporting  joyibe  feems  to  bum^ 
And  each  foft  feature  takes  a  fpri^tly  turai 

^  New 
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New  flames  are  feen  to  fpaxicle  in  her  eyes. 
And  on  her  blooming  cheek  frefh  rdfes  rife ; 
The  pleating  paiTion  heightens  each  bright  hue,       33* 
And  Teems  to  touch  the  finifh^d  piece  anew. 
Improves  what  nature*s  bounteous  hand  had  given. 
And  mends  the  faireft  workmanfhip  of  heaven. 

Nor  joy  like  this  in  courts  is  only  found, 
But  fpreads  to  all  the  grateful  people  round ;  335 

•Laborious  hinds  inured  to  rural  toil. 
To  tend  ^HefTocks  and  turn  the  mellow  foil. 
In  homely  guife  their  honeft  hearts  exprefs. 
And  blefs  the  warrior  who  protects  the  peace. 
Who  keeps  the  foe  aloof  and  drives  afar  34ft 

The  dreadful  ravage  of  the  wafting  war. 
No  rude  deftroyer  cuts  the  ripening  crop, 
Prevenu  the  harveft,  and  deludes  their  hope ; 
No  helplefs  wretches  fly  with  wild  amaze, 
Look  weeping  back,  and  fee  their  dwellings  blaze  j  34.5 
The  viflor's  chain  no  mournful  captives  know. 
Nor  hear  the  threats  of  the  infulting  foe, 
But  Freedom  laughs,  the  fruitful  fields  abound,        «% 
The  chearful  voice  of  mirth  is  heard  to  found,  > 

And  Plenty  doles  her  various  bounties  round,  i 

The  humble  village,  and  the  wealthy  town, 
Confenting  join  their  happinefs  to  own  : 
What  heaven  and  Anna's  gentleft  reign  afford. 
All  is  fecurM  by  Marlborough's  conquering  fword. 

O  facreci,  ever  honoured  name  I  O  thou  !  3^5 

That  Wert  our  greateft  William  once  below ! 
What  place  foe'cr  thy  virtues  now  poflefs 
Near  the  bright  fource  of  everla/ting  blifs. 
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Where-e'er  exalted  to  etherial  height. 

Radiant  with  ftars,  thou  tread'ft  the  fields  of  light,  360 

Thy  feats  divine,  thy  heaven  a-while  forfake. 

And  deign  the  Britons'  triumph  to- partake. 

Nor  art  thou  changM,  but  ftill  thou  (halt  delight 

To  hear  the  fortune  of  theglorious  fight. 

How  failM  oppreflion,  and  prevailed  the  right. 

What  once  below,  fuch  ftiU  thy  pleafures  arc, 

Europe  and  Liberty  are  ftill  thy  care  ; 

Thy  great,  thy  generous,  pure,  immortal  mind 

Is  ever  to  the  public  good  inclined, 

Is  ftill  the  tyrant's  foe,  and  patron  of  mankind. 

Behold  where  Marlborough,  thy  laft  beft  gift. 

At  parting  to  thy  native  Belgia  left. 

Succeeds  to  all  thy  kind  paternal  cares. 

Thy  watchful  counfels,  and  laborious  wars  5 

Like  thee,  afpires  by  virtue  to  renown. 

Fights  to  fecure  an  empire  not  his  own. 

Reaps  only  toil  himfelf,  and  gives  away  a  crown. 

At  length  thy  prayer,  O  pious  prince  !  is  heard,     380 

Heaven  has  at  length  in  its  own  caufe  appeared 

At  length  Ramillia's  field  atones  for  all 

The  faithlefs  breaches  of  the  perjured  Gaul  j 

At  length  a'better  age  to  man  decreed. 

With  tnith,  with  peace,  and  juftice,  fhall  fucceed 

Fairn  are  the  proud,  and  the  griev'd  world  is  freed. 

One  triumph  yet,  my  Mufe,  remains  behind. 
Another  vengeance  yet  the  Gaul  (hall  find  j 
On  Lombard  plains,  beyond  his  Alpine  hills, 
JLouis  the  forc«:  of  hoftile  Britain  feels  ;  350 

Swift 


l1 


} 
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Swift  to  her  friends  diftrefsM  her  fuccours  fly, 
And  diftant  wars  ber wealthy  fons  Aipply  : 
From  flow  una£live  courts,  they  grieve  to  hear 
Eugene,  a  name  to  every  Briton  dear. 
By  tedious  languifhing  delays  is  held-  395 

Repining^  and  impatient,  from  the  field: 
While  factious  ftatefraen  riot  in  excefsj 
.  And  lazy  priefts  whole  provinces  pofTefs, 
Of  unregarded  wants  the  brave  complain. 
And  the  flarv'd  foldier  fues  for  bread  in  vain  j        400 
At  once  with  generous  indignation  wann, 
Britain  the  treafure  fends,  and  bids  the  hero  arm. 
Straight  eager  to  the  field,  he  fpeeds  away. 
There  vows  the  vi^lor  Gaul  fhall  dear  repay 
The  fpoils  of  Calcinato's. fatal  day  : 
Chear'd  by  the  prefcnce  of  the  chief  they  l^vc, 
Once  more  their  fate  the  waniors  long  to  prove ; 
Revlv'd  each  foMier  litis  his  drooping  head, 
Forgets  his  wounds,  and  calls  him  on  to  lead  5 
Atain  their  crcfts  the  German  eagles  rear,  410 

Stietch  their  broad  wings,  and  fan  the  Latiaaairj 
isiLnly  for  battle  and  the  prey  they  call, 
And  point  great  Eugene's  thunder  on  theGauh 
The  chief  commands,  and  foon  in  dread  array 
inwards  the  moving  legions  urge  Hieir  way  ;  415 

Vitii  hardy  marches  and  fuccelsful  hafte,  "% 

'er  every  barrier  foilunale  they  pafs'd,  V 

.'r:ich  nature  or  the  fkilful  foe  had  placed.  J' 

:»•.-  toe  in  vain  with  Gallic  arts  attends, 

>  mark  which  way  l^c  wary  leader  bcj]dc>  4.10 
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Vainly  in  war's  mjfierioiis  rules  Ts  wifir,  -• 

Lurks  where  tall  woods  and  thickeft  coverts  rUe^         > 
And  meanly  hopes  a  conqueft  from  forprae*  <J 

Now  with  fwift  horie  the  plain  aroond  them  beats. 
And  oft  advances,  and  as  oft  retreats  ;  425. 

Now  fkx'd  to  wait  the  coming  force,  he  ieems^        * 
SccurM  by  fteepy  banks  and  rapid  ftreams  f 
While  river-gods  in  vain  exhauft  their  ftt>re  } 
From  plenteous  urns  the  guihing  torrents  pour, 
Kife  o'er  their  utmoft  margins  to  the  plain,  439^ 

And  ftrive  to  ftay  the  warrior's  hafte  in  vain  } 
Alike  they  pafs  the  plain  and  clofer  wood. 
Explore  the  ford,  and  tempt  the  fwelling  flood» 
Unfhaken  ftill  purfue  the  ftedfaft  courfe. 
And  where  they  want  their  way,  they  find  it  or  they  force- 
But  anxious  thoughts  Savoy's  great  Prince  infeft, 
And  roll  ill-boding  in  his  careful  breaft  ^ 
Oft  he  revolves  the  ruins  of  the  great. 
And  fadly  thinks  on  led  Bavaria's  fate. 
The  haplefs  mark  of  fortune's  cruel  fport,. 
An  exile,  meanly  forc'd  to  beg  fupport 
From  the  How  bounties  of  a  foreign  court.. 
Forc'd  from  his  lov'd  Turin,  his  laft  retreat. 
His  glory  once  and  empire's  ancient  feat. 
He  fees  from  far  where  wide  deftru6Uon8  fpread,     445 
And  fiery  ftiowers  the  goodly  town  invade. 
Then  turns  to  mourn  in  vain  his  Fuin*d  ftate. 
And  curfe  the  unrelenting  tyrant's  hate. 

But  great  Eugene  prevents  his  every  fear. 
He  had  refolv'd  it,  and  he  would  be  there  |  450 

Not 
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Not  danger,  toil,  the  tedious  weary  way. 
Nor  all  the  Gallic  powers  his  promisM  aid  delay. 
Like  truth  itfelf  unknowing  how  to  fail. 
He  fcom'd  to  doubt,  and  knew  he  muft  prevail. 
Thus  ever  certain  does  the  fun  appear,  45^1 

Bound  by  the  law  of  JoveVeCecaal  year  j 
Thus  conftant  to  his  courfe  fets  out  at  mom,       *    ^ 
Round  the  wide  world  in  twice  twelve  hoiurs  is  bom/^ 
And  to  »  moment  keeps  his  fix'd  return.  .  •# 

Straight  to  the  town  the  heroes  turn  their  care,      •^ 
Their  friendly  fuccotir  for  thebrave  prepare,  > 

And  on  the  foe  united  bend  the  war.  3 

O'er  the  fteep  trench  and  ramparts  guarded  height, 
At  once  they  ruih,  and  drive  the  rapid  flight  $ 
With  idle  arms  the  Gallic  legions  feem  465 

To  ftem  the  rage  of  the  refiftlefs  flream  ; 
At  once  it  bears  them  down,  at  once  they  yield, 
Headlong  are  pufh'd  and  fwept  along  the  field ; 
Refiftance  ceafes,  and  'tis  war  no  more, 
At  once  the  vanquifh'd  own  the  victors  power  j       470 
Throughout  the  field,  where-e'er  they  turn  their  fight, 
'Tis  all  or  conquell  or  inglorious  flight  j 
Swift  to  their  refciied  friends  their  joys  they  bear,      -^ 
With  life  and  liberty  at  once  they  chear,  C 

Vnd  fave  them  in  the  moment  of  defpair.  j 

So  timely  to  the  aid  of  finking  Rome, 
/ith  active  hafte  did  great  Camillus  come : 
» to  the  Capitol  he  forc'd  his  way,  'j 

from  the  proud  Barbarians  fnatch'd  his  prey,         > 
id  fav'd  his  country  in  one  iignai  day.  i 

C  3  From- 
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From  impious  arms  at  leag;th,  O  Louis  ceafeh    • 
And  leave  at  length  the  labouring  world  in  peace^ . 
Left  heaven  difclofe  fomc  yet  more  fatal  fccne. 
Fatal  beyond  Ramillia  or  Turin  j- 
XftR.  from  thy  hand  thou  fee  thy  fceptre  torn^  4^5^ 

And  humbled  in  the  duft  thy  loEes  mourn : 
Left  ifrg'd  at  length  thy  own  repining  flave, 
Tliough  fond  of  burdens,  and  in  bondage  brave^ 
Purfue  thy  hoary  head  with  curfes  to- the  grave. 


I 


AN    EPISTLE    TO    FLA  VI  A. 

#N     THE     MGHT     OF     TWO     PINDARIC     ODES    ON. 

THE    SPLEEN    AND    VANITY. 
WRITTEN    BY    A    LADY  *    HER   FRX-END*. 

FLAVIA,  to  you  with  fafety  T  commend 
This  verfe,  the  fecret  failing  of  your  friend. 
To,  your  good-nature  I  fecurely  truft. 
Who  know,  that  to  conceal,  is  to  be  juft. 
The  Mufe,  like  wretched  maids  by  love  undone. 
From  friends,  acquaintance  and  the  light  would  run  }. 
Confcious  of  folly,  fears  attending  fhame, 
Fears  the  cenforious  world,  and  lofs  of  fame. 
Some  confident  by  chance  ftie  finds  (though  few 
Pity  the  fools,  whom  love  or  verfe  undo) 
Whofe  fond  compaflion  fooths  her  in  the  fin. 
And  fets  her  on  to  venture  once  again* 


Sucr, 


*  Anne  Counteifi  of  Wincbelfea* 
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Sure,  In  the  better  ages  of  old  time. 
Nor  poetry  nor  love  was  thought  a  crime  5 
From  heaven  they  both  the  gods  beft  g;ift6  were  fcnt» 
Divinely  perfe£l  both,  and  innocent. 
Then  were  bad  poets  and  loofe  loves  not  known ; 
None  felt  a  warmth  which  they  might  blufh  to  own,\ 
Beneath  coo)  (hades  our  happy  fathers  lay. 
And  fpent  in  pure  untainted  joys-  the  day  : 
Artlefs  their  loves,  artlefs  their  numbers  were. 
While  Nature  fimply  did  in  both  appear. 
Now  coiild  the  ccnfor  or  the  critic  fear. 
PleasM  to  be  pleas*d,  they  took  what  heaven  beftowMJi 
Nor  were  too  curious  of  the  given  good. 
At  length,  like  Indians  fond  of  fancy'd  toys. 
We  loft  being  happy,  to  be  thought  more  wife. 
In  one  curs'd  age,  to  punifh  verfe  and  fin, 
Critics  and  hangmen,  both  at  once,  came  in. 
Wit  and  the  laws  had  both  the  fame  ill  fate. 
And  partial  tj-rants  fway'd  in  either  ftate. 
Ill-natur'd  cenfure  would  be  fure  to  damn 
An  alien-wit  of  independent  fame, 
While  Bays  grown  old,  and  hardenM  in  offence. 
Was  fuffer'd  to  write  on  in  fpite  of  fenfe } 
Back'd  by  his  friends,  th'  invader  brought  along 
A  crew  of  foreign  words  into  our  tongue. 
To  rain  and  enllave  the  free-born  Engli/h  fong 
Still  the  prevailing  faftion  propt  his  throne. 
And  to  four  volumes  let  his  Plays  run  on  j 
Tiivn  a  lewd  tide  of  vcrfc,  with  vicious  ragtr, 
Broke  in  upon  the  morals  of  the  age. 

T\\c 
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The  Stage  (whofe,art  w^s^mge.the  jniod.tio  jnoycr 

To  noble  dining,  .^d  to  yutuoa&.|oye) 

Preqept,  with  plw(ij|[^  iP4<-d,  jqq  more  pfp^eft. 

But  dealt  in  doublerjDaeamiig  baw^y.  j^ft>^. 

The  (hockJQg  founds  offjsndithe.bluihingfairy 

And  drive  them  £c&m  the  guilty .Thes^e* 

Ye  wretched  bairds  I  from  whom  thef^  ilU  IfAvc  iprungr 

Whom  the  ayenging. powers  have  fpaxi^d  too  U»ig> 

Well  may  you  fear  the  blaw  will  fure^  ^pgie* 

Your  Sodom  has  no  Ten  to  av^rt  its  (^m  | 

Unlefs  the  fair  Ardelia  will  alotoe 

To  heaven  for  all  the  guilty  tribe  atone ; 

Nor  can  Ten  Saints  do  more  than  fuch  a  Oac 

Since  (he  alone  .of  the  poetic  crowd 

To  the  falfe  gods  of.  wit  has  never  bow'd, 

The  empire,  which-  fhe  faves,  ihall  own  her  fway. 

And  all  Parnaffus  her  blefs'd  laws  obey. 

Say,  from  what  facred  fou^tainj  nyn\ph  divine  ! 
The  treafures  flow,  which  in  thy  verfc  do  ihine  ? 
With  what  ftrange  infpiration  art  thou  bleft. 
What  more  than  Delphic  ardour  wai*ms  thy  bixafti 
Our  fordid  earth  ne'er  bred  fo  bright  a  flame. 
But  from  the  ikies,  thy  kindred  (kits,  it  came.- 
To  numbers  great  like  thine,-  th*  angelic  quire 
In  joyous  concert  tune  the  golden  lyre ; 
Viewing,  with  pitying  eyes,  our  cares  with  theCs 
They  wifely  own,  that  «  All  is  Vanity  j" 
£v'n  all  the  joys  which  mortal  minds  can  kuow. 
And  find  Ardelia's  verfe  the  leaft  vain  thing  belov.- 
If  Pindar's  name  to  thofe  blefsM  manilons  reach» 
4^nd  mortal  Mufes  may  immortal  teach. 

In 
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In  verfelike  his,  the  heayenly  nation  raife 
Thdr  tuneful  voices  to  their  Maker's  praife. 
Nor  ihallceleftial  harmony  difdain. 
For  onccy  to  imitate  an  earthly  ftrain» 
V^ofe  fame  iecure,  no  rival  e*er  can  fear. 
But  thofe  above,  and  fair  Ardelia  here. 
She  who  undaunted  could  his  raptures  view. 
And  with  bold  wings  his  facred  heights  purfue;. 
Safe  through  the  Dithyrambic  (^ream  (he  fteerM,. 
Nor  the  rough  deep  in  all  its  dangers  fear'd ; 
Not  fo  the  reft,  who  with  fucceislefs  pain 
Th*  unnavigable  torrent  try'din  vain. 

So  Clelia  leaped  into  the  rapid  flood. 
While  the  Etrufcans  ftruck  with  wonder  ftood  s 
Amidft  the  waves  her  raih  purfueiis  tly*d> 
The  matchlefs  dame  could  only  ftem  the  tide, 
And  gain  the  glory  of  the  farther  fide. 

See  with  what  pomp  the  antic  mafque  comes  in  ! 
The  various  forms  of  the  fantaftic  fpleen. 
Vain  empty  laughter,  howling  grief  and  tears, 
Falfe  joy,  bred  by  falfe  hope,  and  falfer  fears  ; 
Each  vice,  each  paflion  which  pale  nature  wears, . 
In  this  odd  monftrous  medley  mix'd  appears. 
Like  Bays  's  dance,  confufedly  round  tliey  run, 
Statcfman,  Coquet,  gay  Fop,  and  penfive  Nun, 
Speftres  and  Heroes,  Hulbands  and  their  Wives, 
With  Monkifh  Drones  that  dream  away  their  lives »^- 
Long  have  I  laboured  with  the  dire  difeafe. 
Nor  found,  but  from  Ardelia's  numbers,  eafe : 
The  dancing  vcrfe  runs  through  my  fluggifh  veins. 
Where  dull  and  cold  the  frozen  blood  remains. 

Pale 
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Pale  cam  aiuf  anxioiu  thoughts  gm  waj  in  haf^ 

And  to  retTifning  joy  reiign  my  breaft ; 

Then  free  from  every  pain  I  did  endure, 

1  blefft  the  charming  author  of  my  core. 

So  when  to  Sanl  the  great  mofician  play'd. 

The  fullen  fiend  unwillingly  obeyed, 

Anci  left  the  monarches  hrea&y  toieek  iomeiaferifaflde. 


I 


SO        N        G. 

WHILE  Sappho  with  harmoniovs  airt 
Her  dear  Philenit  charms. 
With  equAl  joy  the  nymph  appears 
Diflblving  in  his  arms. 

I'hu9  to  themfclVes  alone  they  are 

What  all  mankind  can  give ; 
Alternately  the  happy  pair 

All  grant,  and  all  receive. 
Like  the  Twin-ftars,  fo  fam'd  for  friends. 

Who  fct  by  turns,  and  rife  j 
When  one  to  Thetis*  lap  defcends, 

His  brother  mounts  the  /kies. 

With  happier  fate,  and  kinder  care, 

Thcfe  nymphs  by  turns  do  reign. 
While  iiill  the  falling  does  prepare 

The  rifing  to  fudain. 
The  joys  of  either  fex  in  love. 

In  each  of  them  we  read  j 
Succcinvc  each  to  each  does  prove. 

Fierce  youth  and  yielding  maid. 

EPIGRAM 
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XPIGRAM  TO  THE  TWO  NEW   MEMBEl^S 
FOR  BRAMBER,    170S. 

THOUGH  in  the  Commons  Houfe  you  did  prevail. 
Good  Sir  Cieeve  Moore,  and  gentle  Mailer  Hale ; 
Yet  on  good  luck  be  cautious  of  relying, 
Burgefs  for  Bramber  is  no  place  to  die  in. 
Your  predecefTors  have  been  oddly  fated } 
Afgill  and  Shippen  have  been  hoxh-tranjlated. 


VERSES  MADE  TO  A  SIMILE  OF  POPE'S. 

WHILE  at  our  houfe  the  fcrvants  brawl, 
And  raife  an  uproar  in  the  hall  j 
When  John  the  butler,  and  our  Mary, 
About  the  plate  and  linen  vary  : 
Till  the  fmart  dialogue  grows  rich, 
In  fneaking  dog  !  and  ugly  bitch  ! 
Down  conies  my  lady  like  the  devil, 
And  makes  them  filent  all  and  civil. 
Thus  cannon  clears  the  cloudy  air. 
And  fcatters  tempefts  brewing  there  t 
Thus  bullies  fometimes  keep  the  peace. 
And  one  fcold  makes  another  ceafe, 
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«ON  MrCOLINI  AND  VALENTINrS  FIRST  CONBNC 
TO  THE  HOUSE  IN  THE  HAY-MARKET. 

AMPHION  ftrikes  the  vocal  lyre, 
And  ready  at  his  call, 
harmonious  brick  and  ftone  confpire 

To  raife  the  Theban  wall, 
:In.  emulation  of  his  pratfe 

Two  Latian  Signors  come, 
A  finking  theatre  to  raife 

And  prop  Van^s  tottering  dome* 
:  But  how  this  laft  fliould  come  to  pafs 

Muft  JKll  remdin  unknown, 
i  Since  thefe  poor  gentlemen,  alas  ! 

Bring  neidier  brick  nor  ftone. 


^OEPILGGUE    TO    THE    INCONSTANTr: 

OR, 

THE  WAY  TO  WIN  HIM: 
A    COMEDY.      BY    MR.    FARQUHAR. 

AS   IT    WAS    ACTED    AT   THE   TlfEATRE-RpYAI. 
IN    DRURiSr^LANE,   I703. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  WILKS. 

FROM  Fletchei-'s  great  Pnjgifwd  *,  tp^day 
We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  Modem  Play : 
Our  author,  from  his  lines,  has  ftrove  to  paint 
A  witty,  wild,  inconfhmt,  free  gallant : 

Witk 
•  Sec,  The  Wild-Goofe  Chace. 
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^¥ith  a  gay  fbd],  witfa.fenfey  and  will  to  rpve, 
With  language,  and  with  foftnefs  fraitiM  to  move. 
With  little  truth,  but  with  a  world  of  love. 
Such  forms  on  maids  in  morning  (lumbers  wait. 
When  fancy  firft  inftru^ls  .their  hearts  to  beat, 
When  firft  they  wilh,  and  fjgh  for  what  they  .know 

not  yet. 

Frown  not,  ye  fair,  to  think  your  lovers  may 
Reach  your  cold  hearts  by  fome  unguarded  way ; 
Let  Villcroy's  misfortune  make  you  wife. 
There  *8  danger  ftlllin  daiknefs  and  furprize  j 
Though  from  his  rampart  he  defyM  the  foe. 
Prince  Eugene  found  an  aquedufl  below. 
With  eafy  fbeedom,  and  a  gay  addrefs, 
A  prelfing  lover  ii^kiom  wants  fuccefs  : 
Whilft  the  rcfpeaful,  like  the  Greek,  fits  down. 
And  waftes  a  ten  years  fiege  before  one  town. 
For  her  own  fake  let  no  forfaken  maid. 
Our  wanderer  for  want  of  love,  upbraid  ; 
Since  'tis  a  fecret,  none  fliould  e'er  confefs. 
That  they  have  loft  the  happy  power  to  pleafe. 
If  you  fufpeft  the  rogue  inclin'd  to  break, 
Break  firft,  and  fwear  you  've  tiirn'd  him  off  a  week  | 
As  princes  when  they  refty  ftates-men  doubt. 
Before  they  can  furrender,  turn  them  out. 
What-e'er  you  think,  grave  ufes  may  be  made. 
As  much,  ev'n  for  Inconftancy  be  faid. 
Let  the  good  man  for  Marriage  Rites  defign'd. 
With  ftudious  care,  and  diligence  of  mind, 
Turn  over  evtry  Page  of  Womankind  j 


} 
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5^  PROLOGUE. 

-Mark  every  Senfc,  and  how  the  Readings  vary, 
J^nd  when  he  knows  the  worft  on't— ]ethim  marry. 


PROLOGUE    TO    THE   .GAMESTER: 
A  COMEDY.    BY  MRS,  CENTLIVRE. 

AS   IT   WAS    ACTED    AT    THE    NEW    THEATRE    IN 
LIOCOLN'S-INN    FIELDS,   1704. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  BETTERTON. 

IF  humble  wives,  that  drag  the  marriage-chain 
With  curfed  dogged  hufbands,  may  complaias 
If  turn*d  at  large  to  ftarve,  as  we  by  you. 
They*  may,  at  leaft,  for  alimony  fue. 
JKlnow,  we  refolve  to  make  the  xafe  our  own, 
.^Between  the  plaintiff  ftage,  and  the  defendant  town* 
When  firft  you  took  us  from  our  father's  houfe. 
And  lovingly  our  intereft  did  efpoufe. 
You  kept  us  fine,  carefs'd,  and  lodg*d  us  here. 
And  honey- moon  held  out  above  three  year  j 
At  length,  for  pleafures  known  do  feldoni  laft. 
Frequent  enjoyment  paird  your  fprightly  tafte  i 
And  though  at  firft  you  did  not  quite  neglefl. 
We  found  your  love  was  dwindled  to  refpeft. 
Some  times,  indeed,  as  in  your  way  it  fell, 
:You  ftopp'd,  and  call'd  to  fee  if  we  were  well. 
-Now,  puite  eftrang'd,  this  wretched  place  you  fhun. 
Like  bad  wine,  bus^nefs^  duels,  and  a  dun. 

Have 
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Have  we  for  this  increased  Apollo*8  race  ? 

Been  often  pregnant  with  your  wits  embrace  ? 

And  borne  you  many  chopping  babes  of  grace  ? 

Some  ugly  toads  we  had,  and  that  *8  the  curfe. 

They  were  fo  like  you,  that  you  farM  the  wor(e  | 

For  this  to-night,  we  arc  not  much  in  pain. 

Look  on  *t,  and  if  you  like  it,  entertain : 

If  all  the  midwife  fays  of  it  be  true. 

There  are  fome  features  too  like  fome  of  you  i 

For  us,  if  you  think  fitting  to  forfake  it. 

We  mean  to  run  away,  and  Jet  the  pariih  take  it* 


EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN    BY    MRS.    BARRY, 

At  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane,  April  the  7th, 
1709,  at  her  pPaying  in  Love  FOR.  LoVE  with 
Mrs,  Bracegirdle,  for  the  benefit  of  Mr.  Betterton. 

AS  fome  brzve  knight,  who  once  with  fpear  and 
ihield 
Had  fought  renown  in  many  a  well-fought  field ; 
But  now  no  more  with  I'acrcd  fame  infpir'd. 
Was  to  a  peaceful  hermitage  retirM  : 
There,  if  by  chance  difaftrous  tales  he  hears, 
Of  matrons  wrongs,  ami  captive  virgins  tears, 
Ht  furls  foft  pity  urge  his  generous  bread. 
And  vows  once  more  lo  fuccour  the  diftrefs'd. 
Buckled  in  mail,  he  fallies  on  the  plain. 
And  turns  him  to  the  feats  of  arms  acc^ii. 

D  ^- 
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So  we,  to  former  leagues  of  friend/hip  true, 
Have  bid  once  more  our  peaceful  homes  adieu. 
To  aid  Old  Thomas,  and  to  pleafure  you* 
Like  errant  damfeis,  boldly  we  engage, 
Arm'd,  as  you  fee,  for  the  defencelefs  fhge. 
Time  was  when  this  good  man  no  help  did  lack^ 
And  fcomM  that  any  ihe  fhould  hold  his  back; 
But  now,  fo  age  and  frailty  have  ordainM, 
By  *  two  at  once  he's  forc'd  to  be  fuftain'd. 
You  fee  what  failing  nature  brings  man  to ; 
And  yet  let  none  infult,  for  ought  we  know. 
She  may  not  wear  fo  well  with  fome  of  you. 
Though  old,  yet  find  his  ftrength  is  not  cleaapaft. 
But  true  as  Heel  he 's  metal  to  the  laft. 
If  better  he  performed  in  days  of  yore. 
Yet  now  he  gives  you  all  that 's  in  his  power  j 
What  can  the  youngeft  of  you  all  do  more  ? 

What  he  has  been,  though  prefentpraife  be  dumb. 
Shall  haply  be  a  theme  in  times  to  come. 
As  now  we  talk  of  Rofcius,  and  of  Rome. 
Had  you  withheld  your  favours  on  this  night. 
Old  Shakefpeare^s  ghod  had  ris'n  to  do  him  right. 
With  indignation  had  you  feen  him  frown 
Upon  a  worthlefs,  witlefs,  taftelefs  town  ; 
GrievM  and  repining,  you  had  heard  him  fay. 
Why  are  the  Mufe's  labours  caft  away  ? 
Why  did  I  write  what  only  he  could  play  ? 

But 

*  Mrs.  Barry  and  Mrs.  Bracegirdle  chip' him  round 
the  waftc. 
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Bat  fince,  like  friends  to  wit,  thus  throng'd  you  meet* 
Go  on,  and  make  the  generous  work  compleat : 
Be  true  to  merit,  and  ftiil  own  his  caufe. 
Find  fomething  for  him  more  than  bare  applaufe. 
In  juft  remembrance  of  y<y\ir  pleafures  paft. 
Be  kind,  and  give  him^a  difcharge  at  laft  j 
In  peace  and  eafe  lifers  remnant  let  him  wear. 
And  han^  his  confecrated  Bufkin  *  there.        ^ 


EPILOGUE  TO   THE   CRUEL    GIFT. 
A  TRAGEDY.     BY  MRS.  CENTLIVRE. 

AS    IT    WAS    ACTED    AT    THE  THfiAT4L£-R0YAL  IM 
DRURY-LANE,    I717. 

SPOKEN    BY    MRS.    OLDFIELD. 

WELL — 'twas  a  narrow  'fcape  my  Lover  made. 
That  Cup  antl  Meffage — I  was  fore  afraid— 
Was  that  a  Prefent  for  a  new-made  WiJow, 
All  in  her  difmal  dumps,  like  doleful  Dido  ? 
When  one  peepM  in — and  hopM  for  fomething  good. 
There  was — Oh  I  Gad  !  a  nafty  Heart  and  Blood  f , 

D2  If 

•  Pointing  to  the  top  of  the  ftage. 

f  This  tragedy  w:is  founded  upon  the  ftory  of  Se- 
gifmonda  and  Guifcardo,  one  of  Boccacc's  novels  i 
wherein  the  Heart  of  the  Lover  is  fent  by  the  Futhec 
to  his  Daughter,  as  a  prei'cnt. 


} 
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If  the  old  man  had  fliewn  himfelf  a  father, 

His  Bowl  (hould  have  inclosed  a  Cordial  rather, 

Something  to  chear  me  up  amidft  my  trance, 

f  Eau  de  Barde — or  comfortable  Nants  *  I 

He  thought  he  paid  it  off  with  being  fmart. 

And,  to  be  witty,  cry'd,  heM«fend  the  heart. 

J  could  have  told  his  gravity,  moreover 

Were  I  our  fex's  feciets  to  difcover, 

'Tis  what  we  never  look'd  for  in  a  Lover. 

Let  but  the  Bridegroom  prudently  provide 

All  other  Matters  fitting  for  a  Bride, 

"So  he  make  good  the  Jewels  and  the  Jointure, 

To  mifs  the  Heart,  does  feldom  difappoint  her. 

Faith,  for  the  fafhion  Hearts  of  late  are  made  in. 

They  are  the  vileft  Baubles  we  can  trade  in. 

Where  are  the  tough  brave  Britons  to  be  found, 

With  Hearts  of  Oak,  fo  much  of  old  renownM  ? 

How  many  worthy  gentlemen  of  late 

Swore  to  be  true  to  Mother-Church  and  State ; 

When  their  falfe  Hearts  were  fecretly  maintaining 

Yon  trim  king  Pepin,  at  Avignon  reigning  ? 

Shame  on  the  canting  crew  of  Soul-Infurers, 

The  Tyburn  Tribe  of  fpeech-making  Non-jurors ; 

Who,  in  new-fangled  Terms,  old  Truths  explaining 

Teach  honeft  Englifhmen,  damn'd  Double-Meaning. 

Oh  i  would  you  loft  integrity  reftore 
And  boaft  that  Faith  your  plain  fore-fathers  bore  5 

What 

•  i.  c.  Citron- Water  and  good  Brandy. 
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What  Airer  pattern  can  you  hope  to  find. 
Than  that  dear  pledge  *  your  Monarch  left  behind  I 
See  how  his  Looks  his  honeft  Heart  explain. 
And  fpeak  the  bieflrngs  of  his  future  Keign  I 
In  his  each  feature,  truth  and  candour  trace. 
And  read  Plain-dealing  written  in  his  Face. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE   NON-JUROR. 
A  COMEDY.    BYMR.  CIBBER. 

AS    IT   WAS    ACTED    AT   THE  THEATRE-ROYAL  IN 

DRURY-LANE,    I718. 

SPOKEN    BY    MR.    WILKS. 

TO-night,  ye  Whigs  and  Tories,  both  be  fafe. 
Nor  hope  at  one  another's  coft  to  laugh. 
We  mean  to  foufe  old  Satan  and  the  Pope  5 
They've  no  relations  here,  nor  friends,  we  hope. 
A  tool  of  theirs  fupplies  the  comic  ftage 
With  juft  materials  for  fatiric  rage  : 
Nor  think  our  colours  may  too  ttrongly  paint 
The  ftiff  Non-juring  Separation  Saint, 
C/ood-breeding  ne'er  commands  us  to  be  civil 
To  thofe  who  give  the  nation  to  the  devil ; 
Who  at  our  fureft,  bed  foundation  ftrike. 
And  hate  our  monarch  and  our  church  alikej 
Our  church— which,  aw'd  with  reverential  fear, 
Scarcely  the  Mufe  prefumes  to  mention  here. 

D  3  Long 

•  The  prince  of  Wales  then  prefent. 
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Long  may  fhe  thefe  her  worft  of  foes  defy, 
And  lift  her  mitred  head  triumphant  to  the  fky  s 

While  theirs but  fatire  filently  difdains 

To  name,  what  lives  not,  but  in  madmen's  brains* 
Like  bawds,  each  lurking  paftor  feeks  the  dark. 
And  fears  the  }uftice's  enquiring  clerk. 
In  clofe  back-rooms  his  routed  iiocks  he  rallies. 
And  reigns  the  patriarch  of  blind  lanes  and  allies  i 
There  fafe,  he  lets  his  thundering  cenfures  fly, 
Unchriftens,  damns  us,  gives  our  laws  the  lye. 
And  excommunicates  three  ftories  high. 
Why,  fince  a  land  of  liberty  they  hate. 
Still  will  they  linger  in  this  free-bom  ftate  ? 
Here,  every  hour,  freih,  hateful,  objefts  rife. 
Peace  and  profperity  aiflift  their  eyes  j 
With  anguilh,  prince  and  people  they  furvey^ 
Their  juft  obedience,  and  his  righteous  -fway. 
Ship  off,  ye  (laves,  and  feek  fome  paflive  land. 
Where  tyrants  after  your  own  hearts  commands 
To  your  Tranfalpine  maker's  rule  refort. 
And  fill  an  empty  abdicated  court : 
Tarn  your  pofleflions  here  to  ready  rhino. 
And  buy  ye  lands  and  lordfhips  at  Urbino* 
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HORACE,  BOOK  11.    ODE  IV.  IMITATED:; 

THE   LORD    GRIFFIN    TO   THE   EARL   OF 
8CARSDALE. 

I. 

DO  not^  mod  fragrant  earl,  difclaitn 
Thy  bright,  thy  reputable  flame. 
To  Bracegirdle  the  brown  | 
But  publicly  efpoufe  the  dame. 
And  fay,  G—  d  the  town. 

II. 
Full  man]^  heroes,  fierce  and  keen. 
With  drabs  have  deeply  fmitten  been. 
Although  right  good  commanders  $ 
Some  who  with  you  have  HounAow  iben. 
And  fome  who've  been  in  Flanders. 
III. 
Did  not  bafe  Greber's  *  Pegg  inflame 
The  fober  earl  of  Nottingham, 

Of  fober  fire  dcfcended  ? 
That,  carelefs  of  his  foul  and  fame, 
Toplay-houfes  he  nightly  came. 
And  left  church  undefended. 
IV. 
The  monarch  who  of  France  is  hight, 
Who  rules  theroaft  with  matchlefs  might. 

Since  William  went  to  heaven  ; 
Loves  Mainlenon,  his  lady  bright. 
Who  was  but  Scarron's  leaving. 

D  4  Though 

♦  Signora  Francefco  Marguarcta  de  TEpint,     an 
Italian  fongdrcfs. 
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TKoagh  thy  dear's  father  kept  an  laa 
At  gr'idy  head  of  Saracen, 

For  carriers  at  Northampton  ; 
Yet  (he  might  come  of  gentler  kin. 

Than  e'er  that  father  dreamt  om« 
VI. 
Of  proffers  large  her  choice  had  flxe^ 
Of  jewels,  plate,  and  land  in  fee. 

Which  (he  with  fcom  rejt£Ud : 
And  can  a  nymph  fo  virtuous  be 

Of  bafe-born  blood  fufpeaed  > 
VII. 
Her  dimple  cheek,  and  roguifh  eye,. 
Her  (lender  wafte,  and  toper  thigh, 

I  always  thought  provoking  ; 
Btit,  faith,  though  I  talk  v»raggi(hly, 

I  mean  no  more  than  joking. 
VIII. 
Then  be  not  jealous,  friend  :  for  why  ? 
My  lady  raarchionefs  is  nigh, 

To  fee  I  ne'er  (hould  hurt  ye  5 
Befides,  you  know  full  well  that  I 

Am  turn'd  of  five-and- forty. 


THE 
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THE   RECONCILEMENT  BETWEEN  JACOB 
TONSON  AND  MR.  CONGREVE. 

AN   IMITATION   OP    HORACE^    BOaiC   III..  ODB  IX. 

TONSON. 

WHILE  at  my  houfe  in  Fleet-ftreet  once  you  lay> 
How  merrily,  dear  Sir,  time  pafs'd  away? 
While  **  I  partook  your  wine,  your  wit,  and  mirth^ 
I  was  the  happieft  creature  on  God's  yearth  •/* 
CONGREVE. 
While  in  your  early  days  of  reputation. 
You  for  blue  garters  bad  not  fuch  a  paiTion  ; 
While  yet  you  did  not  ufe  (as  now  your  trade  is) 
To  drink  with  noble  lords,  and  toaft  their  ladies  $ 
Thou,  Jacob  Tonfon,  wert  to  my  conceiving, 
The  chearfulleft,  beft,  honeft  fellow  living-. 
TONSON, 
I  'm  in  with  captain  Vanburgb  at  the  prefent, 
A  mo^  Jhveet-naiurd  gentleman,  and  pleafant; 
He  writes  your  comedies,  draws  fcheraes,  and  models. 
And  builds  dukes  houfes  upon  very  odd  hills  : 
For  him,  fo  much  I  dote  on  him,  that  I, 
If  I  was  fure  to  go  to  heaven,  would  die. 
CONGREVE. 
Temple  f  ^nd  Dclaval  are  now  my  party. 
Men  that  are  tarn  Mercurio  both  quam  Marte  5 

And 
•  Tonfon  (Sen,)  his  dialea. 
-f  Sir  Richard  'J  emple,  afterwards  lord  Cobham. 
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And  though  for  them  I  (hall  fcarce  go  to  heaven^ 
Yet  I  can  drink  with  them  fix  nights  in  feven. 
T  O  N  S  O  N. 

What  if  from  Van's  |iear  arms  I  fhould  retire, 
And  once  more  warm  ray  *  Bunniftns  at  your  ^e  j 
If  I  to  Bow-Street  fhould  invite  you  home. 
And  fet  a  bed  up  in  my. dining- room. 
Tell  mc,  dear  Mr.  Congreve,  would  you  come  ? 
C  O  N  G  R  E  V  E. 

Though  the  gay  failor,  and  the  gentle  khight. 
Were  ten  times  more  my  joy  and  heart's  delight. 
Though  civil  perfons  they,  you  ruder  were. 
And  had  more  humours  than  a  dancing-bear  j 
Yet  for  your  fake  I  'd  bid  them  both  adieu. 
And  live  and  die,  dear  Bob,  with  only  you. 


HORACE,    BOOK  TIF.    ODE  XXI. 

TO    HIS    CASK. 
I. 

HAIL,  gentle  Caik,  whofe  venei*able  head 
With  hoary  down  and  ancient  duft  o'er-fpread. 
Proclaims,  tliat  iince  the  vine  firft  brought  thee  forth 

Old  age  has  added  to  thy  worth. 
Whether  the  fprightly  juice  thou  doft  contain. 
Thy  votaries  will  to  wit  and  love, 
Or  fenfelefs  noile  and  lewdnefs  move, 
t>v  fleep,  the  cure  of  thefe  and  every  other  pain. 

II.  Since 
*  Jacobus  term  for  >hi8 -corns. 
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II. 

Since  to  Tome  day  propitious  and  great, 
JuftJy  at  firft  thou  was  dcfign'd  by  fate ; 

This  day,  the  happieft  of  thy  many  years^ 

With  thee  I  will  forget  tny  cares : 
To  my  Conrinus*  health  thou  (halt  go  round, 

(Since  thou  art  ripenM  for  to-day. 

And  longer  age  would  bring  decay) 
Till  every  anxious  thought  in  the  rich  ftream  be  drowned, 

III. 

To  thee  my  friend  bis  roughnefs  /hall  fubmit. 

And  Socrates  himfelf  a  while  foi^t. 

Thus  when  old  Cato  would  fometimes  unbend 

The  rugged  &iffneCs  of  his  mind. 
Stem  and  fevere,  the  Stoic  quaff  M  his  bowl. 

His  frozen  virtue  felt  the  charm, 

And  foon  grew  pleas  d,  and  foon  grew  warm, 
And  blefs'd  the  fprightly  power  thai  chearM  his  gloomy 
foul. 

IV. 
With  kind  conftraint  »11-  nature  thou  deft  bend. 
And  mould  the  fiiarling  cynic  to  a  friend. 
The  Cjgc  rcfervM,  and  faiii'd  for  gravity. 
Finds  all  he  knows  fummM  up  in  thee. 
And  by  thy  power  unlockM,  grows  ealy,  gay,  and  free.  [ 
The  fwain,  who  did  fonc  credulous  nymph  peri'uade 

To  grant  him  all,  infpir'd  by  thee. 

Devotes  her  to  his  vanity. 
And  to  his  fcllow-fops  toaits  the  abandoned  maid. 

V.  The 
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V. 

The  wretch  who,  prdsM  beocadi  a  load  of  care% 
Arui  laboaring  with  contlniial  woes,  ddpoirsy 
U  thy  kind  wannth  cSoes  hit  cbiliM  fcnk  invad^ 
From  earth  he  rears  his  drooping  head, 
R  -viir^d  bf  thee,  he  ceales  now  to  mown^ 

H  •  flying  cares  give  waj  to  hafie. 

Aid  to  the  god  refigo  his  breaft, 
W  here  hopes  of  better  days,  and  better  things  letom* 

VI. 

The  labouring  hind,  who  with  hard  toil  and  pains> 
Amidft  his  wants,  a  wretched  life  maintains ; 
If  thy  rich  juice  his  homely  fuppercrown, 
ilot  with  thy  fireS)  and  bolder  grown. 
Of  king«,  and  of  their  arbitrary  power. 

And  how  by  impious  arms  they  reign. 

Fiercely  he  talks  with  rude  difdain. 
And  vows  to  be  a  (lave,  to  be  a  wretch,  no  more. 

vir. 

I'l'ir  Qiiccn  of  Love,  and  thou  great  God  of  Wine, ' 
lirur  every  grace,  and  all  ye  powers  divine. 
All  (hut  to  mirth  and  friendfhip  do  incHne, 
CM  own  this  aufpicious  Caik,  and  happy  night,, 
With  ull  things  that  can  give  delight; 
iW  cvriy  cure  and  anxious  thought  away ;. 

Vc  t:)()crs  Hill  be  bright  and  clear. 

Rival  the  moon,  and  each  pale  (lar, 
'•'o\u'  bruins  fhuU  yield  to  none,  but  his  who  brings 
the  day. 
S  HORACE, 
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HORACE,    BOOK   IV.     ODE    I. 

TO    VENUS. 

ONCE  more  the  Queen  of  Love  invades  my  breaft 
Late,  with  long  eafe  and  peaceful  pleasures  bleft  j 
Spare,  fpare  the  wretch,  that  ftill  has  been  thy  flave, 
And  let  my  former  fervice  have 
The  merit  to  prote6l  me  to  the  grave. 
Much  am  I  chang'd  from  what  I  once  have  been, 

When  under  Cynera  the  good  and  fair, 

With  joy  I  did  thy  fetters  wear, 
Blefs*d  in  the  gentle  fway  of  an  indulgent  queen. 
Stiff  and  unequal  to  the  labour  now. 
With  pain  my  neck  beneath  thy  yoke  I  bow. 
Why  doft  thou  urge  me  ftill  to  bear  ?  Oh  I  why 
Doft  thou  not  much  rather  fly 
To  youthful  breafts,  to  mirth  and  gaiety  ? 
Go,  bid  thy  fwans  their  glofly  wings  expand, 

And  fwiftly  through  the  yielding  air 

To  Damon  thee  their  goddefs  bear, 
Worthy  to  be  thy  flave,  and  fit  for  tliy  command, 
Noble,  and  graceful,  witly,  gay,  and  young, 
Joy  in  his  heart,  love  on  his  charmirg  tongue. 
SkillM  in  a  thoufand  foft  prevailing  arts. 
With  wondrous  force  the  youth  imparts 
Thy  power  to  unexperienc'd  virgins  hearts. 
Far  fliall  he  ftrctch  the  bounds  of  thy  command  j 

And  if  thou  flialt  his  wiflies  blefs. 

Beyond  his  rivals  with  fuccefs. 

In  gold  and  marble  fliall  thy  ilatues  (land. 

Beneath 
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Beneath  the  facred  ihade  gf  OdePs  wood. 

Or  on  the  banks  of  Oufe's  gentle  flood, 

With  odorous  beams  a  temple  he  fliall  raifej 

For  ever  facred  to  thy  praife, 

Till  the  fair  ftreani ,  and  wood,  and  love  itfelf  decays 

There  while  rich  incenfe  x)n  thy  altar  burns. 

Thy  votaries,  the  nyraphtj  and  fwains. 

In  meltingtfoft  harmonious  flrains, 
Mix'd  with  the  fofter  flutes,  fhall  tell  their  flames  by 

turns. 
As  love  and  beauty  with  the  light  are  born. 
So  with  the  day  thy  honours  ftiall  return  j 
Some  lovely  youth,  pairM  with  a  blufhing  maid^ 
A  troop  of  either  fex  ftiall  lead. 
And  twice  the  Sallan  meafures  round  thy  altar  tread, 
Thus  with  an  equal  empire  o'er  the  light. 

The  Queen  of  Love,  and  God  of  Wit, 

Together  rife,  together  fit : 
But,  goddcfs,  do  thou  flay,  and  blefs  alone  the  night. 
There  may'ft  thou  reign,  while  I  forget  to  love  j 
No  more  falfe  beauty  ftiall  my  paflTion  movej 
Nor  ftiall  my  fond  believing  heart  be  led. 
By  mutual  vows  and  oaths  betray'd, 
To  hope  for  ti*uth  from  the  protefting  maid. 
"With  love  the  fprightly  joys  of  wine  are  fledj 

The  rofes  too  ftiall  wither  now. 

That  us'd  to  ftiade  and  crown  my  brow. 
And  round  my  chearful  temples  fragrant  odoprs  flied. 
But  t^ll  me,  Cynthia,  fay,  bewitching  fair, 
What  mean  thefe  %hs  ?  why  fteals  this  falling  tear  ? 
4  And 


] 
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And  when  my  ftruggling  thoughts  for  pafTagc  ftrovei  -> 
Why  did  my  tongue  rcfufc  to  move  j  C 

Tell  me  can  this  be  any  thing  but  love  ?  J 

Still  with  the  night  my  dreams  my  griefs  renew. 

Still  ihe  is  prefent  to  luy  eyes, 

And  ftUl  in  vain  I,  as  /he  flies. 
O'er  woods,  and  plains,  and  feas,  the  fcornful  maid 
purfue. 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EPISTLE  IV.  IMITATED. 

T  O 

RICHARD    THORNHILL,   E8<^*. 

THORNHILL,  whom  doubly  to  my  heart  commend 
The  critic^s  art,  and  candour  of  a  friend. 
Say  what  thou  doft  in  thy  retirement  find. 
Worthy  the  labours  of  thy  a£live  mind  i 
Whether  the  tragic  Mufe  infpires  thy  thought, 
To  emulate  what  moving  Otway  wrote  5 
Or  whether  to  the  covert  of  fomc  p;rove 
Thou  and  thy  thoui;hts  do  from  the  world  remove. 
Where  to  thyftlf  thou  all  thofc  rules  doft  (bow, 
Tiiat  good  men  ought  to  pra6life,  or  wife  know. 
For  fure  thy  mafs  of  men  is  no  dull  clay, 
But  well -informed  with  the  celeftial  ray. 
The  bounteous  gods,  to  thee  compleatly  kind, 
In  a  fair  frame  inclosed  thy  fairer  ftiindj 

And 

•  Who  fought  the  duel  with  Sir  Cholmondlcy  Decring. 


} 
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And  ^Bgb  they  did  profofelj  wealth  beftow. 

They  gave  thee  the  true  u£c  of  wealth  to  know. 

Could  ev*n  the  aurie  wiih  for  her  darling  boy 

A  happinefs  which  thou  daSk  not  en^by  : 

What  can  her  fond  ambition  aik  beyond 

A  foul  by  wifdom's  nobleft  precepts <row«iM  ? 

To  thi»  fair  fpeecb,  and  happy  otterance  joined, 

T'  unlock  the  fecret  treafures  of  the  mind. 

And  make  the  blei&ng  common  to  mankind. 

On  thefe  let  health  and  reputation  wait. 

The  favour  of  the  Tirtuous  and  the  great : 

A  table  chearfuily  and  cleanly  fpread. 

Stranger  alike  to  riot  and  to  need  ^ 

Such  an  eftate  as  no  extremes  may  know, 

A  free  and  juft  difdain  for  all  things  elfe  below« 

Amidfl:  uncertain  hopes,  and  anxious  care^. 

Tumultuous  ftrife,  and  miferable  fears. 

Prepare  for  all  events  thy  conftant  breaft. 

And  let  each  day  be  to  thee  as  thy  laft. 

That  morning's  dawn  will  with  new  pleafure  rife, 

Whofc  light  fhall  unexpected  Wefs  thy  eyes. 

Me,  when  to  town  in  winter  you  repair, 

Battening  in  eafe  you  Ml  find,  (leek,  frefh,  and  fair  ; 

Me,  who  have  learn'd  from  Epicurus'  lore. 

To  fnatch  the  blcflings  of  the  flying  hour. 

Whom  cvciy  Friday  at  the  Vine*  you  11  find 

His  true  difciple,  and  your  faithful  friend. 

*  A  Tlv!crn  in  Long*Acre« 

THE 
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THE    UNION. 

WHILE  rich  in  brighteft  red  the  blufhing  Rofe 
Her  frcflieft  opening  beauties  did  difclofe; 
Her,  the  rough  Thiftlc  from  a  neighbouring  field. 
With  fond  defires  and  lover's  eyes  beheld : 
Straight  xht  fierce  plaMt  lays  by  bis  pointed  darts. 
And  wooes  the  gentle  floiver  with  fofter  arts, 
YSindly  Jbe  heard,  and  did  his  flame  approve. 
And  own*d  the  ivarrior  worthy  of  her  love.  " 
Flora,  whofe  happy  laws  the  feafons.  guide, 
Who  does  in  fields  and  painted  meads  prelide, 
And  crowns  the  gardens  with  their  flowery  pride, 
With  pleaiure  faw  the  ivijbing  pair  combine. 
To  favour  what  their  Goddefs  did  defign, 
And  bid  thera  in  eternal  Union  join. 
Henceforth,  /he  faid,  in  each  retuniing  year. 
One  ftem  the  Thiftle  and  the  Rofe  fhall  bear : 
The  Thiftle's  lafting  grace,  thou,  O  my  Rofe  !  (halt  be, 
The  warlike  Thiftle's  arms,  a  fure  defence  to  thee. 


\ 


ON     CONTENTMENT. 

DOSE    FROM    THE    LATIN    OF    J.    GERHARD*. 

MANY  that  once,  by  Fortune's  bounty  rcar'd, 
Amidil  the  wealthy  and  the  great  appear'd^ 
Hive  wifely  from  thofc  cnvy'd  heights  declined. 
Have  funk,  to  tliat  juft  level  of  mankind, 
Where  nor    too  little  nor  too  much  gives  the  true 
peace  of  inind^ 

E  ON 

*  In  his  Mcditatior.cs  Sacrae. 
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ON    THE    LAST    JUDGMENT, 

AND 
THE  HAPPINESS   OF  THE  SAIWTS  iN  HEAVEN. 

I>0»£  PROM  THE  LATm  OF  J.  GERHARD. 

IN  that  blcfs'd  day,  from  every  part,  the  jtift, 
Rais'd  from  the  liquid  deep  or  mouldering  duft. 
The  various  produc^.«  of  Time's  fruitful  womb. 
All  of  paft  ages,  prefent  and  to  come. 
In  full  affembiy  fhall  at  once  refort. 
And  meet  within  high  heaven's  capacious  court: 
There  famous  names  rever'd  in  days  of  old. 
Our  great  forefathers  there  we  ihall  behold,  ' 
From  whom  old  ftocks  and  ancellry  began. 
And  worthily  in  long  fucceflion  ran  ; 
The  reverend  fires  with  pleafure  (hall  we  greet. 
Attentive  hear,  while  faithful  they  repeat 
Full  many  a  virtuous  deed,  and  many  a  noble  feat 
There  all  thofc  tender  ties,  which  here  below. 
Or  kindicd,  or  more  facrcd  fricndihip  know. 
Firm,  conftaut,  and  unchangeable  fhall  grow. 
Kefin*d  from  paflicn,  and  the  dregs  of  fenfe, 
A  better,  truer,  dearer  love  from  thence. 
Its  cverJafling  Being  iliall  commence  : 
There,  like  their  days,  their  joys  (hall  ne'er  bexlonej 
No  night  (hall  rife,  to  (hade  heaven's  glorious  fun 
But  one  eternal  holy-day  go  on. 


J 
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CO  LIN'S    COMPLAINT. 
A         SONG, 

'O   THE    TUNE    OF    ORIM    KING    OF  THE    GHOSTS. 

DESPAIRING  befidc  a  clear  dream, 
A  fhepherd  forfaken  was  laid  \ 
And  while  a  falfe  nymph  was  his  theme, 

A  willow  Aipportcd  his  head. 
The  wind  that  blew  over  the  plain, 

To  his  (ighs  with  a  figh  did  reply ; 
And  the  brook,  in  return  to  his  pain, 
Ran  mournfully  murmuring  by. 

Alas,  filly  fwain  that  I  was  ! 

Thus  fadly  complaining,  he  cry'd, 
When  firrt  I  beheld  that  fair  face, 

'Twere  better  by  far  I  had  dyM, 
She  talk'd,  and  I  blefsM  the  dear  tongue  j 

When  (he  I'miTd,  *twas  a  plcafure  too  grcit. 
I  liilen'd,  and  cry'd,  when  ftic  fung. 

Was  nightingale  ever  fo  fwcct  ? 

How  foolifh  was  I  to  believe 

She  could  doat  on  to  lowly  a  clown, 

Or  that  her  fond  heart  would  not  grieve, 
To  forfukc  ihc  fine  folk  of  the  town? 

E  a  To 
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To  think  that  a  beauty  fo  gay. 

So  kind  and  Co  conftant  would  prove  $ 
Or  go  clad  like  our  maidens  in  gray, 
'  Or  live  in  a  cottage  on  love  ? 

What  though  I  have  /kill  to  complain. 

Though  the  Mufes  my  temples  have  crownM  j 
What  though,  when  they  hear  my  foft  ftrain. 

The  virgins  fit  weeping  around. 
Ah,  Colin,  thy  hopes  are  in  vain. 

Thy  pipe  and  thy  laurel  refign  j 
Thy  falfe-one  inclines  to  a  fwain, 

Whofe  roufic  is  fweeter  than  thin*. 

And  you,  my  companions  fo  dear. 

Who  Torrow  to  fee  me  betray'd. 
Whatever  I  fuffer,  forbear, 

Forbear  to  accufe  the  falfe  maid. 
Though  through  the  wide  world  I  fhould  range, 

'Tis  in  vain  from  mj^  fortune  to  fly, 
'Twas  hers  to  be  falfe  and  to  change, 

'Tis  mine  to  be  conftant  and  die. 

If  while  my  hard  fate  I  fuftain. 

In  her  breaft  any  pity  is  found. 
Let  her  come  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plaisj 

And  fee  me  laid  low  in  the  ground. 
The  laft  humble  boon  that  I  crave. 

Is  to  (hade  me  with  cyprcfs  and  yew  j 
And  when  (he  looks  down  on  my  grave. 

Let  her  own  that  her  (hephcrd  was  true, 

Thc« 
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Then  to  her  new  love  let  her  go, 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array. 
Be  fineft  at  every  fine  (how, 

And  frolic  it  all  the  long  day  | 
While  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone. 

No  more  (hall  be  talk'd  of,  or  fccn, 
Unlefs  when  beneath  the  pale  moon. 

His  ghbft  (hall  glide  over  the  green. 

REPLY,     BY     ANOTHER    HAND. 

I. 

YE  winds  to  whom  Colin  complaint, 
In  ditties  fo  fad  and  io  i'wcct, 
Believe  mc,  the  Diephcnl  but  feigns 

He  's  wretched,  to  flicw  he  hus  wit. 
No  charmer  like  Colin  can  niovc, 

And  this  is  foinc  plclty  new  art; 
Ah  !  l-oliji  's  a  jii^^ler  in  love, 

And  likes  to  play  tricks  with  my  heart* 

n. 

When  he  will,  he  can  figh  and  look  pal*,. 

Seem  doleful  and  alter  his  fare, 

Can  tremble,  and  alter  his  tale, 

Ah  !  Colin  has  every  pace  : 
The  willow  my  rover  prflVrs 

To  the  brcaft,  where  lie  once  bcg'd  to  lie 
And  the  rtrcam,  that  he  fwells  with  his  tears, 

Arc  rivals  belov'd  more  than  I. 

E  3  HI.  Hi 
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EPIGRAM 

ON  A  LADY  WHO  SHED  HER  WATER  AT  SEEING 
THE  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO  J  OCCASIONED  BY  AN 
EPIGRAM  ON  A  LADY  WHO  WEPT  AT  IT. 

WHILSTmaudlin  Whigs  deplore  their  Cato's  fate. 
Still  with  dry  eyes  the  Tory  Celia  fate  ; 
But  though  her  pride  forbade  her  eyes  to  flow. 
The  gufliing  waters  found  a  vent  below* 
Though  fecret  yet  with  copious  ftrearns  fhe  mourns^ 
X-ike  twenty  River-Gods  with  all  their  urns. 
Let  others  fcrew  an  hypocritic  face, 
She  (hews  her  grief  in  a  fmcerer  place  I 
Here  Nature  reigns,  and  paflion  void  of  art ; 
For  this  road  leads  dire6lly  to  the  heart. 

IMITATED    IN    LATIN. 

PLORAT  fata  fui  dum  csetera  turba  Catonis, 
Ecce  1  oculis  ficcis  Caclia  fixa  fcdet  j 
A*  quanquara  lacryrais  faftus  vetat  ora  rigari, 

Invenere  viam  qua  per  opaca  fiuant : 
Clam  dolet  ilia  quideui,  manat  tamen  humor  abandc', 

Nnminis  ex  uma>  ecu  fluvialis  aqua. 
Diftorqucnt  aliae  vultus,  fimulantquc  dolorem  t 

Quae  mage  fincera  eft  CaeHa  parte  dolet. 
Qua  mera  natura  c(^,  non  perfonata  per  artem, 

Qii^aqut  hur  re6^a  cordis  ad  ima  yia. 

MAECENAS. 
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VI. 

Of  the  violet,  daify,  and  rofe, 

The  hearts-eafe,  the  lily,  and  pink. 
Did  thy  fingers  a  garland  compofe. 

And  crown'd  by  the  rivulet's  brink  5 
How  oft,  ray  dear  fwain^  did  I  fwear, 

Hovy  much  my  fond  love  did  admire 
Thy  verfes,  thy  ihape,  and  thy  air. 

Though  deck'd  in  thy  rural  attire  I 

VII. 

Your  Iheep-hook  you  ruld  with  fuch  art. 

That  all  your  fmall  fubjefts  obey'd  5 
And  ftill  you  reign'd  king  of  this  heart, 

Whofe  paflion  you  falfely  upbraid  j 
How  often,  my  fwain,  have  I  faid. 

Thy  arms  are  a  palace  to  me, 
And  how  well  1  could  live  in  a  fhade, 

Though  adorned  with  nothing  but  thee ! 

VIII. 

Oh  !  what  are  the  fparks  of  the  town, 

Though  never  fo  fine  and  i'o  gay  ? 
I  freely  would  leave  beds  of  down. 

For  thy  bread  on  a  bed  of  new  hay  :         » 
Then,  Colin,  return  once  again. 

Again  make  me  happy  in  love. 
Let  me  find  thee  a  faithful  true  fwain, 

And  as  con&ant  a  nymph  I  will  prove. 

E  4  EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES's,  THEN   REGENT,  AF  5 

FEARING  AT  THE  FIRE  IN   SPRING-GARDEN, 

1776. 

THY  Guardian,  bleft  Britannia,  fcorns  to  deep. 
When  the  fad  fubje6Vs  of  his  father  weep  j 
Weak  princes  by  their  fears  increafe  diftrefs  j 
He  faces  danger,  and  fo  makes  it  lefs* 
Tyrants  on  blazing  towns  may  fmile  with  Joy  5 
He  knows,  tofwue^  is  greater  than  defiroy* 


VERSES 
MADE  TO  A  SIMILE  OF  MR.  POPE. 

W] HEN  at  our  houfe  the  fervants  brawl, 
^  ^    And  raife  an  uproar  in  tlie  hall  5 
When  John  the  butler,  and  our  Mary, 
About  the  plate  and  linen  vary : 
Till  the  fmart  dialogue  grows  rich, 
In  fneaking  dog !  and  ugly  bitch  ! 
Down  comes  my  lady  like  the  devil. 
And  makes  them  filent  all  and  civil. 
Thus  cannon  clears  the  cloudy  air 
And  fcatters  tempefts  brewing  there : 
Thus  bullies  fometimes  keep  the  peace,, 
And  one  fcold  makes  another  ceafe. 

SONG 
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SONG 

ON  A  FINE  WOMAN  WHO  HAD  A  DULL 
HUSBAND. 

I. 

WHEN  on  fair  Celiacs  eyes  I  gaze, 
And  blefs  their  1  ight -divine  j 
I  (land  confounded  with  amaze, 
To  think  on  what  they  fliine, 

II. 

On  one  vile  clod  of  earth  Ihe  feems 

To  fix  their  influence ; 
Which  kindles  not  at  thofe  bright  beams. 

Nor  wakens  into  fenfe. 

III. 

Loft  and  bewilder'd  with  the  thought, 

I  could  not  but  complain, 
That  nature's  iavifli  hand  had  wrought 

This  faiicft  work  in  vain. 

IV. 

Thus  feme,  who  have  the  ftars  furvey'd. 

Arc  ignorantly  led. 
To  think  thofe  glorious  lamps  were  made 

To  light  Tom-Fool  to  bed. 

OCCASIONED 
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OCCASIONED  BY  HIS  FIRST  VISIT  TO  LAI>Y 
WARWICK  AT  HOLLAND-HOUSE. 

I. 

HEARING  that  Chloe's  bower  crown'd 
The  furamit  of  a  neighbouring  hill. 
Where  every  rural  joy  was  found. 
Where  health  and  wealth  were  plac*d  around. 
To  wait  like  fervants  on  her  will. 

II. 

I  went,  and  found  'twas  as  they  faid, 

That  every  thing  look'd  frefh  and  fairj 
Her  herds  in  flowery  paftures  ftray'd, 
Delightful  was  the  green -wood  fhade. 
And  gently  breath'd  the  balmy  air. 

in. 

But  when  I  found  my  troubled  heart 

Uneafy  grown  within  ray  breaft, 
My  breath  corae  (hort,  and  in  each  part 
Some  new  diibrder  feem  to  ftart. 

Which  painM  me  fore  and  broke  my  reft : 

IV, 

Some  noxious  vapour  fure,  I  faid, 

From  this  unwholfome  foil  muft  rife  5 
Some  fecret  venom  is  convey'd 
Or  from  this  field,  or  from  that  fhade. 
That  does  the  powers  of  life  furprize. 

V.  Soon 


ON  LADY  WARWICK.  6f 

V. 

Soon  ^s  the  (kilful  Leach  beheld 

The  change  that  in  my  health  was  grown  : 
Blame  not,  hje  cry'd,  nor  wood  nor  field ; 
Difeafes  which  fuch  ]ymptoms  yield. 

Proceed  from  Chloe"'s  eyes  alone. 

VI. 

Alike  (he  kills  in  every  air. 

The  coldeft  bread  her  beauties  warm  j 
And  though  the  fever  took  you  there. 
If  Chloe  had  nSt  been  fo  fair, 

The  place  had  never  done  you  harm. 


STANZAS 

TO  LADY  WARWICK  ON  MR.  ADDISON^S 
GOING  TO  IRELAND. 

I. 

YE  Gods  and  Nereid  nymphs  who  rule  the  fea  1 
Who  chain  loud  ftorms,  and  ftill  the  raging  main ! 
With  care  the  gentle  Lycidas  convey. 
And  bring  the  faithful  lover  fafe  again. 

IL 

When  Albion's  (hore  with  chearlefs  heart  he  left, 
Peniive  and  fad  upon  the  deck  be  ftood. 

Of  every  joy  in  Chloe's  eyes  bereft, 
And  wept  his  forrows  in  the  fwelling  flood. 

in.  Ah, 
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m. 

Ah,  faireft  maid  !  whom,  as  I  well  divine. 
The  righteous  gods  his  jnft  reward  ordain  ; 

For  hi>  retom  thy  pious  wifhes  join. 

That  thou  at  length  may'ft  pay  him  for  his  pain, 

IV. 

And  (ince  his  lo?e  does  thine  alone  pnrfue. 
In  arts  unpra£tisM  and  unusM  to  range ; 

1  charge  thee  be  by  his  example  true. 
And  fliun  tliy  fex^s  inclination,  i^hange. 

V. 

When  crowds  of  youthful  lovers  round  thee  wait. 
And  tender  thoughts  in  fweeteft  words  impart ; 

When  thou  art  woo'd  by  titles,  wealth,  and  ftate. 
Then  think  on  Lycidas,  and  guard  thy  heart, 

VI. 

When  the  gay  theatre  (hall  charm  thy  eyes, 

When  artful  wit  (hall  fpeak  thy  beauty's  praife  ; 

Wiien  harmony  fhall  thy  foft  foul  furprize, 
Sooth  all  thy  fenfes,  and  thy  paflions  rai£e ; 

VII. 

Amlilft  whatever  various  joys  appear, 

Vet  bi-calhe  one  figh,  for  one  fad  minute  mourn ; 
Nor  let  thy  heart  know  one  delight  fmcere. 

Till  thy  own  tnicft  LyciJas  return. 


THE 
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THE      VISIT. 

WIT  and  Beauty  t'  other  day, 
Chanc'd  to  take  me  in  their  way  ; 
And,  to  make  the  favour  greater,  • 
Brought  the  Graces  and  Good-nature, 
Converfation  care-beguiling, 
Joy  in  dimples  ever  fmiling, 
All  the  pleafure's  here  below, 
I^len  can  afk,  or  gods  beftow. 
A  jolly  train,  believe  me  !  No  : 
There  were  but  two,  Lepell  *  and  How* 


THE     CONTENTED      SHEPHERD. 
TO   MRS.    A D 

I. 

AS  on  a  fummer's  day 
In  the  greenwood   (hade  I   lay. 
The  maid  that  I  lov'd. 
As  her  fancy  movM, 
Came  walking  forth  that  way. 

II.  And 

•  Afterwards  the  celebrated  Lady  Harvey. 
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II. 

And  as  (he  paflTed   by 
With  a  fcornful  glance  of  her  eye. 

What  a  fhame,  qvoth  ftie. 

For  a  fwain  muft  it  be. 
Like  a  lazy  loon  for  to  die ! 

III. 

And  dofl  thou  nothing  heed. 
What  Pan  our  god  has  decreed ; 

What  a  prize  to-day 

Shall  be  given  away. 
To  the  fweeteft  ihepherd's  reed  ? 

IV. 

There  's  not  a  fingle  fwain 
Of  all  this  fruitful  plain. 

But  with  hopes   and  fears 

Now  buflly  prepares 
The  bonny  boon  to  gain. 

V. 

Shall  another  maiden  ihine 

In  brighter  array  than  thine  f 

Up,  up,  dull  fwain. 

Tune  thy  pipe  once  again. 

And  make  the  garland  mine. 


VI.  Alas! 
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VI. 

Alas  1  my  love,  he  cry*d, 
What  avails  this  courtly  pride  ? 

.Since  thy  dear  defert 

Is  written  in  my  heart. 
What  is  al^  the  world  befide  ? 

VU. 

To  me  thou  art  more  gay. 
In  this  homely  niflet  gray. 

Than  the  nymphs  of  our  green^ 

So  trim  and  fo  flieen ; 
Or  the  brighteft  Queen  of  May. 

VIII. 

What  though  my  fortune  frown. 
And  deny  thee  a  filken  gown  j 

My  own  dear  maid. 

Be  content  with  this  fliade, 
And  alhepherd  all  thy  own. 


SONG.      AH     WILLOW. 

TO    THE   SAME,    IN    HER    SICKNESS. 
I. 

TO  the  brook  and  the  willow  that  heard  him  complain. 
Ah  willow,  willow. 
Poor  Colin  fat  weeping,  and  told  them  his  pain ; 
Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 

F  II.  Sweet 
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11. 

Sweet  ftream,  he  crjr'd  fadljr,  I'll  tieach  ttee  to  flow« 

Ah  willo\^,  &c. 
And  the  waters  (hall  rife  to  the  brink  with  my  woe. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

III. 

All  reftlefs  and  painful  poor  Amoret  lies^ 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  counts  the  fad  moments  of  time  as  it  flies* 
Ah  willow,  &c.  • 

IV. 
To  the  nymph  my  heart  loves,  ye  foh  Humberftrepair  5 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Spread  your  downy  wings  o'er  her,    and  make  hc- 
your  care.        Ah  willow,  &c, 
V. 
Dear  brook,  were  thy  chance  near  her  pillow  to  creep* 

Ah  willow,  Sec, 
Perhaps  thy  foft  murmurs  might  lull  her  to  fleep. 
Ah  willow,  &c. 

VI. 
Let  me  be  kept  waking,  my  eyes  never  cloie. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
So  the  deep  that  I  lofe  brings  my  fair-one  repoie. 
Ah  willow,  &c. 

VII. 
But  if  I  am  doomM  to  be  wretched  indeed ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
If  the  lofs  of  my  dear-one^  my  loTC  is  decreed  $ 
Ah  willow,  &c. 

If 
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vm. 

If  no  more  my  fad  heart  by  thofe  eyes  fliall  be  chearM  j 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
If  the  voice  of  my  warbler  no  more  ihall  be  heard  j 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

IX. 
Believe  me,  thou  fair-one  j  thou  dear-one,  believe. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Few  (ighs  to  thy  lofs,  and  few  tears  will  I  ^ive. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

X. 
One  fate  to  thy  Colin  and  thee  fliall  be  ty'd. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  foon  lay  thy  fhepherd  clofe  by  thy  cold  fide. 

Ah  willow.  Sec. 

XI. 
Then  run,  gentle  brook ;  and  to  lofe  thyfelf,  halfeg 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Fade  thou  too,  my  willow,  this  verfe  is  my  laft ; 

Ah  willow,  willow  j  ah  willow,  willow. 


TO  THE   SAME,    SINGING. 

I. 

WHAT  charms  in  melody  are  found 
To  foften  every  pain ! 
ilovv  do  we  catch  the  healing  found, 
And  feel  the  foothing  ftrain  I 

F  z  Still 
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n. 

Still  wben  I  kear  thee,  O  my  fair, 

I  bid  my  heart  rejoice  j 
I  (hake  off  crery  Allien  care. 

For  forrow  flies  thy  voice. 

in- 

TTie  feafons  Philomel  obey. 
Whene'er  they  hear  her  fing  ; 

She  bids  the  winter  fly  away. 
And  ihe  recalls  the  fpring. 


SONG, 
THE    FAIR    INCONSTANT* 

H  E. 

SINCE  I  hare  long  loY*d  you  in  vain. 
And  doted  on  every  feature  j 
Give  me  at  length  but  leave  to  complain 

Of  lb  ungrateful  a  creature. 
Though  I  beheld  in  your  wandering  eyes 

The  wanton  fymptoms  of  ranging ; 
Still  I  refolv'd  again^  being  wile. 

And  iovM  you  in  fpite  of  your  changing. 
SHE. 
Why  fhould  you  blanie  what  heaven  has  ntzde^ 

Or  dnd  sjay  fault  in  creation  ? 
"'TIS  not  the  crime  of ^e  faithlc^  S8ud» 
But  nature's  inclination. 

5  •Tit 
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*Ti8  not  becaufe  I  love  you  lefs. 
Or  think  you  riot  a  true  one  i 

But  if  the  tmth  I  muft  confefs, 
I  always  lov'd  a  new-one. 


TO  LORD  WARWICK  ON    HIST 
BIRTH-DAY. 

WHEN,  fraught  with  all  that  grateful  minds  can  . 
move. 
With  friendihip,  tendernefs,  refpe^V,  and  love  } 
The  Mufe  had  wifli'd,  on  this  returning  day^ 
Something  moft  worthy  of  herfelf  to  fay : 
To  Jove  ihe  offer'd  up  an  humble  prayer. 
To  take  the  noble  Warwick  to  his  care» 
Give  him,  (he  faid,  whatever  diviner  grace 
Adorns  the  foul,  or  beautifies  the  face  : 
Let  manly  conftancy  confirm  his  truth. 
And  gentlcft  manners  crown  his  blooming  youth. 
Give  him  to  fame,  to  virtue  to  afpire. 
Worthy  our  fongs  and  thy  informing  fire : 
All  various  praife,  all  honours,  let  him  prove. 
Let  men  admire,  and  (ighing  virgins  love : 
With  honeft  zeal  inflame  his  generous  mind. 
To  love  his  country,  and  proteft  mankind. 
Attentive  to  her  prayer,  the  go<l  replyM, 
Why  dofl  thou  alk  what  has  not  been  denyM  ? 
Jove's  bouiiteous  hand  has  lavifhM  all  his  power. 
And  making  what  he  is,  can  add  no  more. 

F3  Yet 
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Yet  fince  I  joy  in  what  I  did  create, 

I  will  proloDg  the  favomite  Warwick's  fate. 

And  lengthen  out  his  years  to  (bme  uncommon  date, 


TO  LADY  JANE  WHARTON,  ON  HER 
STUDYING  THE  GLOBE. 

WHILE  o'er  the  globe,  fair  nymph,  your  (earches 
nin. 

And  trace  its  rolling  circuit  round  the  fan. 

You  leem'd  the  world  beneath  you  to  lurrer, 

^Vith  eves  ordain'd  to  give  its  people  day. 

^Vith  two  fair  lamps  methou^ht  your  nations  §mmt. 

While  cars  are  poorly  lighted  up  by  one. 

Hovr  did  thcie  rays  your  happier  empire  gili  ! 

Hew  clothe  the  fljwery  ni-.ad  and  fruitful  field  I 

Your  earth  w:is  in  eternal  fprina:  an-ay'd. 

And  laughing  ioy  amidfit  i:s  citives  piay'd. 

Such  is  thdr  diy,  but  chearlels  is  their  eighty 
Nc  fneni!y  mccn  reflects  \-our  abfecc  light : 
And  ch '.  whin  yet  ere  marry  years  ar;  pait, 
Thoie  beanss  on  o:Jitr  objc^Tts  thill  be  pLicM, 
When  lome  yci;n~  hero,  with  renitleis  art. 
Shall  draw  thoie  eyes,  and  warm  th-i  virgin  heart  i 
How  ihill  your  €rear.:re$  then  their  lots  deplore^ 
And  want  thoie  iVxr s  tiat  riie  £br  them  no  edok  ? 
The  bliis  you  give  will  be  conHxtM  to  one. 
And  6r  kb  fidcc  yoor  world  mtift  be  umiomc, 

5  TO 
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TO  MRS.  PULTENEY,  UPON  HEU  GOING 
ABROAD. 

TIR'D  with  the  frequent  mifchiefs  of  her  eyes, 
To  diftant  climes  the  fair  Belinda  .flies. 
She  fees  her  fpreading  flames  confume  arousdy 
And  not  another  conqueft  to  be  found. 
Secure  in  foreign  realms  at  will  to  reign. 
She  leaves  her  vaffals  here  with  proud  difdain. 
One  only  joy  which  in  her  heart  flie  wears, 
The  dear  companion  of  her  flight  (he  bears, 
^neas  thus  a  burning  town  forfook. 
Thus  into  banifhment  his  gods  he  took : 
But,  to  retrieve  his  native  Troy's  difgrace* 
Fix'd  a  new  empire  in  a  happier  place. 


ODE   FOR   THE  NEW  YEAR,    1716. 
I. 


H 


A  I  L  to  thee,  glorious  rifing  year. 
With  what  uncommon  grace  thy  days  appear  I 
Comely  art  thou  in  thy  prime. 
Lovely  child  of  hoary  Time ; 
\\  here  thy  golden  footfteps  tread, 
Pleafures  all  around  thee  fpread  j 
Blifs  and  beauty  grace  thy  train ; 
I^lufe,  (irike  tlie  lyre  to  fome  imnioital  Arain. 

F4.  But 
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But  oh  (  what  flull,  what  mafter  hand. 
Shall  govern  or  conftrain  the  wanton  band  I 
Loofe  like  my  verfe  they  dance>  and  all  without  com* 
mand. 
Images  of  faireft  things. 
Crowd  about  the  fpeaking  ftrings  j 
Peace  and  fweet  profperity,    " 
Faith  and  chearful  loyalty, 
With  fmiling  love  and  deathlefs  poefy. 
II. 
Ye  fcowling  (hades  who  break  away,i 
Well  do  ye  fly  and  fhun  the  purple  day. 
Every  fiend  and  fiend-like  form. 
Black  and  fullen  as  a  dorm, 
Jealous  fear,  and  falfe  furmife. 
Danger  with  her  dreadful  eyes, 
Faftion,  fury,  all  are  fled. 
And  bold  rebellion  hides  her  daring  head. 

Behold,  thou  gracious  year,  behold. 
To  whom  thy  treafures  all  thou  flialt  unfold, 
For  whom  thy  whiter  days  were  kept  from  times  of  old  * 
See  thy  George,  for  this  is  he  1 
On  his  right  hand  waiting  free, 
Britain  and  fair  Liberty  : 
Every  good  is  in  his  face, 
Every  open  honeft  grace. 
Thou  great  Plantagcnet  I  immortal  be  thy  race  f 

III. 

See !  the  facred  fcyon  fprings, 
See  the  glad  promife  of  a  line  of  kings ! 

Royal 
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Royal  yooth  !  wtzt  bard  dirine. 

Equal  to  a  praife  like  thine. 

Shall  in  fi>ine  exalted  meaAirt 

Sing  thee,  Britain's  deareft  treafore  ? 

Who  her  joy  in  thee  ihall  tell. 

Who  the  fprightly  note  (hall  fwell 
His  voice  attempering  to  the  tuneful  ihell  ? 

Thee  Audcnard*s  recorded  field. 
Bold  in  thy  brave  paternal  band,  beheld. 
And  faw  with  hopelefs  heart  thy  fainting  rival  yield  t 

Troubled  he,  with  fore  difmay. 

To  thy  ftronger  fate  gave  way. 

Safe  beneath  thy  noble  fcom, 

Wingy-footed  was  he  borne. 
Swift  as  the  fleeting  (hades  upon  the  golden  CQm» 

IV. 
What  valour,  what  diilinguifhM  worth. 
From  thee  (hall  lead  the  coming  ages  forth? 
Crefted  helms  and  (hining  (hields. 
Warriors  fam'd  in  foreigpi  fields  j 
Hoary  heads  with  olive  bound. 
Kings  and  lawgivers  renown'd  j 
Crowding  ftill  they  rife  anew. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  deep  prophetic  view. 
Young  Augufhis  !  never  ceafe ! 
Pledge  of  our  prefent  and  our  future  peace^ 
Still  pour  the  bleflings  forth,  and  give  thy  great  increafe, 
AH  the  flock  that  fate  ordains 
To  fupply  fucceeding  reigns. 

Whether 
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Whether  glory  (hall  infpire 
Gentler  arts  cr  nurtiai  lire, 
Stii!  the  fair  deicent  ihall  be 
Dear  to  Albion  all,  like  thee, 
Patrcns  of  righteous  rules,  and  foes  to  tyranny. 
V. 
Ve  golden  lights  who  £;ine  on  high> 
Ve  {>c.tt.r.t  planets  who^aicend  the  iky. 
On  the  opening  year  difpenfe 
All  your  kindeu  inAuence ; 
Heavenly  powers  be  all  prepared 
For  ciir  Carolina's  guard  j 
Short  cr.d  csfy  be  the  pains, 
Whicli  for  a  nation's  weal  the  heroine  fuftains* 
Britmnia's  angel,  be  thou  near  j 
Thv  szro \ving  race  is  thy  peculiar  care, 
Oh  .>rc.-.J  t;->\  1  acred  wing  abs..vc  I'r.e  royal  fair. 
*.';\ rp."  b)  thee  was  wafted  oer. 
To  the  lo:ig  cxj>ected  ihore  ; 
Ncr.c  p:*:u::iii:g  to  withitand 
'Y.w  ^vivTiiiii  ::i-nied  h-inJ, 
V\  i.i;:,  hU  facred  he*il  to  f:;ade, 
Vhi  Mc;..-.i  c:v.;'s  on  high  thy  lUicr.lhicld  difplay^d, 
VI. 
Fv^t  oh !  what  other  form  divine 
Propitious  near  the  hero  feems  to  ihine  I 
Feace  of  inind»  and  joy  fcrene^ 
I«  htr  itcrod  €ye%  are  fcen, 
HoMvr  binds  Iw  mitred  brow» 
Filth  ud  tniiii  be£de  ker  go» 
WMi ani aad puitdevotion  bcadiog low. 
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A  thoufand  ftorms  around  her  threat, 
A  thoufand  billows  roar  beneath  her  feet. 
While,  fix'd  upon  a  rock,  (he  keeps  her  ftable  feat. 
Still' in  fign  of  fure  defence, 
Tnift  and  mutual  confidence, 
On  the  monarch,  ftanding  by. 
Still  (he  bends  her  gracious  eye. 
Nor  fears  her  foes  approach,  while  heaven  and  he  are 
nigh. 

VII. 
Hence  thei)  with  every  anxious  care ! 
Be  gone,  pale  Envy,  and  thou  cold  Defpair  ! 
Seek  ye  out  a  moody  cell. 
Where  deceit  and  treafon  dwell  i 
There  repining,  raging,  ftili 
The  idle  air  with  curfes  fill ; 
There  blaft  the  pathlefs  wild,  and  the  bleak  northern 
hill  J 
There  your  exile  vainly  moan  ; 
There  where,  with  murmurs  horrid  as.  your  own, 
Beneath  the  fweeping  winds,  the  bending  forefts  groan  ; 
But  thou,  Hope,  with  iiniling  chcar. 
Do  thou  bring  the  ready  year  ; 
See  the  hours  !  a  chofen  band  ! 
See  with  jocund  looks  they  ftand. 
All  in  their  trim  array,  and  waiting  for  command. 

VIII. 
The  welcome  train  begins  to  move, 
Hope  leads  increafc  and  chafte  connubial  love  i 

Flora 
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Flora  fweet  her  bounty  ipreads, 

Smellbg  gardens,  painted  meads  s 

Ceres  crowns  the  yellow  plain ; 

Pan  rewards  the  ihepherd^s  pain  $ 

All  is  plenty,  all  is  wealth. 
And  on  the  balmy  air  fits  rofy-colour'd  health. 
T  hear  the  mirth,  I  hear  the  land  rejoice. 
Like  many  waters  fwells  the  pealing  noife. 
While  to  their  monarch,  thus,  they  raife  the  public  Tofcew 

Father  of  thy  country,  hail ! 

Always  every  where  prevail  j 

Piou«,  valiant,  juft,  andwife^ 

Better  funs  for  thee  arife. 

Purer  breezes  fen  the  (kies. 

Earth  in  fruits  and  flowers  is  dreflr, 

Joy  abounds  in  every  breaft. 
Tot  thee  thy  people  all,  for  thee  the  year  is  bleft* 


SONG 

FOR   THE   KING'S  BIRTH-DAY, 

MAY  »8,    jjii. 

I. 

LAY  thy  flowery  garlands  by. 
Ever-blooming  gentle  May ! 
Other  honours  now  are  nigh  j 

Other  honours  fee  we  pay. 
Lay  thy  flowery  garlands  by,  &c. 

n.  Majefty 
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II. 

Majefty  and  great  renown 

Wait  thy  beamy  brow  to  crown. 

Parent  of  our  hero,  thou, 

"George  on  Britain  dicUt  beftow. 

Thee  the  trumpet,  ^thee  the  drum« 

With  the  plumy  helm,  become : 

Thee  the  fpear  and  (hining  ihield. 
With  every  trophy  of  the  warlike  field, 

III. 
Call  thy  better  bleflings  forth. 

For  the  honour  of  his  birth : 
6till  the  voice  of  loud  commotion. 

Bid  complaining  murmurs  ceafe, 
Lay  the  billows  of  the  ocean  j 

And  compofe  the  land  in  peace* 

Call  thy  better,  &c. 

IV. 

Queen  of  odours,  fragrant  May, 
For  this  boon,  this  happy  day, 
Janus  with  the  double  face 
Shall  to  thee  reHgn  his  place. 
Thou  fhalt  rule  with  better  grace : 
Time  from  thee  (hall  wait  his  doom, 
And  thou  flialt  lead  the  year  for  every  age  to  come, 
V. 
Faireft  month,  in  Caefar  pride  thee. 

Nothing  like  him  canft  thou  bring. 
Though  the  Graces  fmile  befide  thee : 
Thou|;h  diy  bounty  gives  the  Spring. 

VI.  Though 
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VI. 

Though  like  Flora  thou  array  thee. 
Finer  than  the  painted  bow  i 

•Carolina  fliall  repay  thee 

All  thy  fwectnefs,  all  thy  fliow. 

vp. 

She  herfelf  a  glory  greater 

Than  thy  golden  fun  difclofes^ 
.And  her  fmiling  ofispriDg  iweeter 
Than  the  bloom  of  all  thy  rofes. 


ODE  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR,    1757, 

t. 

WINTER !  thou  hoary  venerable  fire. 
All  richly  in  thy  furry  mantle  clad  ; 
W^hat  thoughts  of  mirth  can  feeble  age  inlpire. 
To  make  thy  careful  wrinkled  brow  fo  gladi 
IT. 
Now  I  fee  the  reafon  plain. 
Now  I  fee  thy  jolly  train  z 
Snowy-headed  Winter  leads. 
Spring  and  Summer  next  fucceeds  5 
Yellow  Autumn  brings  the  rear. 
Thou  art  father  of  the  year. 
III. 
While  from  the  frofty  mellow'd  earth 
Abounding  plenty  takes  her  birth. 
The  confcious  fire  exulting  fees 
The  ieafons  fpread  their  rich  increale|' 
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"So  duflcy  night  and  chaos  fmilM 
On  beauteous  form  their  lovely  child. 

IV. 

O  fair  variety ! 
What  blifs  thou  doft  fupplyl 
The  foul  brings  forth  the  fair 
To  deck  the  changing  year. 
When  our  old  pleafures  die^ 
Some  new  one  ftill  is  nigh  ; 
Oh  !  fair  variety  ! 

V, 
Our  paflions,  like  the  feafons^  tDm  ; 
And  now  we  laugh,  and  now  we  raourfu 
Britannia  late  opprefsM  with  dread. 
Hung  her  declining  drooping  head  : 
A  better  vifage  now  fhe  wears. 
And  now  at  once  fhe  quits  her  fears  : 
Strife  and  war  no  more  (he  knows. 
Rebel  fons  nor  foreign  foes. 
VI. 
Safe  beneath  her  mighty  mafter> 

In  fecurity  flie  fits  ; 
Plants  her  loofe  foundations  fafter, 
And  her  forrows  paft  forgets. 

VII. 
Happy  iflc  !  the  care  of  heaven. 
To  the  guardian  hero  given, 
Unrepining  ftill  obey  him. 
Still  with  love  and  duty  pay  him. 

VIII.  Though 
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VIII. 

Though  he  parted  from  thy  fhore. 
While  contefting  kings  attend  him  j 

Could  he,  Britain,  give  thee  more 
Than  the  pledge  he  left  behind  him  ? 


T 


ODte  TO  PEACE^  FOR  THE  YEAR  171S, 

I. 

HOU  faireft,  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  flues. 


Indulgent,  gentle,  life-reftoring  Peace! 
With  what  aufpicious  beauties  doft  thou  n£e. 
And  Britain's  newnrevolving  Janus  blefsl 

II. 

Hoary  winter  fmiles  before  thee. 

Dances  merrily  along : 
Hours  and  feafons  all  adore  thee. 

And  for  thee  are  ever  young : 

Ever,  goddefs,  thus  appear. 

Ever  lead  the  joyful  year« 

HI. 

In  thee  the  night,  in  thee  the  day  is  bleftjj 
In  thee  the  deareft  of  the  purple  eafl  t 
*Tis  thine  immortal  pleafures  to  impart, 
Iklirth  to  infpire,  and  raife  the  drooping  heart  s 
To  thee  the  pipe  and  tuneful  firing  belong. 
Thou  theme  eternal  for  the  poet's  fong. 


IV.  Awake 
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IV. 

Awake  the  golden  lyre. 

Ye  Heliconian  choir ; 

^well  every  note  ftill  higher. 

And  melody  infpire 

At  heaven  and  earth's  defire* 
V. 
Hark,  how  the  Tonnds  agree. 
With  due  complacency-! 
Sweet  Peace,  'tis  all  by  thee. 
For  thou  art  harmony. 

VL 

Who,  by  nature's  faireft  creatures. 

Can  defcribe  her  heavenly  features  ? 

What  comparifon  can  fit  her  ? 

Sweet  are  rofes,  (he  is  fweeter  j 

Light  is  good,  'but  Peace  is  better^ 

Would  you  ice  her  Aich  as  Jove 

Form'd  for  univerfal  love, 

Blefs'd  by  men  and  ^ds  above? 

Would  you  every  feature  trace. 

Every  fweetlyfmiling  grace  ? 

Seek  our  Cai'olina's  face. 

VIT. 
Peace  and  ihe  are  Britain's  treafuret^ 
Fruitful  in  eternal  pleafures  : 
Still  iheir  bounty  (hall  increafe  us, 
btill  their  fmiling  o(Fspring  blefs  us. 
Happy  day,  when  each  was  given 
By  Caefar  and  indulging  Heaven. 
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C  H  O  R  US. 

Hail,  ye  celeftial  pair  1 

Still  let  Britannia  be  youc. care. 

And  Peace  and  Carolina  crown-the  year* 


ODE  yOR  THE  KING'S  BIRTH.DAY,  1718. 


OH  touch  the  ftring,  celeftial  Mufe>  and  fay^ 
Why  are  peculiar  times  and  feafons  bleft  ? 
Is  it  in  Fate,  that  one  diflinguiih'd  day 

Should  with  more  hallowM  purple  paint  the  £^? 

Look  onl  ife  and  nature^s  race ! 
How  the  carelefs  minutes  pafs. 
How  they  wear  a  connnon  face: 
One  is  what  another  was  1 
Till  the  happy  heroes 'worth 
Bid  the  feftival  ftand  forth  $ 
Till  the  golden  light  he  crowi^ 
Till  he  mark  it  for  his  own* 

III. 
How  had  this  gloridus  ro6mingbeen  forgdt, 

Unthought'of  as  the  things  that  never  weie| 
Had  not  our  greateft  Caefar  heen  its  lot. 

And  call'd  it  from  amongft  the  vulgar  year  ! 

IV.  Now 
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IV. 
Now,  Nature,  be  gay 
In  the  pride  of  thy  May, 
70  court  let  thy  graces  repair : 
Let  Flora  beftow 
The  crown  from  her  brow. 
For  our  brighter  Britannia  to  wear. 
V. 
Through  every  language  of  thy  peopled  earths 

Far  as  the  fea's  or  Caefar^«  influence  goes. 
Let  thankful  nations  celebrate  his  birth. 
And  blefs  the  author  of  the  world's  repofe. 

VI. 
Let  Volga  tumbling  in  cafcades^        < 
And  Po  that  glides  through  poplar  (hades. 
And  Tagus  bright  in  fands  of  gold. 
And  Arethufa,  rivers  old. 

Their  great  deliverer  fing. 
Not,  Danube,  thou  whofe  winding  flood 
So  long  has  blufti'd  with  Turkifh  bloody 
To  Catfar  fliall  refuie  a  ftrain, 
Since  now  thy  (beams  without  a  (lain 
Run  cryfbd  as  their  fpring. 
CHORUS. 
To  mighty  George,  that  heals  thy  wounds, 
That  names  thy  kings  and  marks  thy  bounds. 
The  joyful  voice,  O  Europe,  raife  i 
In  the  great  Mediator's  praife 
Let  all  thy  various  tongues  combine^ 
And  Britain's  feftival  be  thine. 
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ODE  TO  THE  THAMES,  FOR  THE  YEAR  1715^ 

KING  of  kht  Floods,  whom  friendly  flars  ordaia 
To  fold  alternate  in  thy  winding  train. 
The  lofty  palace  and  the  fertile  vale  5 
King  of  the  Floods,  Britannia^s  dading,  hail ! 
Hail  with  the  year  fo  well  begun. 
And  bid  his  each  revolving  fun. 
Taught  by  thy  ftreams,  in  fmooth  fucceflion  mm 
11. 
From  thy  ncver-failiiig  tirh 

Flowers,  bloom  and  fair  increafe 
With  the  feafons  take  their  turn  j 

From  thy  tributary  feas 
Tides  of  various  wealth  attend  thee  3 
Seas  and  feafons  all  befrieml  thee. 

III. 
^Here  on  thy  banks,  to  mate  the  dues, 
Augufta's  hallowM  domes  arife ; 
And  there  thy  ample  bofom  pours 
Her  numerous  fouls  and  floating  towers  4 
Whofe  terrors  late  to  vanquiihM  Spain,  were  known^ 
And  ^tna  ihook  with  thunder  not  her  own. 

IV. 

Fulleft  flags  thou  doft  fuffaun> 
While  thy  banks  confine  thy  courfe  ; 
Emblem  of  our  Caefar^t  reign, 
Mingling  clemency  and  fgrce* 

V.  So 


ODE  TO  THE  THAMBS.         $s 
V. 
do  may^ft  thou  ftill^  fecurM  by  diftant  wars> 
Ne*er  ftm  thy  crjftal  with  domeftic  jars ; 
As  Caefar^s  reign,  to  Britain  ever  dear. 
Shall  join  with  thee  to  blefs  the  coming  year» 
VI. 
On  thy  fliady  margin. 
Cars  its  load  difcharging,- 
Isluird  to  gentle  reft  s 
Britain  thus  difarming. 
Nor  no  more  alarming. 

Shall  deep  on  Cafar's  bread; 
VII. 
Sweet  to  diftrefs  is  balmy  deep. 

To  deep  aufpicious  dreams, 
Thy  meadows,  Thames,  to  feeding  (hctpp 

To  third,  thy  filvcr  dreams  : 
More  fweet  than  all,  the  praife 
Of  Cafar's  golden  days  : 
Cacfar's  praife  is  fweeter ; 
Britain's  pleafure  greater ; 
Still  may  Cxlkr's  reign  excel ; 
Sweet  the  praife  of  reigning  well, 

CHORUS. 

Gentle  Janus,  ever  wait. 
As  now,  on  Britain's  kindeft  fate 4 
down  all  our  vows,  and  all  thy  gifts  bcftowj 
Till  Time  no  more  renews  his  date. 

And  Thames  forgets  to  dow. 
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THE  ^TORY  OF  GLApCUS  AND  SCYLLAi 

FROM  OVID*S  METAMORPHOSES,  BOOK  XHI. 

TjERE  ceasM  the  nymph  $  the  fair  aflembly  br6kt| 
"*^  The  fca-grccn  Nereids  to  the  waves  betook,  s 
While  Scylla,  fearful  of  the  wide-fpread  maini 
Swift  to  the  fafer  fhore  returns  again. 
There  o'er  the  fandy  margin,  unarrayM, 
With  printlefs  footfteps  flies  th&  bounding  maid  $ 
Or  in  fom^  winding  creek's  fecure  retreat 
She  bathes  her  weary  limbs^and  fliuns  the  noonday *s  heat* 
Her  Glaucus  fkw,  as  o^er  the  deep  he  rode^ 
New  to  the  Teas,  and  late  receivM  a  god. 
He  faw,  and  languiih'd  for  the  virgin*s  love^ 
With  many  an  artful  blandifhment  he  ftroye 
Her  flight  to  hinder,  and  her  fears  remove. 
The  more  he  fues,  the  more  flie  wings  her  flight. 
And  nimbly  gains  a  neighboui  ing  mountain's  height^ 
Steep  fhelving  to  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
A  neighbouring  mountain  bare  and  woodlefs  flood  | 
Here,  by  the  place  fecur'd,  her  fteps  ihe  ftayM, 
And,  trembling  ftill,  her  lover's  form  furvey'd* 
His  fliape,  his  hue,  her  troubled  fenfe  appall. 
And  dropping  locks  that  o'er  his  flioulders  fall  | 
She  fees  his  face  divine,  and  manly  brow. 
End  in  a  fifli's  wreathy  tail  below : 
She  fees,  and  doubts  within  her  anxious  mind. 
Whether  he  comes  of  god,  or  monfter  kind. 
This  Glaucus  foon  perceivM  j  and.  Oh  !  forbear     -• 
(His  hand  fupporting  on  a  rock  lay  near)  > 

Forbear,  be  cry'd,  fond  maid,  this  nccdlcfs  fear.      -^ 
I  Nor 
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Nor  fifli  am  I,  nor  monfter  of  the  main^ 

But  equal  with  the  watery  gods  I  reign ; 

Nor  Pxoteus  nor  PalaemoA  me  excell. 

Nor  he  whofe  breath  infpires  the  founding  IhelU 

My  birth,  'tis  true,  I  owe  to  mortal  race» 

And  I  myfelf  but  late  a  mortal  was  : 

£7*n  then  in  feas»  and  feas  alone,  I  joy*d| 

The  feaa  my  hour^,  and  all  my  cares,  employed. 

In  meflies  now  the  twinkling  prey  I  drew } 

Now  (IdlfiiUy  the  ilender  line  I  threw. 

And  filent  fate  the  moving  float  to  view. 

Not  far  {irom  ihpre,  there  lies  a  verdant  mead, 

With  herbage  half,  and  half  with  water  fprcad  : 

There,  nor  the  homed  heifers  browfmg  ftray. 

Nor  ihaggy  kids  nor  wanton  lambkins  play  $ 

There,  nor  the  founding  bees  their  ne6lar  cull. 

Nor  rural  fwains  their  genial  chaplets  pull ; 

Nor  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  mowers,  haunt  the  place. 

To  crop  the  flowers,  or  cut  the  bufhy  grafs :. 

Thither,  fgre  firft  of  living  race  came  I, 

And  fat  by  chance,  my  dropping  nets  to  dry.. 

My  fcaly  prize,  in  order  all  difplay'd. 

By  number  on  the  greenfword  there  I  lay'd. 

My  captives,  whom  or  in  my  nets  I  took. 

Or  hung  unwary  on  my  wily  hook. 

Strange  to  behold  I  yet  what  avails  a  lye  ? 

I  faw  them  bite  the  grafs,  as  I  fate  by ; 

Then  fudden  darting  o'er  the  verdant  plain, 

Tlicy  fpread  their  Anns,  as  in  their  native  main : 

I  paus'd,  with  wonder  flruck,  while  all  my  prey 

Left  their  nqw  mailer,  and  regained  the  fea. 
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AmazMy  within  my  fecret  felf  I  fought. 

What  god,  what  herb,  the  miracle  had  wrought  t 

But  Aire  no  herb«  have  power  like  this,  I  cry'd ; 

And  ftrait  I  pluckM  fome  neighbouring  herbs,  and  try'dv 

Scarce  had  I  bit,  and  provM  the  wondrous  tafte. 

When  ftrong  convulfions  fhook  my  troubled  bread  ^ 

I  felt  my  heart  grow- fond  of  fomething  ftrange. 

And  my  whofe  nature  labouring  with  a  change* 

Reftlefs  I  grew,  and  every  place  forfook^ 

And  ftill  upon  the  feas  I  bent  my  look. 

Farewell,  for  ever  I  fiEireweU,  land !'  I  faid ; 

And  plung*d  amidfl  the  waves  my  finking  head.. 

The  gentle  powers,  who  that  low  empire  kcep^ 

Keceiv'd  me  as  a  brother  of  the  deep  $ 

To  Tethys,  and  to  Ocean  oldj  they  pray. 

To  purge  my  mortal  earthy  parts  away. 

The  watery  parents  to  their  fuit  agreed. 

And  thrice  nine  times  a  fecret  charm  they  readi 

Then  with  luftrations  purify  my  Hmbs, 

And  bid  me  bathe  beneath  a  hundred  (breams  t 

A  hundred  ftreams  from  various  fountains  run. 

And  on  my  head  at  once  come  rufhing  down. 

Thus  far  each  paflage  T  remember  well. 

And  faithfully  thus  far  the  tale  I  telij 

But  then  oblivion  dark  on  all  my  feniies  felK 

Again  at  length  my  thought  reviving  came. 

When  I  no  longer  found  myfelf  the  fame  j 

Then  firft  this  fea-green  beard  I  felt  to  grow. 

And  thefe  large  lionours  on  my  fpreading  brow  ^ 

My  long-defcending  locks  the  billows  fweep. 

And  my  lkf«ad  ihotilders  cleave  the  yielding  deepj 

4  My 
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My  Mxy  tail,  my  anns  of  azure  hue. 

And  every  part  divinely  changM,  I  view. 

Bat  what  avail  thefe  ufelefs  honoura  now  ? 

What  joya  can  immortality  beftow  ? 

What,  though  our  Nereids  all  my  form  approve  ? 

What  boots  it,  while  £iir  Scylla  fcoms  my  love  ? 

Thus  £ir  the  god  $  and  more  he  would  have  faid}, 
When  from  his  prefence  flew  the  ruthlefs  maid» 
Stung  with  repulfe,  in  Aich  difdainful  fort,^ 
He  iceks>  Titanian  Cicce's  horrid  court. 
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TO   THE   SUSPPOSED   AUTHOR   OF    THE 
SPECTATOR. 

rr  courts  licentiouSy  and  a  ihamelefs  ftage, 
How  long  the  war  (hall  wit  with  virtue  wage  ? 
Inchanted  by  this  proftituted  fair, 
Our  youth  run  headlong  in  the  fatal  fnare ; 
In  height  of  rapture  clafp  unheeded  pains. 
And  fuck  pollution  through  their  tingling  veins  ? 

Thy  fpotlefs  thoughts  unfliock^d  the  prieft  may  hearf 
And  the  pure  veftal  in  her  bofom  wear. 
To  confcious  bluihes  and  diminifliM  pride. 
Thy  glafs  betrays  what  treacherous  love  would  hide  j 
Nor  harih  thy  precepts,  but  infusM  by  ftealth, 
Pleas*d  while  they  cure,  and  cheat  us  into  health. 
Thy  works  in  Chloe's  toilet  gain  a  part, 
And  with  his  tailor  fhare  the  fopling's  heart : 
Lafh*d  in  thy  fatire,  the  penurious  cit 
Laughs  at  himfelf,  and  finds  no  harm  in  wit  t 
From  felon  gamefters  the  raw  fquire  is  free. 
And  Britain  owes  her  refcued  oaks  to  thee. 
His  mifs  die  frolic  Vifcount  dreads  to  toaft. 
Or  his  third  cure  the  ihallow  Templar  boaft  | 
And  the  rafli  fool,  who  fcornM  the  beaten  road. 
Dares  quakes  at  thimder,  and  tonfefs  his  God. 

The  brainlefs  tripling,  who,  expelPd  the  town^ 
DamnM  the  &iff  college  and  pedantic  gown, 
AwM  by  thy  name,  is  dumb,  and  thrice  a  week 
Spells  uncouth  Latin,  and  pretends  to  Greek. 

A  faunterin^ 
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A  faunteriog  tribe !  fuch  bom  to  wide  eftates, 
Viith/ea  and  mo  in  fenates  hold  debates : 
At  length  defpis'd  each  to  his  fields  retires, 
Firft  with  the  dogs,  and  king  amidft  the  fquires  ; 
From  pert  to  flrupid,  finks  fupinely  down, 
In  youth  a  coxcomb,  and  in  age  a  clown. 

Such  readers  fcornM,  thou  wing'ft  thy  daring  flight 
Above  the  ftars,  and  tread'ft  the  fields  of  light  j 
Fame,  heaven  and  hell,  are  thy  exalted  theme. 
And  vifions  fuch  as  Jove  himfelf  might  dreamy 
Man  funk  to  flavery,  though  to  glory  born, 
Heaven^s  pride  when  upright,   and  deprav'd  his  fconu 

Such  hints  alone  could  Britifh  Virgil  lend. 
And  thou  alone  deferve  from  fuch  a  friend  $ 
A  debt  fo  bocrowM  is  illuftrious  ihame. 
And  fame  when  fliarM  with  him  is  dou'ble  fame. 
So,  flufti'd  with  fwects  by  Beauty's  Queen  beftow'dy 
With  more  than  mortal  charms  ^neas  glow'd : 
Such  generous  ftrifes  Eugene  and  Marlborough  try. 
And  as-  in  glory,  fo  in  friendfhip  vie. 

Permit  thefe  lines  by  thee  to  live — nor  blame 
A  Mufe  that4)ants  and  languifhes  for  fame ; 
That  fears  to  fink  when  humbler  themes  (he  fings» 
Xoft  in  the  mafs  of  mean  forgotten  things  : 
Received  by  thee,  I  prophefy,  my  rhymes. 
The  praife  of  virgins  in  fucceeding  times  : 
Mix'd  with  thy  works,  their  life  no  bounds  fhall  feej 
Biit  ftand  protected,  as  infpir'd,  by  thee. 

So  fome  weak  (hoot,  which  elfe  would  poorly  rife, 
Jove*s  tree  adopts,  and  lifts  him  to  the  ikies ; 
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Through 'the  new  pupil  foftering  juices  flow, 

Thruft   forth    the   gems,    and  give    the   flowers  to 

blow. 
Aloft ;  immortal  reigns  the  plant  unknown. 
With  borrowed  life,  and  vigour  not  his  own. 


A        POEM, 

TO   HIS  EXCELLENCY  THE  LORD  PRIVY- 
SEAL,  ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 

"  ■         Sacerdos 

**  iFronde  fuper  Mitram,  &  felici  comptus  Oliva." 

ViRO. 

TO  THE  LORD   PRIVY  SEAL, 

CONTENDING  kings,  and  fields  of  death,  too  long 
Have  been  the  fubjeft  of  the  Britifh  fong. 
Who  hath  not  read  of  fam'd  Ramillia's  plain, 
Bavaria's  fall,  and  Danube  chokM  whh  flain  I 
txhaufled  themes  !  a  gentler  note  I  raife. 
And  fing  returning  peace  in  fofter  lays. 
Their  fury  quellM,  and  martial  rage  allay'd, 
1  wait  our  heroes  in  the  fylvan  fliade : 
Oifbanding  hofts  are  imagM  to  my  mind, 
And  warring  powers  in  friendly  leagues  combined. 
While  cafe  and  pleafure  make  the  nations  fmile. 
And  Heaven  and  Anna  blefs  Britannia's  ide. 

H  Well 
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Well  fends  our  queen  her  mitred  Briftol  forth. 
For  early  counfels  fam'd,  and  long-tryM  worth  j 
Who,  thirty  rolling  years,  had  oft  withheld 
The  Swede  and  Saxon  from  the  dufty  field ; 
Completely  form'd  to  heal  the  Chriftian  wounds. 
To  name  the  kings,  and  give  each  kingdom  bounds  5 
The  face  of  ravag'd  nature  to  repair. 
By  leagues  to  foften  earth,  and  heaven  by  prayer. 
To  gain  by  love,  wher^  rage  and  (laughter  fail. 
And  nfi^ke  the  crofier  o'er  the  fword  prevail. 

So  when  great  Mofes,  with  Jehovah^s  wand. 
Had  fcatter'd  plagues  o^er  ftubbom  Pharaoh's  land. 
Now  fpread  an  heft  of  locufts  round  the  ihore, 
Now  tu^o'd  Nile's  fattening  dreams  to  putrid  gore; 
Plenty  an4  gladnefs  mark'd  the  prieft  of  God, 
And  fudden  almonds. ftiot  from  Aaron's  rod. 

-O   thou,    from    whom   thefe    bounteous   bleflingg 
flpw, 
To  whom,  as  chief,  the  hopes  of  peace  we  owe,^ 
(For  next  to  thee,  the  man  whom  kings  contend 
To  ftile  companion,  and  to  make  their  friend. 
Great  Strafford,  rich  in  every  courtly  grace. 
With  joyful  pride  accepts  the  fecond  place) 
From  Britain's  ifle,  and  Ifis'  facred  fpring. 
One  hour,  oh  !  liften  while  the  Mufes  fmg. 
Though  minift^rs  of  mighty  monarx:hs  wait. 
With  beating. hearts  to  learii  their  mailers'  fate, 
One  hour  forbear  to  fpeak  thy  queen's  commands, 
Nor  think  the  wo^Jd,  thy  charge,  negle^cd.ii^iiU  ; 

The 
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The  Wilsfiil'  profpe£b,  in  my  ierCe  difplay'd. 
May  lure  the  ftubborn,  the  deceiv'd  perfuade  : 
Ev'n  thon  to  peace  ihalt  fpeedier  urge  the  way. 
And  more  be  haftenM  by  this  (hort  delay. 

ON   THE  PROSPECT  OF   PEACE. 

THE    haughty    Gaul,    in    ten    campaigns    o*er* 
thrown. 
Now  ccas'd  to  think  the  weftem  world  his  own. 
Oft  had  he  mourn'd  his  boafting  leaders  bound, 
And  his  proud  bulwarks  fmoking  on  the  ground : 
In  vain  with  powers  renewed  he  fillM  the  plain, 
Made  timorous  vows,  and  bribed  the  faints  in  vain  $ 
As  oft  his  legions  did  the  fight  decline, 
LurkM  in  the  trench,  and  fkulkM  behind  the  line. 
Before  his  eyes  the  fancied  javelin  gleams, 
At  fealts  he  ftarts,  and  fecms  dethronM  in  dreams  ; 
On  glory  paft  reflefts  with  fecret  pain, 
On  mines  cxhaufted,  and  on  millions  fhiin. 

To  Britain's  Queen  the  fceptred  fuj)pliant  bends. 
To  her  his  crowns  and  infant  race  commends, 
Who  grieves  her  fame  with  Chriftian  blood  to  buy, 
Nor  a(ks  for  glory  at  a  price  fo  high. 
At  her  decree,  the  war  fufpended  ftands. 
And  Britain's  heroes  hold  their  lifted  hands, 
Their  open  brows  no  threatening  frowns  difguife. 
But  gentler  pafTions  fparkle  in  their  eyes. 
The  Cyaxsls,  who  never  in  tl}cir  courts  could  find 
Such  tcmpcr'd  fire  wkh  manly  beauty  joined, 

H  s  Djubt 
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Doubt  if  they  're  thofe,  whom  dreadful  to  the  ricw 
In  forms  fo  fierce  their  fearful  fancies  drew ; 
At  whofe  dire  names  ten  thoufand  widows  preil 
Their  helplefs  orphans  clinging  to  the  breaft. 
In  filent  rapture  each  his  foe  furveys  ; 
They  vow  firm  friendihip^  and  give  mutual  praife. 
Brave  minds,  howe'cr  at  war,  are  fecret  friends  j 
Their  generous  difcord  with  the  battle  ends  $ 
In  peace  they  wonder  whence  diilenfion  rofe. 
And  aik  bow  fouls  fo  like  could  e'er  be  foes. 

Methinks  I  hear  more  friendly  (bouts  rebound* 
And  focial  clarions  mix  their  fprightly  found. 
The  BritiOi  flags  are  furl'd,  her  troops  difband. 
And  fcatter'd  armies  feek  their  native  land. 
The  hardy  veteran,  proud  of  many  a  fear, 
1  he  manJy  charms- and  honours  of  the  war. 
Who  hopM  to  (hare  his  friends*  illuiirious  doom» 
And  in  the  battle  find  a  foldier's  tomb, 
Leans  on  his  fpear  to  take  his  farewell  view, 
Antl  ri[:hing  bids  the  glorious  camp  adieu. 

Yc  generous  fair,  receive  the  brave  with  fmiles, 
0'cr-j>ay  their  (leeplefs  nights,  and  crown  their  toils  j 
!H>rt  l^auty  is  the  gullant  loldier's  due. 
For  you  they  conquer,  and  they  bleed  for  you. 
In  vain  proud  Gaul  with  boaftful  Spain  confpires. 
When  Fnglilh  valour  Englifh  beauty  fires  5 
M1\c  lutions  dread  your  eyes,  and  kings  defpair 
Of  \  hicf$  lo  br4\*e,  till  they  have  nymphs  fo  fair. 

^cxr  the  fv»nd  wife,  in  tears  of  tranfport  drown^, 
Hvtu^  her  ivu^  lordf  and  weeps  o*er  erery  wound. 

Hangs 
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Hangs  on  the  lips  that  fields  of  blood  relate^ 
And  fmilcs,  or  trembles,  at  his  various  fate. 
Near  the  full  bowl  he  draws  the  fancy'd  line, 
And  marks  feign'd  trenches  in  the  flowing  wine, 
Then  fets  th'  invefted  fort  before  her  eyes, 
And  mines,  that  whtrPd  battalions  to  the  ikies  | 
His  little  liftening  progeny  turn  pale, 
And  beg  again  to  hear  the  dreadful  tale. 

Such  dire  achievements  fmgs  the  bard,  that  frlln 
Of  palfrey^d  dames,  bold  knights,  and  magic  fpelN, 
Where  whole  brigades  one  champion's  arms  oVrthrow^ 
And  cleave  a  giant  at  a  random  blow, 
Slay  paynims  vile,  that  force  the  fair,  and  tame 
The  goblin^s  fury,  and  the  dragon's  flame* 

Our  eager  youth  to  diflant  nation<)  run. 
To  vifit  ficlcis,  their  valiant  fathcn  v/on  j 
From  Flandrri's  fliore  their  connfry'i*  hmr  flify  fra'-**, 
Tiii  fiif  Gtrmanii  ihew<»  her  blafted  f;i':c. 
Til'  exulting  Briton  aflc-  lji<;  mo»irnf«l  ;;'«I'I^, 
Wh'.rc  his  i!i-r'J  f^lc  the  lof*  Hivnin  tjy^I ; 
Where  Stepney  ^rr/'\  the  (tor.c  to  Anna*?  fim*?, 
U':  po!r,t4  to  iJ'enh'jjrn,  or.cc  h  '/nly^r  name  j 
11' Tt  fitd  t:-  Kouihoi'J,  *;,-re  r!H  'y,]hr'\  yi'l-l, 
H-'j  Mri-  '..-'>  igh  l^rr,  d  the  f'jn^ir.r  of  ih-  M\, 
Oa  thcfc  {i^*iy  wink*,  near  Dan-,h«;'%  r-'j/ir-jj  ^'^/'^ 
Th*  Gv/i  ^hT'.it  fJirred  b^'.k,   ar:'!  Uir.hhrr/,  PyW : 
When,  Ch  -rcir.ii;'*  arm  ;-e.'v>/ •?,  tr,*y  f*',vl  r,'/*  Jri^nj;, 

C.'."    :  vrhiirr*  "^  or.  crvv!-,  rlsC/^J  w  '\-  *':,-.  f  *-rf  S*'^ 
Aid  'J.-c.Tt  the  c'jrrrr.l  v>  iti  '.;iarr!  ;.^i'I« 

H  t  A% 
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As  when  by  Raphael's,  or  by  Kneller's  haird* 
A  warlike  courfer  on  the  canvas  iiands^ 
Such  as  on  Landen  bleeding  Ormond  bore^ 
Or  fet  young  Amnion  on  the  Granic  ihore  j 
If  chance  a  generous  deed  the  work  behold. 
He  fnorts,  he  neighs,  he  chasmps  the  foamy  gold  a 
So,  Hocftet  feen,  tumultuous  paifioBS  roll. 
And  hints  of  glory  fire  the  Briton's  foul. 
In  fancy'd  fights  he  fees  the  troops  engage. 
And  all  the  tcmpeft  of  the  battle  rage. 

Charm  me,  ye  powers,  with  fceoes  lefs  nMyhngh^p 
Far  humbler  thoughts  th'  inglorious  Mufe  delight. 

Content  to  fee  the  honours  of  the  field 

By  plough-fhares  levePd,  or  in  flowers  coneealM» 

O'er  fhatter'd  walls  may  creeping  ivy  twine. 

And  grafs  luxuriant  clothe  the  harmlefs  mine* 

Tame  flocks  afcend  the  breach  without  a  wound^ 

Or  crop  the  baftion,  now  a  fruitful  ground ; 

While  fhepherds  fleep,  along  the  rampart  laid. 

Or  pipe  beneath  the  formidable  ihade. 

Who  was  the  man?  Oblivion  blaft  his  name> 

Torn  out,  and  blotted  from  the  lift  of  fame  ! 

Who,  fond  of  lawlefs  rule,  and  proudly  brave, 

Firft  funk  the  filial  fubjeft  to  a  flave, 

His  neighbour's  realms  by  frauds  unkingly  gain'd. 

In  guiltlefs  blood  the  facred  ermine  flain'd. 

Laid  fchemes  for  death,  to  flaughter  turn'd  his  hearty 

And  fitted  murder  to  the  rules  of  art. 
V^h  !  curll  ambition,  to  thy  lures  we  owe 

All  the  great  ills,  that  mortals  bear  below. 

Curfl 
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Curft  by  the  hind^  when  to  the  fpoil  he  yields 
His  year's  whole  fweat,  and  vainly  ripen'd  fields  j 
Curft  by  the  maid^  torn  from  her  lover^'s  fide. 
When  left  a  widow,  though  not  yet  a  bride  ; 
By  mothers  curft,  when  floods  of  tears  they  ihed^ 
And  fcatter  ufelefs  rofes  on  the  dead. 
Oh,  facred  Briftol !  then,  what  dangers  prove 
The  arts,  thou  fmiPft  on  with  paternal  love  ? 
Then,  mix'd  with  rubbifti  by  the  brutal  foes. 
In  vain  the  marble  breathes,  the  canvas  glows  § 
To  (hades  obfcure  the  glittering  fword  purfues 
The  gentle  poet,  and  defencelefs  Mufe. 
A  voice  like  thine,  alone,  might  then  afTwage 
The  warrior's  fury,  and  control  his  rage  j 
To  bear  thee  fpeak,  might  the  fierce  Vandal  ftand> 
And  fling  the  brandilh'd  fabre  from  his  hand. 

Far  hence  be  driven  to  Scythia's  ftormy  fhore 
The  drum's  harfh  mufic,  and  the  cannon's  roar| 
Let  grim  BelUna  haunt  the  lawlefs  plain. 
Where  Tartar  clans  and  grizly  Coflacks  reign  i. 
Let  the  fteel'd  Turk  be  deaf  to  matrons'  cries. 
See  virgins  ravi/h'd  with  relentlefs  eyes. 
To  death  gray  heads  and  fmiling  infants  doom. 
Nor  fpare  the  promife  of  the  pregnant  womb. 
O'er  wafted  kingdoms  fpread  his  wide  command^ 
The  favage  lord  of  an  unpeopled  land. 

Her  guiltlefs  glory  juft  Britannia  draws 
From  pure  religion,  and  impartial  laws. 
To  Europe's  wounds  a  mother's  aid  ftie  brings. 
And  holds  in  equal  fcales  the  rival  kings : 

II 4.  Hei? 
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And  here  the  ore,  whofe  melted  mafs  fhall  yield 
On  faithful  coins  each  memcM*able  field, 
Which,  mix'd  with  medals  of  immortal  Rome, 
May  clear  difputes,  and  teach  the  times  to  come. 

In  circling  beams  fliall  godlike  Anna  glow. 
And  Churchill*tt  fword  hang  o'er  to  proftrate  foe  $ 
In  comely  wounds  ihall  bleeding  worthies  i^and, 
Webb's  firm  platoon,  and  Luroley's  faithful  band» 
Bold  Mordaunt  in  Iberian  trophies  dreft. 
And  Campbeirs  dragon  on  his  dauiitlefs  breaft,^ 
Great  Ormond's  deeds  on  Vigo's  fpoils  enroll-d. 
And  Guifcard's  knife  on  Harley's  Chili  gold. 
And  if  the  Mufe,  O  Briftol,  might  decree. 
Here  Granville  noted  by  the  lyre  ihould  be. 
The  lyre  for  Granville,  and  the  crofs  for  thee. 

Such  are  the  honours  grateful  Britain  pays  5 
So  patriots  merit,  and  fo  monarchs  praife. 
O'er  diftant  times  fuch  records  fliall  prevail. 
When  Englifti  numbers,  antiquated,  fail : 
A  trifling  fong  the  Mufe  can  only  yield, 
And  footh  her  foldiers  panting  from  the  field. 
To  fweet  retirements  fee  them  faffe  conveyed. 
And  raii'e  their  battles  in  the  rural  ihade. 
From  fields  of  death  to  Woodftock's  peaceful  glooms^ 
(The  poet's  haunt)  Britannia's  hero  comes— 
Begin,  my  Mufe,  and  foftly  touch  the  ftring  i 
Here  Henry  lov'dj  and  Chaucer  learn'd  to  fing. 

Hail,  fabled  grotto  I  hail,  Elyfian  foil ! 
Thou  faired  fpot  of  fair  Britannia's  ifle ! 
Where  kings  ©f  old,  conceal'd,  forgot  the  throne. 
And  beauty  was  content  to  Ihine  unknown  j 

Whcrt' 
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Where  love  and  war  by  turns  pavilions  rear> 

And  Henry^s  bowers  near  Blenheim's  dome  ap^iear  | 

The  wearyM  champion  lull  m  foft  alcovesy 

The  nobleft  boaft  of  thy  romantic  groves. 

Oft,  if  the  Mufe  prefage,  ihall  he  be  Iccn 

By  Rofamonda  fleeting  o^er  the  green, 

In  divaioa  be  hailed  hy  heroes^  mighty  (hades, 

And  hear  old  Chaucer  warble  through  the  gl ndes, 

0*er  the  famM  echoing  vaults  his  name  fhall  bounds 

And  hill  to  hill  refle£l  the  favourite  found. 

Here^  here  at  leail  thy  love  for  arms  give  o'er. 
Nor,  one  world  conquer*d,  fondly  wifli  for  more. 
Vice  of  great  fouls  alone !  O  thirlt  of  fame  I 
The  Male  admires  it,  while  ihe  drives  to  blame. 
Thy  toils  be  now  to  chace  the  bounding  deer. 
Or  view  the  courfers  ftretch  in  wild  career. 
This  lovely  fcenc  (hall  footh  thy  foul  to  reft, 
And  wear  each  dreadful  image  from  thy  brcaft. 
With  pleafure,  by  thy  conquefts  flialt  thou  fee 
Thy  queen  triumphant,  and  all  Europe  free. 
No  cares  henceforth  (hall  thy  repofc  cieftroy. 
But  what  thou  giv'd  the  wcrld,  thy  (elf  enjoy. 

Sweet  Solitude !  when  life's  gay  hours  art  p::ft, 
Howc'er  we  range,  in  thee  v.-e  iix  at  iaft  : 
Toft  through  teinpeftuous  leas  (tlie  voya^^f  o'er) 
Pale  we  look  back,  and  blcfs  thy  fricn'l'.y  fl.orc. 
Our  own  ftrict  judges  our  j»aft  hfe  wt  i'r.<r. 
And  a(k  if  glory  hath  enlarged  ti.c  Jj*..n  : 
If  bright  the  profpeft,  we  the  grav^  dtfy, 
Truft  future  ages,  and  conte&ied  du. 

WIm 
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Thee^  thee  an  hundred  languages  fhall  claims 
^nd  ravage  Indians  fwear  by  Anna's  name  ; 
The  line  and  poles  fliall  own  thy  rightful  fway, 
.^.nd  thy  commands  the  fever'd  ^obe  obey. 

Round  the  vaft  ball  thy  new  dominions  chain 
The  watery  kingdoms,  and  control  the  mam  | 
JVlagellan's  ftraits  to  Gibraltar  they  join, 
Acrofs  the  ieas  a  formidable  line-; 
The  fight  of  adverfe  Gaul  we  fear  no  more. 
But  pleasM  fee  Dunkirk,  now  a  guiltlefs  (hore^ 
In  vain  great  Neptune  tore  the  narrow  ground. 
And  meant  his  waters  for  Britannia^  bound  $ 
Her  giant  genius  takes  a  mighty  flride. 
And  fets  his  foot  beyond  th'  incroacbing  tide  j 
On  either  bank  the  land  its  mafter  knowsj 
And  in  the  midil  the  fubje£l  ocean  flows. 

So  near  proud  Rhodes,  acrofs  the  raging  floody 
Stupendous  form !  the  vaft  Coloflus  ftood, 
(While  at  one  foot  their  thronging  gallies  ride, 
A  whole  hour's  fail  fcarce  reached  the  further  fide) 
Betwixt  his  brazen  thighs,  in  looXe  array. 
Ten  thoufand  dreamers  on:  the  billows  play. 

By  Harley's  counfels  Dunkirk  now  reftor'd 
To  Britain's  empire,  owns  her  ancient  4ord. 
In  him  transfus'd  his  godlike  father  reigns, 
Rich  in  the  blood  which  fweU'd  that  patriot^s  veins. 
Who  boldly  faithfiii<  met  his  forereign^s  fpown. 
And  fcornM  for  gold  to-yield  th''  important  town. 
His  fon  was  born  the  ravifli'd  prey  to  clainr. 
And  France  dill  trembles  at  an  Harley's  name. 

1  A  fort 
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A  fort  Co  dreadful  to  our  EngliOi  ihore. 
Our  fleets  fcarce  fear'd  the  fands  or  tempefts  more, 
Whofe  vaft  expences  to  fuch  fums  amount. 
That  the  tax'd  Gaul  fcarce  furnifli'd  out  th'  account, 
Whofe  walls  fuch  bulwarks,  fuch  vaft  towers  reftrain, 
•   Its  weakeft  ramparts  are  the  rocks  and  main, 
,  His  boaft  great  Louis  yields,  and  cheaply  buys 
ij  Thy  friendfliip,  Anna,  with  the  mighty  prize. 
Il  Holland  repining,  and  in  grief  caft  down, 
ii  S«es  the  new  glories  of  the  Britifli  crown  ; 
Ah !  may  they  ne'er  provoke  thee  to  the  fight. 
Nor  foes,  more  dreadful  than  the  Gaul,  invite. 
Soon  may  they  hold  the  olive,  foon  a/Twage 
Their  fecret  murmurs,  nor  call  forth  thy  rage 
To  rend  their  banks,  and  pour,  at  one  command^ 
Thy  realm,  the  fea,  o'er  their  precarious  land. 
Henceforth  be  thine,  vice-gerent  of  the  flcies, 
Srcrn'd  worth  to  raife,  and  vice  in  robes  chaftife, 
To  dry  the  orphan's  tears,  and  from  the  bar 
'  Chacc  the  brib'd  judge,  and  hufli  the  wordy  war. 

Deny  the  curft  biafphemer's  tongue  to  rage, 
'  And  turn  God's  fury  from  an  impious  age. 
Bieft  change  !  the  foldier  s  late  deftroying  hand 
Shall  rear  new  temples  in  his  native  land  j 
Miftaken  zealots  (hall  with  fear  behold, 
I  Ar,d  be?  admittance  in  our  facred  fold  ; 
On  her  own  works  the  pious  queen  Hiall  fmile, 
Ar;  1  turn  her  cares  upon  her  favourite  ifle. 

So  the  keen  bolt  a  warrior  angel  aims, 
Airsy'd  in  clouds,  and  wrapt  in  mantling  flamef  } 

He 
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Jle  bears  a  tempefl  on  his  founding  wings> 

And  his  red  arm  the  forky  vengeance  flings  ; 

At  length,  heaven's  wrath  appeas'd,  he  quits  the  wai;. 

To  roll  his  orb,  and  guide  his  deftinM  ftar. 

To  <hcd  kind  fate,  and  lucky  hours  beftow, 

And  fmile  propitious  on  the  world  below. 

Around  £hy  throne  ihall  faithful  nobles  wait, 
Thefe  guard  the  church,  and  thofe  dh-eft  the  ftatc 
To  Briftol,  graceful  in  maternal  tears. 
The  church  her  towery  forehead  gently  rearsj 
She  begs  her  pious  fon  V  affert  her  caufe. 
Defend  her  rights,  and  reinforce  her  laws. 
With  holy  zeal  the  facred  work  begin. 
To  bend  the  Ihibbom,  and  the  meek  to  win. 

Our  Oxford's  earl  in  careful  thought  ftiall  ftanH^ 
To  raife  his  queen,  and  fave  a  fmking  land. 
The  wealthieft  glebe  to  ravenous  Spaniards  known 
Jle  marks,  and  makes  the  golden  world  our  own, 
-Content  with  hands  unfoiPd  to  guard  the  prize, 
And  keep  the  ftore  with  undefiring  eyes. 

So  round  the  tree,  that  bore  Hefperian  gold^ 
The  facred  watch  lay  curPd  in  many  a  fold. 
His  eyes  up-bearing  to  th'  tintafted  prey. 
The  fleeplefs  guardian  wafted  life  away. 

Beneath  the  peaceful  olives,  rais'd  by  you. 
Her  ancient  pride  fhall  every  art  renew, 
(The  arts  with  you  fam'd  Harcourt  Ihall  defend. 
And  courtly  Bolingbroke  the  Mufe's  friend.) 
With  piercing  eye  foiiiefearch  where  nature  plays. 
And  trace  the  wanton  through  her  darkfome  maze. 

Whence 
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Whence  health  from  herbs;  from  feeds  how  groves  begun. 

How  vital  ftreams  in  circling  eddies  run. 

Some  teach  why  round  the  fun  the  fpheres  advance. 

In  the  fixM  meafures  of  their  myftic  dance. 

How  tides,  when  heav'd  by  prefling  moons,  overflow. 

And  fun-bom  Iris  paints  her  fliowery  bow* 

In  happy  chains  our  daring  language  bound. 

Shall  fport  no  more  in  arbitrary  found. 

But  bufkinM  bards  henceforth  fhal]  wifely  rage. 

And  Grecian  plans  reform  Britannia*s  ftage : 

Till  Congreve  bids  her  fmlle,  Augufta  ftands 

And  longs  to  weep  when  %wing  Rowe  commands. 

Bntun*s  SpeAators  ihail  their  ftrength  combine 

To  mend  our  morals,  and  our  tafte  refine. 

Fight  virtue^s  caufe,  ftand  up  in  wit^s  defence^ 

Win  us  from  vice,  and  laugh  us  into  fenfe. 

Nor,  Prior,  haft  thou  hu/h'd  the  trump  in  vain. 

Thy  lyre  fhall  now  revive  her  mirthful  drain. 

New  tales  ihall  now  be  told  5  if  right  I  fee. 

The  foul  of  Chaucer  is  reftor'J  in  thee. 

Garth,  in  raajeftic  numbers,  to  the  ftars 

Shall  raife  mock  heroes,  and  fantaftic  wars ; 

Like  the  young  fpreading  laurel,  Pope,  thy  name 

Shoots  up  with  ftrength,  and  rifcs  into  fame  3 

With  Philips  fhall  the  peaceful  vallics  ring. 

And  Britain  hear  a  fccond  Spenfcr  fmg. 

That  much-lovd  youth,  whom  Utrecht's  walls  confines 

To  Briftors  pi-aifcs  (hall  his  Strafford's  join  : 

He  too,  from  whom  attentive  Oxford  draws 

Kules  for  juft  thinking,  and  poetic  laws, 

I  T# 
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To  .growing  baFds  his  learned  aid  (hail  lend^ 
The  ftri^eft  critic,  and  the  kindefl:  friend. 
Ev'n  mine,  a  baihful  Mufe,  whofe  rude  eflTays 
Scarce  hope  for  pardon,  not  afpire  to  praife, 
Cheriih'd  by  you  in  time  may  gcow  to  fame. 
And  mine/liinrive  with  Briftol's  glorious  name. 

Fir'd  with  the  views  this  glittering fcene  difplays^ 
And  fmit  with  pailidh  for  my  country's  praife^ 
My  artlefs  reed  attempts  this  lofty  theme. 
Where  facred  Ifis  rolls  her  ancient  ftream  i 
In  cloifter'd  domes  the  great  Philippa^s  pride^ 
Where  learning  blooms,  while  fame  and  worth  predde^ 
Where  the  fifth  Hemy  arts  and  arms  was  taught. 
And  Edward  form'd  his  Crefly,  yet  unfought. 
Where  laureVd  bards  have  ftruck  the  warbling  ftringSj 
The  feat  of  fagcs,  and  the  mirfe  of  kings. 
Here  thy  commands,  O  Lancafter,  Inflame 
My  elger  breaft  to  raife  the  BritiTh  name. 
Urge  on  my  foul,  with  no  ignoble  pride. 
To  woo  the  Mufe,  whom  Addifon  enjoy'd. 
See  that  bold  fwan  to  heaven  fublimely  foar, 
Puriue  at  diilancei  and  his  fteps  adore* 


TO 
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TO    MR.    ADDISON,    ON    HIS    OPERA   OF 
ROSAMOND. 

«  —  — —  Ne  forte  pudori 
**  Sit  tibi  Mu(a  lyi9  folers,  &  cantor  Apollo.'* 

THE  Opera 'firft  Italian  mafters  taught, 
InrichM  with  Tongs,  but  innocent  of  thought  | 
Britannia^s  iearsed  theatre  difdains 
Melodious  trifles,  and  enervate  ftrains  j 
And  bluihes,  on  her  injured  fbge  to  fee 
Nonfenfe  well-tun*d,  and  iweet  ftupidity. 

No  charms  are  wanting  to  thjr  artful  (bng. 
Soft  as  Corelli,  and  as  Virgil  ftrong. 
From  wordk  fb  fweet  new  grace  the  notes  receire. 
And  muiic  borrows  helps,  (he  us'd  to  give. 
Thjr  ftyle  hath  matched  what  ancient  Romans  knew« 
Thy  flowing  numbers  far  excel  the  new. 
Their  cadence  in  fuch  eafy  found  convey*d. 
The  height  of  thought  may  feem  fuperfluous  aid  | 
Yet  in  fuch  charms  the  noble  thoughts  abound. 
That  needleis  feem  the  fweets  of  eafy  (bund. 

Landikips  how  gay  the  bowery  grotto  yields. 
Which  thought  creates,  and  lavifh  fancy  builds ! 
What  art  can  trace  the  viilonary  fcenes. 
The  flowery  groves,  and  everlafting  greens. 
The  babbling  founds  that  mimic  echo  plays. 
The  fairy  (hiJe,  and  its  eternal  maze*? 
l^ature  and  Art  in  all  their  charms  combined. 
And  all  Elyfium  to  one  view  conflnM ! 

la  Ki 
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No  further  could  imagination  roam, 

Tin  Vteibrugti  fram'd,and  Marlborough  raisM  (kt  dom^ 

Ten  thoufand  pangs  mjr  anxious  bofom  tear,. 
When  drown'd  in  tears  I  fee  th'  imploring  fair  j 
When  bards  lefs  foft  the  mjoving  words  fupply, 
A  fe^ming  juftice  dooms  the  nymph  to  die  j 
But  here  (he  begs,  nor  can  ihe  beg  in  vain 
(In  dit^s  thus  expiring  fwans  complain)  ; 
Each  verfe  fo  fwells  expreflive  of  her  woes. 
And  every  tear  in  lines  fo  reournfu)  flows j 
We,  fpite  of  fame,  her  fate  rcvers'd  believe. 
Overlook  her  crimes,  and  think  (he  ought  to  live* 

Let  joy  felute  fair  Rofamonda*8  fhade. 
And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid* 
Whik  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghoft  Ihe  roves, 
And  hears  and  tells  the  ftory  of  their  loves. 
Alike  they  mourfi,  alike  they  blefs  their  fate, 
S  ince  love,  which  made  them  wretched,  makes  them  great. 
Nor  longer  that  relentlefs  doom  bemoan, 
Which  gain'd  a  Virgil,  and  an  Addifon. 

Accept,  great  monarch  of  the  Britifh  lays, 
The  tribute  fong  an  humble  fubjeft  pays. 
So  tries  the  artlefs  lark  her  early  flight. 
And  foars,  to  hail  the  god  of  verfe  and  light. 
UnrivalM  as  unmatched  be  ftill  thy  fame. 
And  thy  own  laurels  ihade  thy  envy'd  name  s 
Thy  name,  the  boaft  of  all  the  tuneful  quire. 
Shall  tremble  on  the  ftrings  of  every  lyre  j 
While  the  charmed  reader  with  thy  thoitght  complies 
Feels  correfpondingjoysorforrowB  rife. 
And  views  thy  Rofamond  with  Henry's  eyes. 

TO 
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TO  THE  SAME,  ON  HIS  TRAGEDY  OP 
CATO. 

TOO  long  hath  love  engrofsM  Britannia's  ftage. 
And  funk  to  foftnefs  all  our  tragic  rage : 
By  that  alone  did  empires  fall  or  rife, 
And  htc  depended  on  a  fair-one's  eyes : 
The  fweet  infection,  mixt  with  dangerous  art. 
Debased  our  manhood,  while  it  footh'd  the  heart* 
You  fcom  to  raife  a  grief  thyfelf  mu((  blame. 
Nor  from  our  weaknefs  fteal  a  vulgar  fame : 
A  patriot's  fall  may  juftly  melt  the  mind. 
And  tears  flow  nobly,  /hed  for  all  mankind* 

How  do  our  fouls  with  generous  pleafure  glow  t 
Our  hearts  exulting,  while  our  eyes  o'erflow. 
When  thy  firm  hero  (lands  beneath  the  weight 
Of  all  his  fufleiings  venerably  great; 
Rome's  poor  remains  ftill  (hcltering  by  his  fide. 
With  confcious  virtue  and  becoming  pride  ! 

The  aged  oak  thus  rears  his  head  in  air. 
His  fap  exhaulledy  and  his  branches  bare  ; 
'Midfl  ftorms  and  earthquakes,  he  maintains  his  (late, 
Fixt  deep  in  earth,  and  faden'd  by  his  weight » 
His  naked  boughs  dill  lend  the  ftiepherds  aid. 
And  his  old  trunk  projefls  an  awful  ihade. 

Amidft  the  joys  triumphant  peace  beftows. 
Our  patriots  (adden  at  his  glorious  woes  j 
Awhile  they  let  the  world's  great  bufinefs  wait. 
Anxious  for  Rome,  and  figh  for  Cato>  fate* 

1  3  Here 
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Here  taught  how  ancient  heroes  rofc  to  fame, 
Our  Britons  crowd,  and  catch  the  Roman  fiame>. 
Where  ftates  and  fenates  well  might  lend  ah  ear. 
And  kings  and  priefts  without  a  blufh  appear. 

France  boafts  no  more,  but,  fearful  to  engage. 
Now  firft  pays  homage  to  her  rival's  ftage, 
Haftes  to  learn  thee,  and  learning  (hall  fubmit 
Alike  to  Britilh  arms,  and  Britifh  wit  :• 
No  more  fhe^ll  wonder,  forc'd  to  do  us  right, 
Who  think  like  Romans,  could  like  Romans  fight. 

Thy  Oxford  fmiles  this  glorious  work  to  fee, 
And  fondly  triumphs  in  a  fon  like  the«. 
The  fenates,  confuls,  and  the  gods  of  Rome,, 
Like  old  acquaintance  at  their  native  home, 
In  thee  we  find:  each  deed,  each  word  expreft. 
And  every  thosght  that  fwell'd  a  Roman  breail. 
We  trace  cac4i  hint  that  could  thy  foul  infpire 
With  Virgil's  judgement,  and  with  Lucan's  fire  j. 
We  know  thy  worth,  and,  give  us  leave  to  boaft». 
We  mod  admire,  becaufe  we  know  thee  mod* 
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WHEN  Brunfwick  firft  appeared,  each  honeft  heart,. 
Intent  on  verfe,  difdain'd  the  rules  of  art  $ 
For  him.  the  fongfters,  in  unmeafurM  odes, 
Debas'd  Alcides,  and  dethrone  the  gods9 
In  golden  chains  the  kings  of  India  led. 
Or  rent  the  turbaa  fcom  the  fultan's  head. 

Onci 
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Oiie»  in  old  fables,  and  the  pagan  ftrain. 
With  nym^s  and  tritons>  wafts  him  o'er  the  main  ^ 
Another  draws  fierce  Lucifer  in  aims^ 
And  fills  th*  infernal  region  with  alarms  ^ 
A  third  awakes  Come  druid,  to  foretei 
Each  future  triumph^  from  his  dreary  celL- 
Exploded  fancies  1  that  in  vain  deceive. 
While  the  mind  naufeates  what  fhe  can't  believe. 
My  Muie  th'  expelled  hero  fhall  purfue 
From  clime  to  clime,  and  keep  him  ftill  in  view ; 
His  (hining  march  defcribe  in  faithful  lays, 
Content  to  paint  him,  nor  prefume  to  praife ; 
Their  charms,  if  charms  they  have,  the  truth  fupplies> 
And  from  the  theme  unlabourM  beauties  rife. 
By  longing  nations  for  the  throne  defign'd. 
And  caird  to  guard  the  rights  of  human-kind  j 
With  fecret  grief  his  god-like  foul  repines, 
And  Britain's  crown  with  joylcfs  luftre  (hincs. 
While  prayers  and  tears  his  deftin'd  progrefs  ftay, 
And  crowds  of  mourners  choke  their  fovercign's  way.- 
Not  fo  he  march*d,  when  hoftile  fquadrons  flood 
In  fcenes  of  death,  and  fir'd  his  generous  blood  ; 
When  his  hot  courfer  paw'd  th*  Hungarian  plain. 
And  adverfe  legions  flood  the  fliock  in  vain. 
His  frontiers  pafl,  the  Belgian  bounds  he  views. 
And  crofs  the  level  fields  his  march  purfues. 
Here  pleased  the  land  of  freedom  to  furvey. 
He  greatly  fcoms  the  thirfl  of  boundlefs  fway. 
O'er  the  thin  foil,  with  filent  joy,  he  fpies 
Tranf^lanted  woods,  and  boirow'd  verdure  rife ; 

I  4.  Where 
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Where  every  meadow  v^on  with  toil  atid  blbatf> 
From  haughty  tyrants  and  the  raging  flood. 
With  fruit  and  flowers  the  careful  hind  fupplidh> 
And  clothes  the  marflies  in  a  rich  difguife. 
Such  wealth  for  fru^l  hand^  doth  hearen  decree. 
And  fuch  thy  gifts,  celeftial  Liberty ! 

Through  ftately  towns,  and  many  a  fertfle  |>}aEhi» 
The  pomp  advances  to  the  neighbouring  main. 
Whole  nations  croud  around  with  joyful  cries, 
And  view  the  hero  with  infatiate  eyes. 

In  Haga's  towers  he  waits,  till  eaftern  gales 
Propitious  rife  to  fwell  the  Britilh  fails* 
Hither  the  fame  of  England's  monarch  brings 
The  vows  and  friendfhips  of  the  neighbouring  kings ;; 
Mature  in  wifdom,  his  extenflve  mind 
Takes  in  the  blended  interefl:s  of  mankind. 
The  world's  great  patriot.     Calm  thy  anxious  bread:. 
Secure  in  him,  O  Europe,  take  thy  reft ; 
Henceforth  thy  kingdoms  fhall  remain  confinM 
By  rocks  or  ftreams,  the  mounds  which  heaven  defign'd  ^ 
The  Alps  their  new-made  monarch  fhall  reftrain. 
Nor  ihall  thy  hills,  Pirene,  rife  in  vain. 

But  fee  !  to  Britain's  ifle  the  fquadrons  ftand. 
And  leave  the  finking  towers,  and  leffening  land. 
The  royal  bark  bounds  o'er  the  floating  plain, 
Breaks  through  the  billows,  and  divides  the  main. 
O'er  the  vaft  deep,  great  monarch,  dart  thine  eyes, 
A  watery  profpeft  bounded  by  the  ikies  : 
Ten  thoufand  veflels,  from  fen  thoufand  (hores. 
Bring  gums  and  gold,  and  either  India's  flores : 

Behold 
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Behold  die  tributes  haftening  to  thy  throne. 
And  fee  the  wide  horizon  all  thy  own. 

Still  is  it  thine  $  though  now  the  chearful  crew 
Hail  Albion^s  cliffs ;  jud  whitening  to  the  view. 
Before  the  wind  with  fwelling  fails  they  ride. 
Till  Thames  rcceircs  them  in  his  opening  tide. 
The  monarch  hears  the  thundering  peals  around. 
From  trembling  woods  and  echoing  hills  rebound  3: 
Nor  miflTes  yet,  amid  the  deafening  train. 
The  roarings  of  the  hoarfe-refounding  main. 

As  in  the  flood  he  fails,  from  either  fide 
He  views  his  kingdom  in  its  rural  pride ; 
A  various  fcene  the  wide-fpread  landlkip  yields,. 
0*er  rich  inclofures  and  luxuriant  fields  j 
A  lowing  herd  each  fertile  pafture  fills. 
And  diftant  flocks  (tray  o'er  a  thoufind  hills. 
Fair  Greenwich  hid  in  woods  with  new  delight^ 
Shade  above  fhade,  now  rifes  to  the  fight : 
His  woods  ordain'd  to  vifit  every  fhore. 
And  guard  the  ifland  which  they  grac'd  before^ 

The  fun  now  rolling  down  the  weftem  way, 
A  blaze  of  fires  renews  the  fadmg  day ; 
Unnumber'd  barks  the  regal  barge  enfold, 
Brightening  the  twilight  with  its  beamy  gold  j 
Lefs  thick  the  finny  fhoals,  a  countlefs  fry. 
Before  the  whale  or  kingly  dolphin  fly. 
In  one  vaft  Ihout  he  feeks  the  crowded  ftrand, 
Afid  in  a  peal  of  thunder  gains  the  land. 

Welcome,  great  ftranger,  to  our  longing  eyes. 
Oh  t  king  defirM,  adopted  Albion  cries. 

Fo* 
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For  thee  the  Eaft  breathM  out  a  profperoue  breeze^ 
Bright  were  the  AinS)  and  gently  fweird  the  feasi 
Thy,  prefence  did  each  doubtful  heart  compoiey 
And  fa^ions  wondered  that  they  o^ce  were  foes. 
That  joyful  day  they  loft  each  hoftile  namey. 
The  fame  their  afpe6ly  and  their  voice  the  fame* 

So  two  fair  twins,  whofe  features  were  defign*d 
At  one  foft  moment  in  the  mother's  mind, 
Show  each  the  other  with  refle6led  grace. 
And  the  fame  beautier  blooto  in  either  face ;. 
The  puzzled  Grangers  which  is  which  enquire  y 
DeluHon  grateful  to  the  fmiling  fire. 

From  that  fair  *  hili,  where  hoary  fages  boa(^ 
To  name  the  ftars,  and  count  the  heavenly  hoft. 
By  the  next  dawn  doth  great  Augufta  rife. 
Proud  town- !:  the  nobleft  fcene  beneath  the  Ikies* 
O'er  Thames  her  thoufand  fpires  their  luftre  flicd,. 
And  a  vaft  navy  hides,  his  ample  bed, 
A  floating  foreft.    From  the  diftant  ftrand 
A  line,  of  golden  carrs  ftrikes  o'er  the  land ; 
Britannia's  peers  in  pomp  and  rich  array. 
Before  their  king,,  trilimphant,  lead  the  way- 
Far  as  the  eye  can  reach,,  the  gaudy  train, 
A  bright  proceilion,  ihines  along  the  plain. ■ 

So,  haply,  through  the  heaven's  wide  pathleft  ways 
A  comet  draws  a  long  extended  blaze  5 
From  eaft  to  weft  burns  through  the  ethereal  frame. 
And  half  heaven's  convex  glitters  with  the  flame. 

•     Now 
•  Mr.  Flamftead's  houfe. 
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Now  to.  the  regal  towers  fecurely  brought,^ 
He  plans  Britannia^s  glori'*s  in  his  thought  ^ 
'  Refumes  the  delegated  power  he  gave. 
Rewards,  the  faithful,  and  reftores  the  brave. 
Whom  fliall  the  Mufe  from  out  the  ihining  throng: 
Sele£l,  to  heighten  and  adorn  her  fong  ? 
Thee,  Halifax.    To  thy  capacious  mind, 
O  man  approvM,  is  Britain^s  wealth  confign'd. 
Her  coin,  while  Naffau  fought,  debased  and  rude,. 
By  thee  in  beauty  and  in  truth  renew'd. 
An  arduous  work  !  again  thy  charge  we  fee. 
And  thy  own  care  once  more  returns  to  thee. 
O  {  form'd  in-every  fcene  to  awe  and  pleafe. 
Mix  wit  with  pomp,  and  dignity  with  eafe  : 
Though  caird  to  (hine  aloft,  thou  wilt  not  fcom^ 
To  fmile  on  arts  thyfelf  did  once  adorn  : 
For  this  thy  name  fucceeding  time  fliall  praife. 
And  envy  lefs  thy  garter,  than  thy  bays. 

The  Mufe,  if  fir'd  with  thy  enlivening  beams,, 
Perhaps^  fliall  aim  at  more  exalted  themes, 
Record  our  monarch  in  a  nobler  drain. 
And  fmg  the  opening  wonders  of  his  reign  | 
Bright  Carolina's  heavenly  beauties  trace, 
Her  valiant  confort,  and  his  blooming  race.. 
A  train  of  kings  their  fruitful  love  fupplies, 
A  glorious  fcene  to  Albion^s  ravifh'd  eyes ; 
Who  fees  by  Brunfwick's  hand  her  fceptre  fway'd. 
And  through  his  line  from  age  to  age  conveyed* 

AN 
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AN  IMITATION  OF  THE  PROPHECY  OF 
NEREUS. 

FROM   IfORACE.      BOOK  III.   ODE  XXV. 

**  Dicara  infigne^  recens,  adhuc 
**-  Ii^diflum  ore  alio  :  non  fecus  in  jugis 

**  Ex  fomnis  ftupet  Euias 

"  Hebrum  profpiciens,  &  nive  candidam 

"  Thracen,  ac  pede  barbaro 
"^  LuftraUm  Rhodopen."  HoR. 

AS  Mar  his  round  one  morning  took, 
(Whont  feme  call  earl,  and  fome  call  duke) 
And  his  new  brethren  of  the  blade. 
Shivering  with  fear  and  froft,  furvey'd. 
On  Perth's  bleak  hills  he  chancM  to  fpy 
An  aged  wizard  fix  foot  high, 
With  bi-iftled  hair  and  vifage  blighted, 
Wall-ey'd,  bare-haunch'd,  and  fecond-fighted. 

The  grizly  fage  in  thought  profound 
Beheld  the  chief  with  back  fo  round. 
Then  roli'd  his  eye-balls  to  and  fro 
0*er  his  paternal  hills  of  fnow, 
And  into  thefe  tremendous  fpeeches  . 
Broke  forth  the  prophet  without  breeches. 

Into  what  ills  betray'd,  by  thee, 
This  ancient  kingdom  do  I  fee ! 
Her  realms  un -peopled  and  forlorn  ! 
Wae's  me  I  that  ever  thou  wert  born  ! 

Proud 
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Proad  Engli(h  loons  (our  clans  o^rcome) 
On  ScottiAi  pads  (hall  aifible  honie } 
J  fee  thcra  drcft  in  bonnets  blue 
(The  rpoils  of  thy  rebellious  crew)  ; 
I  fee  the  target  caft  away. 
And  chequer'd  plaid  becon>e  their  prey, 
The  chequer'd  plaid  to  make  a  gown 
For  many  a  lafs  in  London  town. 
In  vain  thy  hungry  mountaineers 

Come  forth  in  all  thy  wai'like  geers. 

The  fhield,  the  piftol,  durk,  and  dagger. 

In  which  they  daily  wont  to  fwagger, 

And  oft  have  fally'd  out  to  pillage 

The  hcn-roofts  of  fome  peacefuil  village, 

Or,  while  their  neighbours  were  afleep, 

Have  carryM  off  a  low^land  (heep, 

What  boots  thy  high-bom  hoft  of  beggars, 

Mac-leans,  Mac-kenzies,  and  Mac-gregors, 

With  popifh  cut-rfiroats,  perjur'd  ruffians. 

And  Forfter's  troop  of  raggamuffins  ? 
In  vain  thy  lads  around  thee  bandy, 

Inflam'd  with  bag-pipe  and  with  brandy. 

Doth  not  bold  Sutherland  the  trufty, 

With  heart  fo  true,  and  voice  fo  rufly, 

(A  loyal  foul)  thy  troops  affright, 

While  hoarfely  he  demands  the  fight  ? 

Dofl  thou  not  generous  Hay  dread. 

The  braveft  hand,  the  wifeft  head  ? 

Undaunted  doft  thou  hear  th*  alarms 
Of  hoary  Athol  (heath*d  in  arms  > 

*    5  Douglas, 
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Douglas,  who  draws  his  lineage  down 
'From  Thanes  and  Peers  of  high  renowi^, 
Ficiy,  and  young,  and  uncontrol'd, 
With  knights,  andfquires,  and  barons  l>oId« 
(His  noble  hou (hold-band)  advances. 
And  on  the  milk-white  courfer  prances. 
Thee  Forfar  to  the  combat  dares, 
<jrown  fwarthy  in  Iberian  wars  : 
And  Monroe,  kindled  into  rag^ 
^Sourly  defies  thee  to  engage  j 
He'll  rout  thy -foot,  though  ne'er  Co  many. 
And  horfe  to  boot— -if  thou  hadft  any. 

But  fee  Argyll,  with  watchful  eyes, 
Xodg'd  in  his  deep  entrenchments-lies  J 
Oouch'd  like  a  lion  in  thy  way. 
He  waits  to  fpring  upon  his  prey  | 
While,  like  a  herd  of  timorous  deer. 
Thy  army  fhakes  and  pants  with  fear, 
Xed  by  their  doughty  general's  ikill. 
From  frith  to  frith,  from  hill  to  hill* 

Is  thus  thy  haughty  promife  paid 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  made. 
When  thou  didft  oaths  and  duty  barter. 
For  dukedom,  generallhip,  and  garter  ? 
Three  moons  thy  Jemmy  fliall  command. 
With  Highland  fceptre  in  his  hand. 
Too  good  for  his  pretended  birth, 
Then  down  (hall  fall  the  king  of  Peitk. 

'Tis  fo  decreed  :  for  George  fliall  reign. 
And  traitors  be  forfworn  in  vain. 

Heavea 
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Heaven  ihall  for  ever  on  him  fmile. 
And  blefs  him  ftill  with  an  Argyll. 
While  *thou,  purfued  by  vengeful  foes, 
CondemnM  to  barren  rocks  and  fnows. 
And  hinderM  pafling  Inverlocky> 
Shall  bum  thy  clan,  and  curie  poor  Jocky. 


AN    EPISTLE 

FROM    A    LADY    IN    ENGLAND    TO    A 
GENTLEMAN  AT  AVIGNON. 

TO  thee,  dear  rover,' and  thy  vanquiih'd  ^ends. 
The  health,  fhe  wants,  thy  gentle  Chloe  fends. 
Though  much  you  fuffer,  think  I  fuffer  more, 
Worfe  than  an  exile  on  my  native  ihore. 
Companions  in  your  mafter^s  flight  you  roam^ 
Unenvy'd  by  your  haughty  foes  at  home ; 
For  ever  near  the  royal  outlaw^'s  fide 
You  fhare  his  fortunes,  and  his  hopes  divide. 
On  glorious  fchemes,  and  thoughts  of  empire  dwell. 
And  with  imaginary  titles  fwell. 

Say,  for  thou  know'ft  I  own  his  facred  line. 
The  paflive  do6irine,  and  the  right  divine, 
Say,  what  new  fuccours  docs  the  chief  prepare  ? 
The  ftrength  of  armies  ?  or  the  force  of  prayer  ? 
Does  he  from  heaven  or  earth  his  hopes  derive  ? 
From  faints  departed,  or  from  priefts  alive  ? 
Nor  faints  nor  priefts  can  Bninfwick*s  troops  withftand. 
And  beads  drop  uielels  through  the  zealot*s  hand ; 

Heaven 
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Heaven  to  our  vows  may  future  kingdoms  owe. 
But  Ikill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below. 

Ere  to  thy  cau(e,  and  thee,  my  heart  inclined. 
Or  love  to  party  had  feduc'd  my  mind. 
In  female  joys  I  took  a  dull  delight. 
Slept  all  the  morn^  and  punted  half  the  night : 
But  now,  with  fears  and  public  cares  pofleft. 
The  church,  the  church,  for  ever  breaks  my  reft. 
The  poftboy  on  my  pillow  I  explore. 
And  fift  the  news  of  every  foreign  ihore. 
Studious  to  find  new  friends,  and  new  allies  j 
What  armies  march  from  Sweden  in  difguife ; 
How  Spain  prepares  her  banners  to  unfold. 
And  Rome  deals  out  her  blefHogs,  and  her  ggld ; 
Then  o'er  the  map  my  finger,  taught  to  ftray^j 
Crofs  many  a  region  marks  the  winding  way  9 
From  fea  to  fea,  from  realm  to  realm  I  rove. 
And  grow  a  meer  geographer  by  love  : 
But  ftill  Avignon,  and  the  pleafmg  coaft 
That  holds  thee  banifli'd,  claims  my  care  the  moft : 
Oft  on  the  well-known  fpot  I  fix  my  eyes. 
And  fpan  the  diftance  that  between  us  lies. 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foil'd  in  arms,  defpair, 
Whilft  on  his  fide  he  reckons  half  the  fair : 
In  Britain's  lovely  ifie  a  ihining  throng 
War  in  his  cau{£,  a  tkouiand  beauties  ilrong. 
Th'  unthinking  vi£kM*&  vainly  boaft  their  powers  9 
Be  theirs  the  muiket,  while  the  tongue  is  ours. 
We  reafon  with  fuck  fluency  and  fire. 
The  beflux  we  hsi&Ct  and  the  learned  tire, 

Againft 
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Againft  her  prelates  plead  the  churches  caufe. 

And  from  our  judges  vindicate  the  laws. 

Then  mourn  not,  haplefs  prince,  thy  kingdoms  loft  $ 

A  crown,  though  late,  thy  facred  brows  may  boaft  5 

Heaven  feems  through  us  thy  empire  to  decree  i 

TTiofe  who  win  hearts,  have  given  their  hearts  to  thee* 

Haft  thou  not  heard  that  when,  profufely  gay. 
Our  well-drcft  rivals  grac'd  their  fovereign's  day. 
We  ftubborn  damfels  met  the  public  view 
In  loth(bme  wormwood,  and  repenting  rue  ? 
What  Whig  but  trembled,  when  our  fpotlefs  band 
la  virgin  rofes  whitenM  half  the  land  ! 
Who  can  forget  what  fears  the  foe  pofleft. 
When  oaken-boughs  mark'd  every  loyal  breaft  I 
Lcfs  fcarM  than  Medway's  ftream  the  Norman  ftood. 
When  crofs  the  plain  he  fpy'd  a  marching  wood, 
Till,  near  at  hand,  a  gleam  of  fwords  betrayM 
The  youth  of  Kent  beneath  its  wandering  (hade  ? 

Thofe  who  the  fuccours  of  the  fair  defpife. 
May  find  that  wc  have  nails  as  well  as  eyes. 
Thy  female  bards,  O  prince  by  fortune  croft. 
At  leaft  more  courage  than  thy  men  can  boaft : 
Our  (ex  has  dar'd  the  mug-houfe  chiefs  to  meet. 
And  purchased  fame  in  many  a  well -fought  ftreet. 
From  Drury-Lane,  the  region  of  renown, 
The  land  of  love,  the  Paphos  of  the  town. 
Fair  patriots  (allying  oft  have  put  to  flight 
With  all  their  poles  the  guardians  of  the  night. 
And  bore,  with  fcreams  of  triumph,  to  theii*  fide 
Tiie  leader's  ItafFih  all  its  painted  pride.. 

K  Nor 
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Nor  fears  the  hawker  in  her  warbling  note 
To  vend  the  difcontentedftatefman^s,  thought. 
Though  red  with  ftripes,  and  recent  from  the  thongs 
Sose /mitten  for  the  love  of  facred  fong. 
The  tuneful  (ifters  ftill  purfue  their  trade. 
Like  Philomela,  darkling  in  the  fhade. 
Poor  Trott  attends,  forgetful  of  a  fare. 
And  hams  in  concert  o'er  his  eafy  chair. 

Meanwhile,  regardlefs  of  the  royal  caufe, ' 
His  fword  for  James  no  -brother  fovereign  draws. 
The  Pope  himfelf,  furrqunded  with  alarms, 
To  France  his  ^julls,.  to  Corfu  fends  his  arms. 
And  though  he  hears  his  darling  fon*s  complaint. 
Can  hardly  fpare  one  tutelary  faint. 
But  lifts  them  all  to  guard  hjs  oiyn  abodes. 
And  into  ready  money  coins  his  gods. 
The  dauntlefs  Swede,  purfued  by  vengeful  foes. 
Scarce  keeps  his  own  hereditary  fhows  j 
Nor  muft  'the  friendly  roof  pf  kind  Lorrain 
With  feafts  regale  our  gsrterM  youth  again. 
Safe,  Bar-le-Duc,  wifhin  thy  filent  grove 
Thepheafant  now  may  perch,  the  hare  may  rove : 
The  knight,  who  aims  unerring  from  afar, 
Th'  adventurous  knight,  now  quits  the  fylvan  war  :i 
Thy  brinded  boars  may  jQ umber  u;idifmay*d. 
Or  grunt  fecure  beneath  the  chefhut  fhade. 
Jnconftant  Orleans  (ftill  ^e  mourn  the  day 
That  trufted  Orleans  with  imperial  fway,) 
Par  o'er  the  Alps  our  helplefs  monarch  fends, , 
Jar  from  the  call  of  his  defponding  friend^* 

^  ;^UCil 
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Such  are  the  tenns^  to  gain  Britannia*8  grace  ! 
And  fuch  the  terrors  of  the  Brunfwick  race ! 

Was  it  for  this  the  fun's  whole  luftre  fail'd^ 
And  fudden  midnight  o'er  the  moon  prevail'd  I 
For  this  did  heaven  difplay  to  mortal  eyes 
Aerial  knights  and  combats  in  the  /kies  J 
Was  it  for  this  Northumbrian  ftreams  look'd  red  f 
And  Thames  driv'n  backward  (how'd  his  fecret  beil  I 
Falfe  auguries  !  th*  infulting  vigor's  fcom  ! 
Ef'h  our  own  prodigies  againft  us  turn  ! 
O  portents  conftrued  on  our  fide  in  vain  I 
Let  never  Tory  truft  eclipfe  again ! 
Run  clear,  ye  fountains  (  be  at  peace,  ye  (kies  I 
And,  Thames,  henceforth  to  thy  green  borders  rife ! 

To  Rome  then  muftthe  royal  wandeier  go. 
And  fall  a  fuppliant  at  the  papal  toe  ? 
His  life  in  floth  inglorious  muft  he  wear. 
One  half  in  luxury,  and  one  in  prayer: 
His  niin.f  {>erhips  at  Icno^h  debauch'd  with  cafe,     • 
T  h'j  profTi-r'd  purple  :inu  the  hat  may  pleafe. 
Sh^ll  he,  \vhf,!e  ancient  patriarchal  race 
'I  o  miprh'v  Nlniroci  in  one  line  we  trace, 
I:;  folcmn  cont'tave  lit,  devoid  of  thought, 
AnJ  poll  fur  jr.ints  of  faith  his  trufty  vote! 
Bt  iiiinmon'd  to  his  ftall  in  time  of  need. 
And  with  his  cafting  fuffrage  fix  a  creed ! 
Shall  he  in  robes  on  ftated  days  appear, 
And  Eriglilh  heretics  curfc  once  a  year ! 
Garr.tt  and  Faux  ihall  he  with  prayers  invoke. 
And  beg  that  Smithfield  piles  once  more  may  fmoke  ! 
K  X  Forbid 
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J^brbid  it,  heaven  !  my  foul,  to  ftiry  wrought. 
Turns  almoft  Hanoverian  at  the  thought. 

From  Janies  and  Rome  I  feel  my  heart  decline. 
And  fear,  O  Bnmfwick,  'twill  be  wholly  thine  j 
Yet  ftill  his  fliare  thy  rival  will  conteft, 
And  ftill  the  double  claim  divides  ray  bread. 
The  fate  of  James  with  pitying  eyes  I  view. 
And  wifh  my  homage  were  not  Brunfwick^s  due : 
To  James  my  paiHon  and  my  weaknefs  guide. 
But  reafon  fways  me  to  th&  viflor's  (ide. 
Though  grievM  I  fpeak  it,  let  the  truth  appear  I 
You  know  my  language,  and  my  heart,  fincere. 
In  vain  did  falfehood  his  fair  frame  difgrace ; 
What  force  had  falfehood,  when  he&ow'd  his  face! 
In  vain  to  war  our  boaftful  clans  were  led  5 
Heaps  driv'n  on  heaps',  in  the  dire  fhock  they  fled : 
France  Hiuns  his  wrath,  nor  raifes  to  our  fhame 
A  fecond  Dunkirk  in  another  name  : 
In  Britain's  funds  their  wealth  all  Europe  throws. 
And  up  the  Thames  the  world's  abundance  flows  1 
Spite  of  feign'd  fears  and  artificial  cries. 
The  pious  town  fees  fifty  churches  rife : 
The  hero  triumphs  as  his  worth  is  known, 
And  fits  more  firmly  on  his  Ihaken  throne. 

To  my  fad  thought  no  beam  of  hope  appears 
Through  the  long  profpeft  of  fucceeding  yearr. 
The  fon,  afpiring  to  his  father's  fame. 
Shows  all  his  fire :  another  and  the  fame* 
He,  bleft  in  lovely  Carolina's  arms. 
To  future  ages  propagates  her  charms : 

.      With 
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With  pain  and  joy  at  ftrife,  I  often  trace 
The  mingled  parents  in  each  daughter's  face  j 
Half  fickening  at  the  fight,  too  well  I  fpy 
The  fitber^a  fpirit  through  the  mother*s  eye  1 
In  vain  new  thoughts  of  rage  I  entertain. 
And  ftrivc  to  hate  their  innocence  in  vain» 

O  princefs !  happy  by  thy  foes  confeft ! 
Bleft  in  thy  hufband !  in  thy  children  bleft  I 
As  they  from  thee,  from  them  new  beauties  bom. 
While  Europe  lafts,  (hall  Europe's  thrones  adorn. 
Transplanted  to  each  court,  in  times  to  come. 
Thy  fmile  celeftial  and  unfading  bloom. 
Great  Auftria's  fons  with  fofter  lines  Aiall  grace. 
And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  Bourbon's  haughty  ract# 
The  fair  defcendants  of  thy  facred  bed. 
Wide-branching  o'er  the  weftern  world  (hall  fpread, 
Like  the  fam'd  Banian  tree,  wholb  pliant  (hoot 
To  earthward  bending  of  itfelf  takes  root, 
Till,  like  their  mother  plant,  ten  thoufand  (land 
In  verdant  arches  on  the  fertile  land  5 
Beneath  her  (hade  the  tawny  Indians  rove. 
Or  hunt,  at  large,  through  the  wide  echoing  grove, 

O  thou,  to  whom  thefe  mournful  lines  I  fend. 
My  promis'd  hu(band,  and  my  dearefl  friend ; 
Since  heaven  appoints  this  favour'd  race  to  reign. 
And  blood  has  drench'd  the  Scottifh  fields  in  vain  ; 
Muft  I  be  wrecched,  and  thy  (light  partake  ? 
Or  wilt  not  thou,  for  thy  lov'd  Chloc's  fake, 
Tir'd  out  at  length,  fubmit  to  fate's  decree  ? 
If  not  to  Brunfwick,  O  return  to  me  \ 

K  3  Proftrats 
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Proftrate  before  the  viftor's  mercy  bend  : 
What  fpares  whole  thoufands,  may  to  thee  extendi 
Should  blinded  friends  thy  doubtful  €ondu6l  blame^ 
Great  Brunfwiek's  virtues  (hall  fecurc  thy  fame : 
Say  thefe  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne. 
And  own  the  monarch,  heaven  vouchfafes  to  own : 
The  world,  convinced,  thy  reafons  will  approve  j 
€ay  this  to  them ;  but  fwear  to  me  ^twas  love. 


AN      ODE, 

•CCASIONKD   BY  NI8    EXCELLENCY  TfiE  EAAL  OW 
^TANHOfE'j    VOYAGE   TO    PRANCE,   I7l8« 

«  Idem 
**  Pacis  eras  mediufque  be}li."    HoR, 

1, 

FAIR  daughter  once  of  Windfor's  wo*dsl 
In  fafety  o'er  the  rolling  floods, 
Britannia''8  boaft  and  darling  care. 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  bear« 
May  winds  propitious  on  his  way 
The  minifter  of  peace  convey ; 
Nor  rebel  wave,  nor  rifing  ftorm, 
Oreat  George's  liquid  realms  deform* 

II. 

Our  vows  arelieard.    Thy  crowded  fails 
Already  fwell  with  weftern  ^ales  j 

Already 
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Already  Albioirs  coaft  retires. 
And  Calais  multiplies  her  ipires  i 
Ax  length  has  royal  Orleans  preft» 
With  open  arms^  the  well-known  gueft  } 
Before  in  facred  friendflup  joinM, 
And  now  in  coiinfels  for  mankind  ; 
lU. 
WhilA  his  clear  ichemet  our  patriot  ihowt« 
And  plans  the  threatened  world's  rrpofe. 
They  fix  each  haughty  monarches  doom^ 
And  blefs  whole  ages  yet  to  come. 
Henceforth  great  Brunfwick  ihall  decree 
Wliat  flag  muft  awe  the  Tyrrhene  fea ; 
From  whom  the  Tvfcan  grape  fliall  glow^ 
And  £iutful  Arethufa  £ow. 

IV. 

See  in  firm  leagues  with  Thames  coml^ine 
The  Scine^  the  Maefe,  and  diftant  Rhine  1 
Nor,  EbrOy  let  thy  fmgle  rage 
With  Jialf  the  warring  world  engage. 
Ob  !  call  to  mind  thy  thoufandi*  ilain^ 
And  Almanara's  f  ital  plain  ; 
While  yet  the  Gallic  terrors  llcep. 
Nor  Britain  thunders  from  the  detp. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO   THE   UNIVE'RSITY   OF   OXFORD>   JfJ%* 

WHAT  kings  henceforth  Ihall  reign,  .wh^t  ftates 
be  free. 
Is  fixM  at  length  by  Anna's  JMft  decree : 
Whofe  brows  the  Mufe's  facred  wreath  /hall  fit,. 
Is  left  to  you  the  arbiters  of  wit. 
With  beating  hearts  the  rival  poets  wait, 
Till  you,  Athenians,  ihall  decidf  ttteir  Arte; 
Secure,  when  to  thefe  learned  feat*  they  come,. 
Of  equal  judgment,  and  impartial  doom. 

Poor  is  the  player's  fame,  whofr  whole  renown' 
Is  but  the  praife  of  a  capricious  town ; 
While,  with  mock-majefty,  and  fancy*d  power, 
He  ftruts  in  robes,  the  monarch  of  an  hour. 
Oft  wide  of  nature  mud  he  a6k  a  part. 
Make  love  in  tropes,  in  bomb  aft  break  his  heart : 
In  turn  and  fimile  refign  his  breath, 
And  rhyme  and  quibble  in  the  pangs  of  death. 
We  blufti,  when  plays  like  thefe  receive  applaufb^ 
And  laugh,  in  fecret,  at  the  tears  we  caufej 
With  honeft  fcorn  our  own  fuccefs  diidain, 
A  worthlefs  honour,  and  inglorious  gain. 

No  trifling  fcenes  at  Oxford  (hall  appear  j 
W^ll,  what  we  blu(h  to  aft,  may  you  to  hear. 
To  you  our  fam'd,  our  ftandard  plays  we  bring. 
The  work  of  poets,  whom  you  taught  to  fing : 
Though  crown'd  with  feme,  they  dare  not  think  it  due, 
Nor  take  the  laurel  till  beftow'd  by  you. 

Great 
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Gnat  Cato*s  felf  the  glory  of  die  ftage, 

Wlio  charmsy  corrtfls,  exalts,  and  fires  die  age^ 

B«gs  litre  be  may  be  try'd  by  Roman  laws  j 

To  you,  O  fathers,  he  fubmits  his  caufe  $ 

He  refts  not  in  the  people's  general  voice. 

Till  yoo,  the  fenate,  have  confirra'd  his  choice. 

Fine  is  the  fecret,  delicate  the  art, 
To  wind  the  paflions,  and  command  the  heart  $. 
For  fancy'd  ills  to  force  our  tears  to  flow. 
And  make  the  generous  foul  in  love  with  woe ; 
To  raiib  the  (hades  of  heroes  to  our  view ; 
Rebuild  fairn  empires,   and  old  time  renew. 
How  hard  the  ta&  I  how  rare  the  godlike  rage  ! 
None  ihould  prefame  to  di^hite  for  the  Stage, 
Bur  fuch  as  boaft  a  great  extenfive  mind, 
EnrichM  by  Natuie,  and  by  Art  refinM ; 
Who  from  the  ancient  ftores  their  knowledge  bring,^ 
And  tafted  early  of  the  Mufes'  fpring. 
May  none  pretend  upon  her  throne  to  fit. 
But  fuch  as,  fprung  from  jrou,  are  bom  to  wit : 
Chofen  by  the  mob,  their  lawlefs  claim  we  flight :- 
Yours  is  the  old  hereditary  right. 


THOUGHTS 
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THOUGHTS  OCCASIONED  BY  THE  SIGHTf 
OF  AN  ORIGINAL  PICTURE  OF  KING 
CHARLES  I. 

TAKEN    AT   THE    TIME  OT    HIS   TiWAL. 

INSCRIBED  TO  GEORGE  CLARKE,  Esq. 

««  ■  Animnm  piflura  pafcit  inaAi 

^'  Multagemens,  iargoqiie  bunpie^iat  ^umhieTtiltuin/^ 

ViRO. 

CAN  this  be  be  t  xould  Charles,  the  good,  the  greaV 
Be  funk  by  heaven  to  fuch  a  diimal  ftate  1 
How  meagre,  pale,  iiegle6led,  worn  with  care  ! 
What  fteady  fadnefs,  and  auguft  defpair ! 
In  thofe  funk  eyes  the  grief  of  years  I  tracey 
And  forrow  feems  acquainted  with  that  face. 
Tears,  which  hisbeart  difdain'd,  from  mc  overflow, 
Thus  to  furvey  God's  fubftitute  below. 
In  folenm  anguifh,  and  majeftic  woe. 

When  fpoird  of  empire  by  unhallow'd  handti, 
Sold  by  his  flaves,  and  held  in  impious  bands ; 
Rent  from,  what  oft  had  fweeten'd  anxious  life. 
His  helplefs  children,  and  his  bofora  wife  ; 
Doomed  for  the  faith,  plebeian  rage  to  ftand^ 
And  fall  a  viftim  for  the  guilty  land  ; 
Then  thus  was  feen,  abandoned  and  forlorn, 
The  king,  the  father,  and  the  faint  to  mourn.— 
How  could*ft  thou,  artift,  then  thy  ikill  difplay  * 
Thj  J^ady  hands  thj  iavaj^e  heart  betray ; 

Ke» 
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Kear  Ihy  bold  work  the  ftunnM  fpe^lators  faint. 
Nor  fee  unmov*d,  what  thou  unmov'd  could'ft  paint. 
"What  brings  to  mind  each  various  fceiie  of  woe, 
Th*  infulting  judge,  the  folemn-mocking  fliow. 
The  horrid  fentcnce,  and  accuried  blow. 

Where  then,  j«ft  heaven,  was  thy  una£ltve  hand. 
Thy  idle  thunder,  and  thy  iingering  brand  { 
Thy  adamantine  ftiield,  thy  angel  wings. 
And  the  great  Genii  of  anointed  kings  t 
Treafon  and  fraud  ihall  thus  the  ftars  regard  t 
And  injured  virtue  meet  this  fad  reward  I 
So  fad«  none  like,  can  Time's  old  records  tell^ 
Though  Pompey  bled,  and  poor  Darius  fell. 
All  names  but  one  too  low— that  one  too  high : 
All  parallels  are  wrongs,  or  blafphemy. 

O  power  fupreme  !  How  fecret  are  thy  ways  I 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  trace  the  myftic  maze, 
With  fooJifli  wifdom,  arguing,  charge  his  Gcd, 
His  balance  hold,  and  guide  his  angry  rod ; 
New-mould  the  fpheres,  and  mend  the  fky's  defign. 
And  found  th'  immenfe  with  his  fhort  fcanty  line. 
Do  thou,  my  foul,  the  deftin'd  period  wait. 
When  God  (hall  fdive  the  daik  decrees  of  fate, 
His  now  unequal  difpenfatioiis  clear. 
And  malce  all  wife  and  beautiful  appe?ir; 
When  fuffering  faints  aloft  In  beams  /hall  glow. 
And  profperou«  traitors  gnafh  their  teeth  below. 

Such  boding  tboughtn  did  guilty  confcience  dart, 
A  pledge  of  hell  to  dying  Crom well's  heart : 
Then  this  pale  image  feem'd  V  inyade  his  room, 
<#azrd  him  to  &onc^  and  warn'd  him  to  the  tomb, 

Whlh 
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While  thunders  roH,  and  nimble  lightnings  play^ 
And  the  ftorm  wings  bis  fpotted  ibul  away. 

A  blaft  more  bounteous  ne^er  did  heaven  commaadf 
To  fcatter  bleflings  o*er  the  Britiih  land. 
Not  that  more  kind>  which  daih*d  ^  pride  of  Spai%. 
And  wbirl'd  her  cruikM  Armada  round  the  main ; 
Not  thofe  more  kind,  which  guide  oiii*  floating  towers^ 
Waft  gums  and  gold,  and  nuide  far  India  mm  i 
That  only  kinder,  which  to  Britain's  (hoie 
Did  mitres,  crowns,  and  Stuart's  race  n&of,    . 
Renewed  the  churchy  reversed  the  kinf^m's  do^m. 
And  brought  with  Charles  an  Anna  yet  to  come* 

O  Clarke,  to  whom  a  Stuart  trufts  her  reign 
O'er  Albion's  fleets,  and  delegates  the  main^ 
Dear,  as  the  faith  thy  loyal  heart  hath  fworo, 
Tranfmit  this  piece  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
This  fight  ihall  damp  the  raging  ruffian's  breafi> 
The  poifon  fpill,  and  half-drawn  fword  arreft^ 
To  foft  compailion  ftubbom  traitors  bend. 
And,  one  de^oy'd,  a  thoufand  kings  defend. 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM  ON  HUNTING. 

<<  Dona  cano  divum,  laetas  venantibus  artes^ 
**  Aufpicio,  Diana,  tuo—  Gratius* 

HORSES  and  hounds,  their  care,  their  various  race,. 
The  numerous  beafts,  that  range  the  rural  chace> 
The  huntfman^  chofen  fcenes,  his  friendly  fiar8> 
The  laws  and  glory  of  the  fylvan  wars. 
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I  firft  in  Britifh  verfe  prefume  to  raifc ; 
A  venturous  rival  of  the  Rdman  praife. 
Let  me,  chaiie  Queen  of  Woods,  tby  aid  obtain. 
Bring  here  tky  light-^oot  nymphs,  and  fprightly  train : 
If  oft,  o'er  lafvrns,  thy  care  prevents  the  dfry 
To  roufe  the  foe,  and  prefs  the  bounding  prey. 
Woo  thine  own  Phoebus  in  the  talk  to  join. 
And  grant  me  genius  for  the  bold  defign. 
In  this  fbft  fliade,  O  footh  the  warinor*8  fire^ 
And  fit  his  bow-ftring  to  the  treoibiing  lyrej 
And  teach,  while  thos  their  arts  and  arms  we  fmg. 
The  groves  to  echo,  and  the  vaks  to  ring. 

Thy  care  be  firft  the  various  gifts  to  trace. 
The  minds  and  genius  of  the  latrant  race. 
In  powers  diftin6l  the  different  clans  excel. 
In  fight,  or  fwiftnefs,  or  fagacious  fmell  j 
By  wiles  ungenerous  fome  furprize  the  prey. 
And  fome  by  courage  win  the  doubtful  day. 
Seeft  thou  the  gaze-hound  !  how  with  glance  fevere 
From  the  clofe  herd  he  marks  the  deftin'd  deer  I 
How  every  nerve  the  greyhound's  ftretch  difplays. 
The  bare  preventing  in  her  airy  maze  5 
The  iucklefs  prey  how  treacherous  tumblers  gain. 
And  dauntlefs  wolf-dogs  (hake  the  lion's  mane  ^ 
O'er  all,  the  blood-hound  boafts  fuperior  fldll. 
To  fcent,  to  view,  to  turn,  and  boldly  kill ! 
His  fellows'  vain  alarms  reje6ls  with  fcorn^ 
True  to  die  mailer's  voice^  and  learned  horn« 


His 
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His  noibils  oft,  if  ancient  fame  fing  troe. 
Trace  the  fly  fdon  thixmgh  the  tainted  dew  | 
Once  fiiQflf*d,  he  follows  with  nnalterM  aira. 
Nor  odours  Inre  bim  from  the  chofen  game ; 
Deepmouth'd  he  tfaanders,  and  inflamed  he  ykwt. 
Springs  on  relentlefs,  and  to  death  pnrAies. 

Some  hounds  of  manners  rile  (nor  lefs  we  find 
Of  fops  in  hounds^  than  in  the  rea/bningkind) 
PufF'd  with  conceit  run  gladding  o'er  the  plain. 
And  from  .the  fcent  divert  the  wifer  train ; 
For  the  foe's  footfteps  fondly  fnuff  their  own. 
And  mar  the  mufic  with  their  fenfelefs  tone ; 
Start  at  the  ftarting  prey,  or  ryftling  wind. 
And,  hot  at  firft,  ingjorious  lag  behind. 
A  faunteting  tribe !  may  fuch  my  foes  difgrace  I 
Give  me,  ye  gods,  to  breed  the  nobler  race. 
Nor  grieve  thou  to  attend^  while  truths  unknown 
I  fing,  and  make  Athenian  arts  our  own. 

Doft  thou  in  hounds  afpire  to  deathlefs  fame  ? 
Learn  well  their  lineage  and  their  ancient  ftem, 
Kach  tobc  with  joy  old  ruftic  heralds  trace. 
And  fing  the  chofen  worthies  of  their  race^ 
How  bis  fire's  features  in  the  {on  were  fpy'd, 
When  Pie  was  made  tl\e  vigorous  Ringwood's  brida. 
Lcfs  furc  thick  lips  the  fate  of  Aullria  doom. 
Or  eagle  npfcs  rul'd  almighty  Rome. 

Good  fliape  to  various  kinds  old  bards  confine. 
Some  praife  the  Greek,  and  fome  the  Roman  linej 
A  nd  dogs  to  beauty  make  as  differing  claims. 
As  Albion's  nymphs,  and  India's  jetty  dames. 

Immcnfe 
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JmmenCfitto  name  their  lands,  to  mark  their  bounds. 
And  paint  the  thoufand  families  of  hounds  ; 
Firft  count  the  fands,  the  drops  where,  oceans  flow. 
Or  Gauls  by  Marlborough  fent  to  (hades  below. 
The  talk  be  mine,  to  teach  Britannia's  fwains, 
My  much-lovM  country,  and  my  native  plains. 

Such  be  the  dog,  I  charge,  thou  mean'll  to  train. 
His  back  is  crooked,  and  his  belly  plain, 
Of  fillet  (bretch'd,  and  huge  of  haunch  behind, 
A  tapering  tail,  that  nimbly  cuts  the  wind  j 
Trufs-tl^igh'd,  ftraight-ham'd,  and  fox-like  form'd  hif 

paw. 
Large- leg^d,  diy  fol'd,  and  of  protended  claw. 
His  flat,  wide  noftrils  fnuff  the  favory  fleam. 
And  from  his  eyes  he  flioots  pernicious  gleam  j 
Middling  his  head,  and  prone  to  eai'th  his  view. 
With  ears  and  cheft  tliat  dafh  the  morning  dew : 
He  beft  to  ftem  the  flood,  to  leap  the  bound, 
And  charm  tlie  Diyads  with  his  voice  profound  3 
To  pay  large  tribute  to  his  weary  lord. 
And  crown  the  fylvan  hero's  plenteous  board. 

The  matron  bitch  who&  womb  ihall  beft  produce 
The  bop^s  and  fortune  of.  th'  illuftrious  houfc, 
Deriv'd  from  noble,  but  from  foreign  kcil. 
For  various  nature  joaths  inceftuous  breed. 
Is  like  the  (ire  throughout.     Nor  yet  difpleafe 
Large  flanks,  and  ribs,  to  give  the  tcemcr  eafe. 

In  Spring  let  loofe  thy  pairs.     Then  all  things  prove 
The  flings  of  plcafure,  and  the  pangs  of  love  : 
Ethereal  Jove  then  glads,  with  genial  fliowers, 
Earth's  mighty  womb,  and  ftrcws  her  lap  with  flov/crs, 

llenct 
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Hence  jitices  monat,  and  buds,  emboldeAMi  tiy 
More  kindly  breezes,  and  a  ibfter  (ky  t 
Kind  Venue  revels.    Hark !  on^  every  bovgb. 
In  lulling  fti-ains  the  feathered  vraarbflei's  woo. 
Fell  tigers  foften  in  lih*  infectious  flftmes. 
And  lionsy  fawning,  court  their  brinded  dames  : 
Great  JU>ve  pervades  the  deep  $  to  pleads  his  BHite, 
The  whale,  in  gambols,  moves  bis  moifftrouft  weighty 
HeavM  by  his  wayward  mirtb  old  Ocean>  roars. 
And  fcatter^d  navies  bulge  on  diftant  flio«es. 

Ail  Nature  fmiles  $  come  now,  nor  fe«r,  my  love. 
To  taile  the  odours  of  the  woodbine  gnove. 
To  pafs  the  evening  glooms  in  harmleft  *play. 
And,  fweetly  fwearing,  languiih  life  away. 
An  altarr  bound  with  recent  flowers,  I  rear 
To  thee,  beft  feafon  of  the  yariouc  year  j 
All  hail  1  fuch  days  in  beauteous  order  ran, 
:So  fwift,  fo  fweet,  when  firft  the  world  began. 
In  Eden's  bowers,  when  man's  great  fire  aflignM 
The  names  and  natures  of  the  bmtal  kind. 
Then  lamb  and  lion  friendly  walkM  their  round. 
And  bares,  undaunted,  lick'd  the  fondling  hound  i 
Wondrous  to  tell  1  bnt  when,  with  luckleTs  hand. 
Our  daring  mother  broke  the  fole  command. 
Then  want  and  envy  brought  their  meagre  train. 
Then  wrath  came  down,  and  death  had  le^vt  to  reign : 
Hence  foxes  earth'd,  and  wolves  abhorM  the  day. 
And  hungry  churls  enfnar'd  the  nightly  prey  j 
Hude  arts  at  firll ;  but  witty  want  re<in*d 
The  huDtihum's  wiles^  and  famine  form'd  the  mind. 

Bold 
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Bold  Ninirod  firft  the  Uo»*s  trophies  wore. 
The  panther  boundj  ^dUncM  the  bri(Uingl>oar; 
He  taught  to  turn  the  hare,  to  bay  the  deer. 
And  wheel  the  courfer  in  his  mid  career : 
Ah  I  had  he  there  reftrain'd  his  tyrant  hand ! 
Let  me,  ye  powers,  an  humbler  wreath  demand. 
No  pomps  I  aik,  which  crowns  and  fceptres  yield. 
Nor  dangerous  laurels  In  the  dufty  field ; 
Faft  by  the  foreft,  and  the  limpid  fpring. 
Give  me  the  warfare  of  the  woods  to  fing. 
To  breed  my  whelps,  vxd  healthful  preia  thtgeaoe^ 
A  mean,  inglorious,  hut  a  guildeis  naaip. 

And  BOW  thy  female  bears  in  ample  womb 
The  bane  of  hares^  aad  triumphs  yet  to  come. 
No  fport,  1  ween,  nor  blaft  of  fprightly  horn, 
Should  tempt  me  then  to  hurt  the  whelps  unborn. 
Unlocked,  in  covecs  let  her  freely  run, 
To  range  thy  courts,  and  basik  before  the  fun  j 
Near  thy  full  table  let  the  favourite  fbind, 
btrok'd  by  thyfon'-s,  or  blooming  daughter's  hand. 
Carefs,  indulge,  by  aits  the  matron  bribe, 
T'  improve  her  breed,  and  teem  a  vigorous  tribe. 

So,  if  fmall  things  may  be  compared  with  great. 
And  Nature's  works  the  Mufe's^imiutc, 
So,    ftrctch'd  in   (hades,   a^d    lulPd   by  murmuMng 

dreams. 
Great  Maro's  breaft  received  the  heavenly  dreams* 
Reclufe,  feceM,  the  muiing  prophet  lay. 
Till  tboHgt)tSriA  embryoi  rijfcoinf»  bucft  thiair  way* 

L  Hence 
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Hence  bees  in.ftate,  and  foaming  courfers  com^ 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  walls  of  lofty  Rome. 


T.O    APOLLO    MAKING    LOVE* 

FROM    MONSIEITR    FONTENELLE.- 
I. 

1AM,  cry'd  Apollo,  when  Daphne  he  woo'd. 
And  panting  for  breath,  the  coy  virgin  purfued^ 
When  his  wifdom,  in  manner  moft  ample,  cxpre(t 
The  long  lift  of  the  graces  his  godihippoficft : 

IL 
I'm  the  god  of  fweet  fbng,  and  infpirer  of  lays ; 
Nor  for  lays*  nor  fweet  fong,  the  fair  fugitive  ftays  ; 
I'm  the  god  of  the  harp— flop  my  faired — in  vain  j 
Nor  the  harp,  nor  the  harper,  could  fetch  her  again. 

III. 
Every  plant,  every  flower,  and  their  virtues  I  know, 
God  of  light  I*m  above,  and  of  phyfic  below : 
At  the  dreadful  word  phyfic,  the  nymph  fled  more  faft  ^ 
At  the  fatal  word  phyfic  /he  doubled  her  hafte. 

nr. 

Thon  fond  god  of  wKdom,  then,  alter  thy  phrafe. 
Bid  her  view  the  young  bloom,  and  thy  ravifhing  rays* 
Tell  her  left  of  thy  knowledge,  and  more  of  thy  charms^ 
And,  my  life  for 't,  ^e  daanfel  will  fly  to  thy-arms. 

THE 
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THE    FATAL    CURIOSITT. 

MUCH  had  1  heard  of  fair  Francelia's  narne^ 
The  lavilh  praifcs  of  the  babler,  Fame : 
I  thought  them  fuch,  and  went  preparM  to  pry^ 
And  trace  the  charmer,  with  a  critic's  eye, 
RefolvM  to  find  Come  fault,  before  unfpy*d. 
And  difappointed,  if  but  fatisfy'd. 

Love  pierc'd  the  vaffal  heart,  that  durft  rebels 
And,  where  a  judge  was  meant,  a  vi6iim  fell  t 
On  thofe  dear  eyes,  with  fweet  perdition  gay, 
I  gazMy  at  once,  my  pride  and  foul  away  ^  ' 

All  o*er  I  felt  the  lufcious  poifon  run. 
And,  in  a  look,  the  haily  conqueft  won* 

Thus  the  fond  moth  around  the  taper  plays. 
And  fports  and  flutters  near  the  treacherous  blaze  j 
RavifhM  with  joy,  he  wings  his  eager  flight. 
Nor  dreams  of  ruin  in  £0  clear  a  light ; 
He  tempts  his  fate,  and  courts  a  glorious  doom» 
A  bright  deftrucliou,  and  a  ihining  tomb. 


TO    A    L  A  D  Y  J 
WITH  A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  PHOENIX. 

LAVISH  of  wit,  and  bold,  appear  the  lines. 
Where  Claudian's  genius  in  the  Phoenix  fliines  ^ 
A  thoufand  ways  each  brilliant  point  is  tumM, 
And  the  gay  poem,  like  its  theme,  adomM : 
A  tale  more  ftrange  ne>r  gracM  the  poet^s  art^ 
I  M«r  c*cr  did  fiftion  play  fo  wild  a  part. 

L  ft  Each 
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Each  fabled  charm  in  matchlcfs  Caclia  mcctn» 
The  heavenly  colours,  tnd  ambrofial  (wects ; 
Jler  virgin  boibm  chafter  £res  fupplies. 
And  beams  more  piercing  guard  her  kindred  eyts. 
O'erfloiving  wit  th'  imagin'd  jwooder  drew, 
JBut  fcrtiicfancy  ne'er  can  reach  the  true. 

Now  buds  your  youth^your  cheeks  th^ir  bloom  .diTclofs* 
Th'  untainted  lily,  aiwi  unfolding^rofe  j 
jEafe  in  yonronien,  iind  f^ycctncfs  in  your  fa«;. 
You  fpeak  a  Syren,  and  you  move  a  Gr^cej 
J^or  time  ihall  urge  thefe  beauties  to  decay, 
Willie  virtue  gives,  what  years  fh^l  fleal  away : 
The  fair,  whofe  youth  oan  boaft  the  worth  of  yagc. 
In  age  (hall  with  the  charms  of  youth  engage  ^ 
Jn  every  change  ftill  lovely,  ftill  the  faprie^ 
A  fairer  Phoenix  in  a  purer  jiame. 


A   DESCRIPTION    OF   THE  PJiOENIX : 

FROM    CLAIJDIAN. 

IN  utmoft  ocean,  lies  a  lovely,  ifle. 
Where  .fpring  ftill  blooms,  and  greens  for  ever  jjp^\}c 
'Which  fees  the  fun  put  on  his  firft  array, 
And  hears  his  panting- deeds  bring  on  the  day] 
When,  from  the  deep,  they  rulh  with  rapid  forcf. 
And  whirl  aloft,  to  run.  their  glorious  courfc  j 
When  firft  appear  theijuddy  ftrcaks  of  light. 
And  glinKijcring  beams .4ifpel  the  parting  night. 

In  thefe  foft  ihades,  unpreft  by  human  feet^ 
;X|ie  happy.  Phoinix  keeps  Jiisbiilmy  fe^, 

/Far 
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Far  from  the  world  disjoin'd ;  he  rrigns  alone. 
Alike  the  empirey  and  it«  king  unknown. 
A  god-Kke  bird !  whofe  cndleft  round  of  jr^it 
Out-la(b  the  ftart^  and  tires  the  circling  ^heret  ^ 
Not  usM  like  Tulgar  birds  to  eat  his  £\l. 
Of  drink  the  cryftal  of  the  murmttring  rill  | 
But  fed  with  warmth  from  Titan's  purer  ray; 
And  (lakd by  Areams  which  eaftern  ftas  convey  f 
Still  ht  renews  his  life  in  thefe  abodes. 
Contemns  the  power  of  fate,  and  mates  the  godu^ 
Hi«  fiery  eyes  /hoot  forth  a  glittering  ray. 
And  rotmd  his  head  ten  thoufand  glories  play  f 
High  on  his  a«ft,  a  ftar  celeftial  bright 
Divides  the  daricnels  with  its  piercing  light  $ 
His  legs  ape  ftain'd  with- purple's  lively  dye. 
His  azure  wings  the  fleeting  winds  out-fly  j 
Soft  plumes  of  cheerful  blue  his  limbs  infoldj 
EnrichM  with  fpangles,  and  bedropt  with  gold.- 

Begot  by  none  himfelf,  begetting  none,   • 
gire  of  himfelf  he  is,  and  of  himfelf  the  Ton  ; 
His  life  in  fruitful  death  renews  his  date, 
And  kind  deftru6lion  but  prolongs  bis  fate : 
Kv'n  in  the  grave  new  ftrcngth  his  limbs  receivey 
And  on  the  funeral  pile  begin  to  live. 
For  when  a  thoufand  times  the  fummcr  fim* 
His  bending  race  has  on  tfic  zodiac  run, 
And  when  as  oft  the  v<^rnal  (Igns  have  roll  d',. 
As  oft  the  wintery  brought  the  numbing  cold ; 
Then  drops  the  bird,  worn  out  with  a^cd  carcc. 
Ami  bends  beneath  the  mighty  load  of  years. 
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So  falls  the  ftately  pine,  diat  proudly  grew. 
The  /hade  and  glory  of  the  mountain's  brow. 
Whenpierc'd  by  blafts,  and  fpouting  clouds  o*er*fpready 
Ity  (lowly  finking,  nods  hs  tottering  head. 
Part,  dies  by  winds,  and  part  by  fickly  rains. 
And  wafting  age  deilroys  the  poor  remains. 

Then,  as  the  filver  emprefs  of  the  night, 
O>r«clouded,  glimmers  in  a  fainter  light, 
So>  frozen  with  age,  and  (but  from  light^s  fupplies. 
In  lazy  rounds  fcarce  roll  his  feeble  eyes. 
And  lliofe  fleet  wings,  for  (h-ength  and  fpeed  renown'd^ 
Scarce  rear  th*  inactive  lumber  from  the  grouiid. 

Myfterious  arts  a  fecond  time  create 
The  bird,  prophetic  of  approaching  fate. 
Pird  on  a  heap  Sabxan  herbs  he  lays, 
ParchM  by  his  fire  the  fun's  intenfeft  rays  ; 
The  pile  defignM  to  form  his  funeral  fcene 
He  wraps  in  covers  of  a  fragrant  green. 
And  bids  his  fpicy  heap  at  once  become 
A  grave  dcftruflive,  and  a  teeming  womb. 

On  the  rich  bed  the  dying  wonder  lies. 
Imploring  Phoebus  with  perfuafive  cries. 
To  dart  upon  him  in  collefted  rays. 
And  new-crcate  him  in  a  deadly  blaze^ 

The  god  beholds  the  fuppliant  from  afar. 
And  ftops  the  progiels  of  his  heavenly  carr. 
*'  O  thou,  fays  he,  whom  harmlefs  fires  (hall  bum, 
**  Thy  age  the  flame  to  fecond  youth  (hall  turn, 
*'  An  infant  s  cradle  is  thy  fiij;eral  urn. 
**  Thou,  on  whom  heaven  has  fix'd  th'  ambiguous  doom 
**  To  live  by  ruin,  and  by  death  to  bloom, 

"  Thj 
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**  Thjr  life,  thy  ftrengtli^  thy  lovely  form  renew, 
*'  And  with  frefli  beauties  doubly  charm  the  view*" 

Thus  fpeaking,  *midft  the  aromatic  bed 
A  golden  beam  he  toiTes  from  his  head  j 
-Swift  as  defire,  the  fhining  ruin  flies, 
And  ftraight  de? ours  the  willing  facrifice. 
Who  haftes  to  periih  jn  the  fertile  fire. 
Sink  into  ftrength,  and  into  life  expire* 

In  flames  the  circling  odours  mount  on  high^ 
Perfume  the  air,  and  glitter  in  the  (ky, 
The  moon  and  ftars,  amaz'd,  retard  their  flight. 
And  nature  ftartles  at  the  doubtful  fight  $ 
For,^whilfl:  the  pregnant  urn  with  fury  glows. 
The  goddefs  labours  with  a  mother^s  throes. 
Yet  joys  to  cheriih,  in  the  friendly  flames. 
The  nobleft  produ6V  of  the  fkill  /he  claims* 

Th'  enlivening  dull  its  head  begins  to  rear, 
And  on  the  alhes  fprouting  plumes  appear  j 
Jn  the  dead  bird  reviving  vigour  reigns. 
And  life  returning  revels  in  his  veins : 
A  new-born  Phcenix  ftarting  from  the  flame. 
Obtains  at  once  a  fon's,  and  father's  name  5 
And  the  great  change  of  double  life  difplays. 
In  the  fliort  moment  of  one  tranficnt  blaze. 

On  his  new  pinions  to  the  Nile  he  bends. 
And  to  the  gods  his  parent  urn  commends. 
To  Egypt  bearing,  with  raajeilic  pride, 
7'he  balmy  neft,  where  lirft  he  liv'd  and  dy' J, 
liirds  of  all  kinds  admire  th'  unufual  fight, 
And  grace  the  triumph  of  his  infant  flight ; 
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In  crowds  vsaumberM  roimd  their  chief  they  ftf, 
Opptefs  the  aiTy  and  ciovd  the  Qi«iCioii»  Mlj  $ 
Nor  dares  the  fierc«ft  o€  ths  winged  nee 
Obftm^l  his  ioimey  ^iroiq^  tV  ethereal  ^ce  ^ 
The  hawk  and  e^ie  iiieh*&  wan  Ccarhear, 
Forego  their  covrqpe,  ami  cosibit  to  fetr  | 
The  featherM  natioss  httmble  homage  fenfigf 
And  biefs  the  gaatd/y  flight  cf  their  ambrofial  kfng. 

Lefs  Altering  |KMnp  does  Parthia's  mimasdhyitldi 
Cemmatiding  legkms  to  the  dufty  fieid  9 
Tbongk  fjparkling  jewels  an  his  hehn  abotind» 
Aad  loyai  gold  his  awfid  head  farround  i 
Though  rich  erabfoidery  paint  his  purple  Ytk, 
And  his  deed  bound  in  coftly  trapfiagedreft,^ 
Pleas  d  in  the  bottlers  dreadfol  ran  to  ride. 
In  graceful  grandeur,  and  impenal  pride. 

Fam'd  for  the  worfhip  of  the  fun,  there  ftands 
A  facred  fane  in  Egypt's  fmitful  lands. 
Hewn  from  the  Thcban  mountain's  rocky  womb- 
An  hundred  columns  rear  the  marble  dome ; 
Hither,  'tis  faid,  he  brings  the  precious  load, 
A  grateful  offering  to  the  beaniy  god  ; 
Upon  whole  altar's  confecratcd  blaze 
The  feeds  and  relicks  of  himfelf  he  lays, 
Whence  flaming  incenfe  makes  the  temple  Ihise, 
And  the  glad  altars  breathe  perfumes  divine. 
The  vyafted  fmell  to  far  Pelufmm  flies, 
To  cbearold  ocean,  and  enrich  the  (Lies, 
With  neftar's  fweets  to  make  the  nations  fmile. 
And  icent  the  ievfm-foid  clianaels  of  the  Kile. 

Thifce 
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Tiince  ht^  Phoenix  1  heaven's  peculiar  car» 
Has  made  thyfelf  thyfcirs  furviving  heir  j 
By  death  thy  deAthIe&  vigour  Is  fuppIyM, 
Which  finks  to  ruin  all  the  world  befidc ; 
Thy  age,  not  thcc,  affifling  Phoebus  burns. 
And  vital  flames  light  up  thy  funeral  urns. 
Whatever  events  Imvt  beeni  thy  eyes  farvey. 
And  thou  art  fixt|  while  ages  roll  away  $ 
Thou  faw^ft-when  raging  ocean  burft  his  bed, 
O'or-lopM  the  rMttntttitisy  ftnd  the  earth  6*er«i^ad  | 
When  the  ra(h  youth  inflam'd  the  high  abodes, 
ScorchM  up  the  Ikies,  and  f^ar'd  thfc  deathlefs  gods* 
When  nature  ceafes,  thou  /halt  ftill  remain. 
Nor  fecond  Chaos  bound  thy  endlefs  reign } 
Fate's  tyrant  laws  thy  happier  lot  (hall  brave^. 
Bafiie  deftruflion,  and  dude  the  grave. 


VERSES     TO     MRS.    LOW  T  HER 
ON  HER    MARRIAGE. 

FROM    MENACE. 

THE  grcatcft  fwain  that  treads  th'  Arcadiati  grovr. 
Our  fliepherds  envy,  and  our  virgins  love. 
His  charming  nymph,  his  fofter  fair  obtains,. 
The  bright  Diana  of  our  flowciy  plains  | 
He,  'midft  the  graceful,  of  fupcrior  grace, 
And  (he  the  lovelieft  of  the  lovelieft  race. 

Thy  fruitful  influence,  guardian  Juno,  fhed. 
And  crown  the  pleafurct  of  the  genial  bed  ; 

Rail* 
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Raife  thence,  their  future  joy,  a  fmiling  heir. 

Brave  as  the  father,  as  the  mother  fair. 

Well  may'ft  thou  Ihower  thy  choiceft  gifts  on  thofc, 

Who  boldly  rival  thy  moft  hated  foes  j 

The  vigorous  bridegroom  with  Alcides  vies. 

And  the  fair  bride  has  Cytherea's  eyes. 


TO    A    LADY; 
WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  FLOWERS, 

THE  fragrant  painting  of  our  flowery  fields. 
The  choiceft  ftores  that  youthful  fummer  yields, 
^trephon  to  fair  Elifa  hath  convey'd. 
The  fweeteft  garland  to  the  fweeteft  maid. 
O  cheer  the  flowers,  my  fair,  and  let  them  reft 
On  the  Elyfium  of  thy  fnowy  breafl. 
And  there  regale  the  fmell,  and  charm  the  view. 
With  richer  odours^  and  a  lovelier  hue. 
Learn  hence,  nor  fear  a  flatterer  in  the  flower. 
Thy  form  divine,  and  beauty's  matchleft  power : 
Faint,  near  thv  cheeks,  the  bright  carnation  glows. 
And  thy  ripe  lips  out-bluih  the  opening  role  : 
The  lily's  fnow  betrays  lefs  pure  a  light. 
Loft  in  thy  bofom's  more  unfullied  white  j 
And  wreaths  of  jafmine  flied  perfumes,  beneath 
Th'  ambrofial  incenfe  of  thy  balmy  breath. 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  grace  the  rival  pair, 
JHow  fair  the  chaplet,  and  the  nymph  how  fair! 
But  ah  !  too  foon  thefc  fleeting  charms  decay, 
"TJie  fading  luftre  of  one  haftening  day. 
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-This  flight  fhall  fee  the  gaudy  wreath  decline. 
The  rofes  wither^  and  the  lilies  pine. 

The  garlands  fate  to  thine  fhall  be  applyMy 
And  what  advance  thy  form,  iKall  check  thy  pride  i 
Be  v/'dkf  my  fair,  the  prefent  hour  improve. 
Let  joy  be  now,  and  now  a  wafte  of  love  3 
£ach  drooping  bloom  ihall  plead  thy  juft  excufe. 
And  that  which  fliew'd  thy  beauty,  fhew  its  ufe« 


ON     A    LADY'S     PICTURE: 
TO  GILFRED  LAWSON,  ESQ^ 

AS  Damon  ChIoe*s. painted  form  Airvey*d, 
He  fighM,  andlanguifhM  for  the  jilting  ihadea 
For  Cupid  taught  the  artiil  hand  its  grace. 
And  Venus  wanton'd  in  the  mimic  face. 

Now  he  laments  a  look,  fo  falibly  fair, 
And  almoft  damns,  what  yet  refembles  her; 
Now  he  devours  it,  with  his  longing  eyes ; 
Now  fated,  from  the  lovely  phantom  flies. 
Yet  burns  to  look  again,  yet  looks  again,  and  dies 
Her  ivory  neck  his  lips  prefume  to  kifs. 
And  his  bold  hands  the  fwelling  bofom  prcfs  ; 
The  fwain  drinks-in  deep  draughts  of  vain  delire. 
Melts  without  heat,  and  burns  in  fancy'd  fire. 

Strange  power  of  paint  1  thou  nice  creator  art ! 

"VVbat  love  infpires,  may  life  itfelf  impart. 

Stnick  with  like  wounds,  of  old,  Pygmalion  pray'd, 

^nd  hugg'd  to  life  Ms  artificial  maid  j 

Clafp 


1 


f^S         TIGKtliL'S    POEMS. 

Glafp,  new  Py^rtialiofi,  clafp  the  reeming  chimiSy- 
Perhaps  ev'n  now  th'  eiilivenii^  image  wttttuks^ 
DeftinM  t6  cUbwh  thyjoysy  and  revfel  in  th^^amus  : 
Tfr^arttiBi  vvlkb  Aaii  widi  fire  fo  fierce  invlKie) 
That  flie  al-QBce  tiail  be^  and  ctafe  to^be  a  maid^ 
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Casfbr,  ^ving  refolved  to  give  battle  to  Pctreius  and- 
Afranius,  Pompey^s  licutenanb  in  Spain,  encamped^ 
near  tbe  tt^mf  in  tfte  famt  field.  The  behaviour  o^ 
tiieir  foldiers,  at  their  feeing  a(nd  knowing  one  ano> 
ther,  i«  t!ie  Ikbje6l  of  the  following  v^l-^»\ 

THEIR  ancient  Friends,  a*  ttow  thty  neater  drew^ 
Pi-epar'd  for  fight  the  wondering  folditi**  IcneW  j* 
Brother,  with  brother  in  unnatural  ftrife. 
And  the  fon  ai-oi'd  againft  the  father'*  life ; 
Cnrft  civil  war'  then  con fciencc  firft  was  felt. 
And  the  tough  veteran'5  heart  began  to  melt*- 
FixM  in  d«mb/orrow  aJl  at  once  they  ftatid, 
Then  wave,  a  pledge  of  peace,  the  guiltlefs  hand  f 
To  vent  t-en  thoufand  ftruggUng  paifions  move. 
The  ftings  of  nature,  and  the  pangs  of  love. 
Ail  order  broken,  wide  their  arms  they  thrown 
And  run,  with  tranfport,  to  t\\ei  longing  foe  : 
Here  the  long-loft  acquaintance  heighbours  claims 
There  an  old  friend  recalls  bis  comrade's  name. 
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Souths,  who  in  ^rts  beneath  one  tutor  grew, 
fHome  rent  in  twain,  and  kindred  iiofts  they  view. 
Tears  wet  their  impious  arms,  «.  fond  relief. 

And  kiffes,  broVe  by  fobs,  the  words  of  grief; 

Though  yet  no  blood  was  ^It,  each  anxiouS;  mind 

With  horror  thinks  on  what  his  rage  defign'd. 

Ah!  generous  youths,  why  thus,  with.fruitlefs  paiij^ 

^Beat  ye  thqfe  breafts  f  wby  gulh  thofe  eyes  In.  vain  ? 

Why  blam&ye  h^ven,  and  charge  your  guilt  on  fate  ? 

Why  dretfd  the  tyrant,  whopi  yourfeives  make  gre?it.^ 

^Sids  he  the  trumpet  found  ?  the  tioimpet  flight. 

Bids  he.  the  ^ndards  Qiove  ?  ref  ufe  the  fight. 

■  Your  generals,  Irft  by.yqu,  will  love  again 

A  fon  and  fiither,  .when,  they're  private  m::n. 

K,md  Concordy  heavenly  born  I  whofe  blifsful.rej^ 

;Holds  this^vaft  globe  in  one  furroufiding  chain^ 
Whpfe  Jaws  the  jarring  elements  coptrol. 
And  k-nit  each  atom  clofe  frcm  polcvto^pole; 
Soul  of  the.  world  1  and  love's  eternal  fpring ! 

•  This  lucky  hour,  thy  aid  f^ir  goddcfs  bring  I 
This  lucky  hour,  ere  aggravated  crimes 
Heap  gvilt  on  guilt,  and  doubly  (lain  the  timqs- 
No  veil  henceforth  for  fin,  for  pardon  none  j 
They  know  their  duty,  now  their,  friends  are  known. 
Vain  wiih !   from  blood  fhort  muft  the  refpite  be, 
New  crimes,'  by  love  inhanc  d,  this  night  fhall  fee: 
Such  is  the  will  of  fate,  and  fuch  the  hard  decree. 

*TwM  peace.     From  eitl?er  camp,  now  void  of  fear, 
7be  foldiers  mingling  chearful  feaih  prepare  : 
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On  the  green  fod  the  friendly  bowls  were  crown'd. 
And  haily  banquets  pil'd  upon  the  ground : 
Around  the  fire  they  talk  5  one  (hews  his  fears. 
One  tells  what  chance  firft  led  him  to  the  wars  j, 
Their  ftories  o'er  the  tedious  night  prevail,. 
And  the  mute  circle  liftens  to  the  tale  5 
They  own  they  fought,  but  fwear  they  ne'er  could  hate» 
Deny  their  guilt,  and  lay  the  blame  on  fate  5 
Their  love  revives^  to  make  them  guiltier  grow> 
A  fhort-livM  blelling,  but  to  heighten  woe. 

When  to  Petreius  firft  the  news  was  told. 
The  jealous  general  thought  his  legions  fold. 
Swift  with  the  guards,  his  head-ftrong  fury  drew. 
From  out  his  camp  he  drives  the  hoftile  crew  5 
Cuts  clafping  friends  afunder  with  his  fword. 
And  ftains  with  blood  each  hofpitable  board. 

Then  thus  his  wrath  breaks  out.  *  Oh  !  loft  to  £amet 

*  Oh  !  falfe  to  Pompey,  and  the  Roman  name  ! 
«  Can  ye  not  conquer,  ye  degenerate  bands  ? 

*  Oh !  die  at  leaft  j  'tis  all  that  Rome  demands. 

*  What !  will  ye  own,  while  ye  can  wield  the  fword, 
'  A  relDcl  ftandard,  and  ufurping  lord  ? 

*  Shall  he  be  fued  to  take  you  into  place 

*  Amongft  his  flaves,  and  grant  you  equal  grace  ? 

*  What?  ftiall  my  life  be  begg'd  ?  inglorious  thought  t 

*  And  life  abhorr'd,  on  fuch  conditions  bought  I 

*  The  toils  we  bear,  my  friends,,  are  not  for  life, 
<  Too  mean  a  prize  in  fuch  a  dreadful  ftrifej 

«  But  peace  would  lead  to  (ervitude  and  ftiamc, 

*  A  fair  amufement,  and  a  fpecious  name, 

•  Never 
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*  Never  had  man  explored  the  iron  ore, 

*  MarkM  out  the  trench,  or  rais'd  the  lofty  tower> 

*  Ne'er  had  the  fteed  in  harnefs  fought  the  plain, 
«  Or  fleets  encountered  on  th'  unftable  main  ; 

*  Were  life,  were  breath,  with  fame  to  be  compared 

*  Or  peace  to  glorious  liberty  preferred. 

^  By  guilty  oaths  the  hoftile  army  bound, 

(  Holds  fail  its  impious  faith,  and  ftands  its  ground  ; 

<  Are  yon  perfidious,  who  efpoufe  the  laws, 

*  And  traitors  only  in  a  jighteous  caufe  ? 

*  Oh  ihame !  in  vain  through  nations  far  and  wide, 

*  Thou  cairft  the  crowding  monarchs  to  thy  fide, 

*  Fall'n  Pompeyt  while  thy  legions  here  betray 

<  Thy  cheap-bought  life,  and  treat  thy  fame  away.* 
He  ended  fierce.     The  foldier's  rage  returns, 

Hi»  blood  flies  upward,  and  his  bofom  burns. 

So,  haply  tam'd,  the  tiger  bears  his  bands, 
Lefs  grimly  growls,  and  licks  his  keeper's  hands  j 
But  if  by  chance  he  taftes  forbidden  gore. 
He  yells  amain,  and  makes  his  dungeon  roar. 
He  glares,  he  foams,  he  aims  a  defpei-ate  bound. 
And  his  pale  matter  flies  the  dangerous  ground. 

Now  deeds  are  done,  which  man  might  charge  aright 
On  ftubbom  fate,  or  undifceming  night. 
Had  not  their  guilt  the  lawlefs  foidiers  known. 
And  made  the  whole  malignity  their  own. 
The  beds,  the  plenteous  tables,  float  with  gore, 
And  breafts  are  ftabb*d,  that  were  .embraced  before ; 
Pity  awhile  their  hands  from  flaughter  kept. 
Inward  they  groanM,  and,  as  they  drew,  they  wept. 

But 
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But  every  blow  tb^  wavering  rage  afliures. 
In  murder  Wcfens*  9iT^^  to  blood  inures. 
iCrowds  chacge  jQA  crowds,   nor  friends  'theii:  frien^i 

dcfpry. 
But  ilrts  bf'C^nSf  and  faivft^  f»tber9  die. 
Black,  monftrousjtige!  each,  with  vii^oirious  crida^ 
Drags  his  ilain  friend  before  the  gonApars  eyes, 
Xxuks  in  guilt,  that  throws  tlie  only  ihame 
X>n  Pompey^s  caufe^  and  UUiU  ibe  Koxnaa  jumsc- 
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THE    DEDICATION. 

WHEN  I  firft  entered  upon  diis  tranflation»  I 
was  ambitious  of  dedicating  it  to  the  earl  o^ 
Halifax ;  but  being  prevented  from  doing  myfelf  that 
lionouTy  by  the  unfpeakable  loft  which  our  country 
hath  fttftaUied  in  the  xleath  of  that  extraordinary  per- 
foDf  I  hope  I  Ihall  not  be  blamed  for  prefumiog  to 
make  a  dedication  of  it  to  his  memory.  The  great- 
ncft  of  his  name  will  juft^  a  practice  altogether  un- 
common, and  may  |^ain  favour  towards  a  work»  which 
(if  it  had  deferved  his  patronage)  is  perhaps  the  only 
one  infcribed  to  his  lord/hip,  that  will  efcape  bting 
rewarded  by  him. 

I  might  have  one  advantage  from  fuch  a  dedication* 
that  nothing,  I  could  fay  in  it,  would  be  fufpe^ed  of 
flattery.  BeGdes  that  the  world  would  take  a  pleafure 
in  hearing  thofe  things  faid  of  this  great  man,  now  he 
is  dead,  which  he  himfelf  would  have  been  offended  at 
when  living.  But  though  I  am  fenfible,  fo  amiable 
and  exalted  a  character  would  be  very  acceptable  to  the 
ptffolicky  were  I  able  to  draw  it  in  its  full  extent  s  I 
fhould  "be  cenfured  very  defervedlyy  fhould  I  venture 
.upon  an  undertaking,  to  which  I  am  by  ao  means 
equal. 

.        M  His 


fl6i  DEDICATION. 

His  confummatc  knowledge  in  all  kinds  of  "bufinefs, 
his  winning  eloquence  in  public  aflemblies,  his  aftive 
zeul  for  the  good  of  his  country,  and  the  ihare  he  had 
in  conveying  the  fnpreme  power  to  an  illuftrious 
family  famous  for  being  friends  to  mankind,  are  fub- 
je£ls  euly  to  be  enlarged  upon,  but  incapable  of  being 
exhaullcd.  The  nature  of  the  following  performance 
more  direflly  leads  me  to  lament  the  misfortune,^  which 
hath  befallen  the  learned  world,  by  the  death  of  (c  ge- 
nerous and  univerfal  a  patron. 

He  refted  not  in  a  barren  admiration  of  the  polite 
arts,  wherein  he  himfelf  was  fo  great  a  malbr ;  but 
was  afted  by  that  humanity  they  naturally  infpire : 
which  gave  rife  to  many  excellent  writers,  who  have 
caft  a  light  upon  the  age  in  which  he  lived,  and  will 
diltinguiHi  it  to  pofterity.  It  is  well  known,  that 
very  few  celebrated  pieces  have  been  ptiblifhed  for 
feveral  years,  but  what  were  either  promoted  by  his 
encourngemcnt,  or  fupported  by  his  approbation,  or 
rccomiicnfcd  by  hi  bounty.  And  if  the  fucceffion  of 
men,  who  excel  in  moll  of  the  refined  arts,  ihould  not 
continue ;  thoup^h  feme  may  impute  it  to  a  decay  of 
genius  in  our  countr}men  j  thofe,  who  are  unacquaint- 
ed with  his  lordfhip's  chara6ler,  will  know  more  juiUy 
how  to  account  for  it. 

The  caufc  of  liberty  will  receive  no  fmall  advan- 
tage in  future  times,  when  it  fliall  be  obferved  that  the 
earl  of  Halifax  was  one  of  the  patriots  who  were  at 
the  hcftd  of  it ;  and  that  moft  of  thofe,  who  were  emi- 
aeat  in  the  feveral  parts  of  polite  or  ufeful  learning, 

were 
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were  by  his  influence  and  example  engaged  in  the  fame 
intereft, 

I  hope  therefore  the  publick  will  excufe  my  ambition 
for  thus  intruding  into  the  number  of  thofe  applauded 
men,  who  have  paid  him  this  kind  of  homage :  efpe- 
cially  fince  I  am  alfo  prompted  to  it  by  gratitude,  for  the 
prote6lion  with  which  he  had  begun  to  honour  me  j 
and  do  it  at  a  time  when  he  cannot  fufter  by  the  im- 
portunity of  my  acknowledgments. 

TO    THE    READER. 

IMuft  inform  the  reader,  that  when  I  began  this 
firft  book,  I  had  fome  thoughts  of  tranflating  the 
whole  Iliad :  but  had  the  pleafure  of  being  diverted 
^m  that  dedgn,  by  finding  the  work  viras  fallen  into 
a  much  abler  hand.  I  would  not  therefore  be  thought 
to  have  any  other  view  in  publifhing  this  fmall  fpe- 
ciroen  of  Homer's  Iliad,  than  to  befpeak,  if  poflible, 
the  favour  of  the  publick  to  a  tranflation  of  Homer's 
Odyfleis,  wherein  I  have  already  made  fome  progrefs. 
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ACHILLES'  fatal  wrath,  whence  difcord  rofe. 
That  brought  the  fons  of  Greece  unnumber'd 
woes, 
O  goddefs,  fing.  Full  many  a  hero's  ghoft 
Was  driven  untimely  to  th'  infernal  coaft, 
While  in  promifcuous  heaps  their  bodies  lay, 
A  feaft  for  dogs,  and  every  bird  of  prey. 

Ma  S« 
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So.  did  the  lire  of  gods  and  men  fulfil 
His  ftedfaft  piirpofe,  and  almighty  will ; 
What  time  the  haughty. chiefs  their  jars  begun, 
Atrides,  king. of  men,  and  Peleus*  godlike  ion. 

What  god  in  ftrife  the  princes  did  engage  ? 
Apollo  burning  with .vindi^^iverage 
Againft.the.rcornful  king,  whofe  impious  pride 
His.priell  diihonourM,  and  his  power  defyM. 
Hence  fwift  contagion,  by  the  god*$  commands. 
Swept  through  the  camp,  andthinn'd  the  Grecian  bai 

For,  wealth  inunenie  the  holy  Chiyfes  bore^ 
(His  daughter's  ranfQm:).to  the  tented  ihore:: 
His  fceptre  ftretching  forth,  the  golden  rod. 
Hung  round  with  hallowM  garlands  of  his  god. 
Of  all  the  hoft,  of  every  princely  chief. 
But  firft  of  Atreus'  fons,  he  begg'd  relief: 

<  Great  Atreus"  fons  and  warlike  Greeks  attend. 

*  So  may  thV immortal  gods  your  caufe  befriend, 

*  So  -may  you  Priam's  lofty  bulwarks  burn, 

*  And  rich  in  gathered  fpoils  to  Greece  return, 

*  As  for  thefe  gifts  my  daughter  you  beftow, 

*  And  reverence  due  to  great  Apollo  (how, 

*  Jove's  favourite  offspring,  terrible  in  war, 

*  Who  fends  his  Ihafts  'Unerring  from  afar.' 
Throughout  the  hoft  confenting  murmurs  rife, 

The  pricft  to  reverence,  and  give  back  the  prize  j 
When  the  great  king,  incens'd',  his  filence  broke 
In  words  reproachful,  and  thus  fternly  fpoke  : 
*  Hence,  dotard,  from  my  fight.     Nor  ever  moi 

*  Approach,  I  wam  thee,  this  forbidden  ihore ; 

J 


fiO*M£R''S    IX  IAD,  Book  I.     165 

•'  £eft  tbou  ftretch  forth,  my  fury  to  reftrainy 

•*  The  wreatbs^^  and  fceptre  of  thy  god,  in  vain, 

'*  The  captive  maid  I  never  y/lU  refign. 

**  Till  age  o'ertakes  her,  I  have  vow'd'her  mine» 

*'  To  diftant  Argos  (hall  the  fair  be  led : 

'  She  (hall ;  to  ply  the  loom,  and  grace^my  bed« 

*'  Begone,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  way. 

*  Hence,  on*thy  life  :  nor  urge  me  by  thy  ftay/ 
He  ended -frowning.     Speechlefs  and  difmay'd. 

The  aged  fire  his  ftem  command  obeyM. 
Silent  bepafsM^  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tuoBblingbillows,  on  the  lonely  ihores^ 
Far  from  the  camp  he  pafsM :  then  fiippjiant  ftood  1 
And  thus  the  hoary  prieft  invok*d  his  god  : 
*  Dread  warrior  with  the  filver  bow,  give  ear. 

*  Patfon  of  Chryfa  and  of  Cilia,  hear. 

*  To  thee  the  guard 'of  Tenedos  belongs  j 

*  Propitious  Smintheus  !  Oh  !  redrefs  my  wrongs. 

*  If  e'er  within  thy  fane,  with  wreaths  adorn 'd, 

*  The  fat  of  bulls  and  well-fed  goats  I  burn'd, 

*  O !  hear  my  prayer.     Let  Greece  thy  fury  know, 

*  And  with  thy  (hafts  avenge  thy  fervant's  woe.' 
Apollo  heard  his  injured  fuppliant's  cry. 

Down  ruihM  the  vengeful  warrior  from  the  iky ; 
Acrofs  his  breaft  the  glittering  bow  he  flung. 
And  at  his  back  the  well*ftorM  quiver  hung : 
(His  arrows  rattled,  as  he  urgM  his  flight.) 
In  clouds  he  flew,  concealM  from  mortal  fight ; 
Then  took  his  ftand,  the  well-aim*d  (haft  to  throw: 
Fierce  fprung  the  ftring,  and  twangM  the  filver  bow. 
M  I  The 
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The  dogs  and  males  his  firl  keen  arrow  (lew  ^ 
Amid  the  ranks  the  next  more  f  ital  tiew, 
A  deathfnl  dart.     The  funeral  piles  around  i 

For  ever  blazed  on  the  devoted  gnmnd. 

Nine  days  entire,  he  Tex'd  th'  embattled  boft» 
The  tenth,  Achilles  through  the  winding  coaft 
Summoned  a  council,  by  the  queen's  command 
Who  wields  heaven's  fceptre  in  her  fnowy  hand : 
She  mourn 'd  her  favourite  Greeks,  who  now  inciofc 
The  hero,  fwiftly  fpeaking  as  he  rofe :  , 

*  What  now,  O  Atreus'  fon,  remains  in  view^ 

*  But  o'er  the  deep  our  wanderings  to  renew, 

*  Doom'd  to  deilru^ion,  while  our  wafted  powers 

*  The  fword  and  pcftilence  at  once  devours  ? 
Why  haftc  we  not  fome  prophet's  (kill  to  prove, 

*  Or  fcek  by  dreams  ?  (for  dreams  defcend  from  Jove.) 
€  What  moves  Apollo's  rage  let  him  explain, 

*  What  vow  withheld,  what  hecatomb  undain : 

*  And  if  the  blood  of  lambs  and  goats  can  pay 

*  The  price  for  guilt,  and  turn  this  curfe  away  ?' 
Thus  he.     And  next  the  reverend  Calchas  rofe. 

Their  guide  to  Ilion  whom  the  Grecians  chofej 
The  prince  of  augurs,  whofe  enlighten'd  eye 
Could  things  paft,  prefent,  and  to  come,  defcry : 
Such  wifdom  Phcrbus  gave.     He  thus  began. 
His  fpeech  addrefiing  to  the  godlike  man  : 

*  Me  then  command'ft  thou,  lov'd  of  Jove,  to  (how 
«  What  moves  the  god  that  bends  the  dreadful  bow? 

*  Vivl\  plight  thy  faith  thy  ready  help  to  lend^ 

*  By  words  to  aid  me>  or  by  arms  defend, 

«For 
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*  For  I  forefce  his  rage,  whofe  ample  fway 

«  The  Argian  powers  and  fccptrcd  chiefs  obey. 

*  The  wrath  of  kings  what  fubjeft  can  oppofc  ? 

*  Deep  in  their  breads  the  fmother*d  vengeance  glows, 
«  Still  watchful  to  deftroy.     Swear,  valiant  youth, 

'  Swear,  wilt  thou  guard  mc,  if  I  fpeak  the  truth  ? 
To  this  Achilles  fwift  replies  :     «  Be  bold. 

*  Difclofe,  what  Phoebus  tells  thee,  uncontrol'd. 

*  By  him,  who,  liftening  to  thy  powerful  prayer, 

*  Reveals 'the  fecret,  I  devoutly  fwcar, 

«  That,  while  thefe  eyes  behold  the  light,  no  hand 
«  Shall  dare  to  wrong  thee  on  this  crowded  ftrand. 
«  ^ot  Atreus'  fon.    Though  now  himfclf  he  boaft 

*  The  king  of  men,  and  fovercign  of  the  hoft.' 
Then  boldly  he.     *  Nor  docs  the  god  complain 

*  Of  vows  withheld,  or  hecatombs  unllain. 

*  Chryfcis  to  her  awful  fire  refusM, 

*  The  gifts  reje6led,  and  the  pried  abusM, 

*  Call  down  thefe  judgments,  and  for  more  tliey  call, 
<  Juft  ready  on  th*  exhaufted  camp  to  fall  j 

*  Till  ranfom-free  the  damfel  is  beftow'd, 

*  And  hecatombs  are  fent  to  footh  the  god, 

*  To  Chryfa  fent.     Perhaps  Apollo's  rage 

*  The  gifts  may  expiate,  and  the  prieft  affuage.' 

He  fpokc,  and  fat.     When,  with  an  angiy  frown» 
The  chief  of  king^  updarted  from  his  throne. 
Difdain  and  vengeance  in  his  bofom  rife. 
Lour  in  his  brows,  and  fparkle  in  his  eyes  : 
Full  at  the  pried  their  fiery  orbs  he  bent. 
And  all  at  once  bis  fury  found  a  vent. 

M  4  Aujur 
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'  Augur  of  ills,  (for  never  good  to  me 
Did  that  moft  inaufpicious  voice  decree) 
For  ever  ready  to  denounce  my  woes. 
When  Greece  is  punifli^dy  I  am  ftill  the  caufe  $ 
And  now  when  Phoebus  fpreads  his  plagues  abroad,.. 
And  waftes  our  camp,  *tis  I  provoke  the  gpd^ 
Becaufe  my  blooming  captive  I  detain. 
And  the  large  ranfbm  is  produced  in  vain. 
Fond  of  the  maid,  my  queen,  in  beauty^s  pride. 
Ne'er  charmM  me  more,  a  virgin  and  a  bride  ) 
Not  Clytaemneftra  boafts  a  nobler  race, 
A  Tweeter  temper,  or  a  lovelier  face. 
In  works  of  female  ikill  hath  more  command. 
Or  guides  the  needle  with  a  nicer  hand* 
Yet  ihe  (hall  go.    The  fair  our  peace  (hall  buy  v 
Better  1  fuifer,  than  my  people  die. 
But  mark  me  well.     See  inftantly  prepared 
A  full  equivalent,  a  new  reward. 
Nor  is  it  meet,  while  each  enjoys  his  (hare. 
Your  chief  (hould  lofe  his  poftion  of  the  war : 
In  vain  your  chief}  whilft  the  dear  prize,  I  boail. 
Is  wrelled  from  me,  and  for  ever  loft.' 
To  whom  the  fwift  purfuer  quick  reply'd : 
Oh  funk  in  avarice,  and  fvvoln  with  pride  ! 
How  (hall  the  Greeks,  though  large  of  foul  they  be, 
Colle^l  their  fever'd  fpoils,  a  heap  for  thee 
To  fearch  anew,  and  cull  the  choiceft  (hare 
Amid  the  mighty  harveft  of  the  wai'  ? 
Then  yield  thy  captive,  to  the  god  refign'd, 
A(rur'd  a  tenfold  recompence  to  (ind, 

«  When 
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^  When  Joyces  decree  (hall  throw  proud  Ilion  down, 

*  And  give  to  plunder  the  devoted  town.' 

*  Think  noty  Atrides-anrwer^d^-  though  thou  (hine>. 
'  Graceful  in  beauty,  like  the  powers  divine, 

*  Think  not,  thy  wiles^  in  fpecious  word?  conveyM, 
'  From  its  finn  pnrpoie  (hall  my  foul  difTuade. 

*  Muft  I  alone  bereft  (it  down  with  (hame, 

*  And  dioQ  infulting  keep  thy  captive  dame  ? 

*  If,  as  I  aik,  the  iarge-fourd  Greeks  confcnt 
'  Full  lecompence  to  give,  I  ftand  content.. 

*  If  not :  a  prize  I  (faaJl  myfelf  decree, 

*  From  him,-  or  him,  or  eife* perhaps  from  thee; 

'  While  the  proud  prince,  defpoil-d,  (hall  rage  in  vain- 

*  But  break  we  here.    Th«  reft  let  time  explain. 

'  Launch  now  a  well-tirimM  galley  from  the  ihore» 

*  With  hands  experiencM'  at  the  bending  oar : 

*  Inclofe  the  hecatomb ;  and  then  with  care 

*  To'the  high  deck  convey  the  captive  fair. 

*  The  iacred  bark  let  fage  Ulyfles  guide, 

*  Or  Ajax,  or  Idomeneus,  prefide : 

*  Or  thou,  O  mighty  man,  the  chief  (halt  be. 

*  And  who  more  fit  to  foothe  the  god  than  thee  ?' 

*  Shamelefs,  and  poor  of  foul,*  the  prince  replici?. 
And  on  the  monarch  cafts  his  fcomful  eyes, 

*  What  Greek  henceforth  will  march  at  thy  command, 
'  In  fearch  of  danger  on  the  doubtful  ftrand  ? 

*  Who  in  the  face  of  day  provoke  the  fight, 

*  Or  tempt  the  fcci-et  ambufh  of  the  night  ? 

*  Not  I,  be  fure.     Henceforward  I  am  free. 
'  For  ne'er  was  Pnam*s  houfc  a  foe  to  me.. 

'Far 
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*  Far  from  their  inroads,  in  my  paftores  fiecd 

*  The  lowing  heifer,  and  the  pampered  ftccd, 

*  On  Phthia's  hilU  our  fruits  fecui-ely  grow, 

*  'And  ripen  carelefs  of  the  diibnt  foe, 

*  Between  whofe  realms  and  our  ThefTalian  fhoi^ 

*  Unnumber'd  mountains  rife,  and  biUcws  roar* 

*  For  thine,  and  for  thy  baffled  brother's  fame, 
'  Acrois  thofe  fcas,  difdainful  roan,  I  came  ; 

*  Yet,  infolent'  by  arbitrary  fway, 

*  Thou  talk'ft  of  feizin^on  my  rightful  prey, 

*  The  prize  whofe  purchafe  toils  and  dangers  coH:, 

*  And  given  by  fufrrage  of  the  Grecian  boil, 

*  What  town,  when  fackM  by  our  victorious  bands^ 

*  But  ftill  brought  wealth  to.  thofe  rapacious  hands  f 

*  To  me,  thus  fcorn'd,  contented  doft  thou  yield 

*  My  fliare  of  blood  in  the  tumultuous  fiM  5 

*  But  Ihll  the  flower  of  all  the  Tpoii  is  thine  ; 

*  There  claim'ft  thou  moft.     Nor  e'er  did  I  repine, 

*  VVhate'er  was  giv'n  I  took,  and  thought  it  beft, 

*  With  flaughter  tir'd,  and  panting  after  reft. 

*  To  Phthia  now,  for  I  (hall  fight  no  more, 

*  My  fliips  their  crooked  prows  ihall  turn  from  fliore* 

*  When  I  am  fcorn'd,  I  think  I  well  forefee 

*  What  fpoils  and  pillage  will  be  won  by  thee. 

*  Hence !  cry'd  the  monarch,  hence  !  without  delay : 
Think  not,  vain  man  I  my  voice  fhall  urge  thy  ftay. 

*  Others  thou  leav'ft  to  the  great  caule  inclin'd, 

*  A  league  of  kings  thou  leav'ft,  and  Jove  behind. 

*  Of  all  the  chiefs  doft  thou  oppofe  me  moft  ; 
«  Outrage  and  uproar  are  thy  only  boaft, 

<  Difcor 
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*  Difcord  and  jars  thy  joy.     But  learn  to  know, 
•^  If  thou  art  (Irong,  *tis  Jove  hath  made  thee  fo. 
«  Go,  at  thy  pleafure.     None  will  ftop  thy  way. 

*  Go,  bid  thy  bafe-bom  Myrmidons  obey. 

•  Thou,  ncr  thy  rage,  Ihall  my  refolves  fubdue  j. 

•  I  fix  my  purpofe,  and  my  threats  renew. 

•  Since  'tis  decreed  I  rauft  the  maid  reftore, 

•  A  Ihip  Hiall  waft  her  to  tir  offended  power  5 
«  But  fairBrifeis,  thy  allotted  prize, 

•  Myftif  will  feize,  and  leize  before  thy  eyes : 

*  That  thou  and  each  audacious  man  may  fee, 

*  How  vain  the  ralh  attempt  to  cope  with  me.* 
Stung  to  the  foul,  tumultuous  thoughts  began* 

This  way  and  that  to  rend  the  godlike  man. 
To  force  a  pailage  with  his  falchion  drawn," 
And  hurl  tli'  imperial  boafter  fiom  his  throne. 
He  now  refolves  :  and  now  refolves  again 
To  quell  his  fury,  and  his  arm  rcftrain. 
While  thus  by  turns  his  rage  and  rtafon  fway'd. 
And  half  unfheath'd  he  held  the  glittering  blade  j 
That  moment,  Juno,  whofe  impartial  eye 
Watch'd  o'er  them  both,  fcnt  Pallas  from  the  (ky : 
She  flew,  and  caught  his  yellow  hair  behind, 
('i'o  him  alone  the  radiant  goddcfs  fhin'd.) 
Sudden  he  tum'd,  and  ilaited  with  furprize  ; 
Rage  and  revenge  flaih'd. dreadful  in  his  eyes. 

Then  thus  with  hafty  words  :    *  O  !  heavenly-born,. 

*  Com'ft  thou  to  fee  proud  Agamemnon's  fcorn  ? 

'  But  thou  flialt  fee  (my  fword  fiiall  make  it  good) 
'  This  glutted  fand  fmoke  with  tlic  tyrant's  blood •' 
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'  To  footh  thy  foul,  the  blue-cyM  maid  replies,' 
«  (If  thou  obey  my  voice)  I  left  the  ikies. 

*  Heaven^s  queen^who  favours  both^^ravc  this  commandt  ^ 
'  Supprefs  thy.  wrath,  and  ft  ay  thy  vengeful  hand. 

*  Be  all  thy  rage  in  tauntful  words  expreft  $ 
^  But  guiltlefs  let  the  thir%  falchion  reft. 

*  Mark  what  I  fpeak.     An  hour  is  on  its  way, 

<  When  gifts  tenfold  for  this  affront  fliall  pay. 

*  Supprefs  thy  wrath ;  and  heaven- and  me  obey.* 
Then  he:  'I  yield-;  though  with  reluAant  mind. 

*  Who  yields  to  heaven  ftiall  heaven  propitious  find.* 
The  filver  hilt  clofe-grafping,  at  the  word. 

Deep  in  the  ftieath  he  plung'd  his  mighty  fword. 
The  goddefs,  turning,  darted  from  his  ftght. 
And  rtachM  Olympus  in  a  moment*8  flight. 

But  fierce  Achilles,  in  a  thundering  tone. 
Throws  out  his  wrath,  and  goes  impetuous  on  : 

«  Valiant  with  wine,  and  furious  from  the  bowl  t' 
*'  Thou  fierce-lookM  talker  with  a  coward  foull 

*  War's  glorious  peril  ever  flow  to  fliare : 

%'  Aloof  thou  view'ft  the  field  5  for- death  is  there. 

<  "Tis  greater  far  this  peacefuLcamp  to  fway, 
♦"  And  peel  the  Greeks,,  at  will,  who  difobqr : 

*  A  tyrant  lord  o'er  flaves  to  earth  debased  5 

^  For,  had  they  fouls,  this  outrage  were  thy  laft.   • 

*  But,  thou,  ray  fixM,  ray  final  peurpofe  h«ir« 

*  By  this  diead  fceptre  folcmnly  I  fwear : 

*  By  this  (which,  once  from  out  the  foreft  tom^^ 

*  Nor  leaf  nor  fliade  ftiall  ever  more  adorn } 

*  Which  never  more  its  verdure  muft  renew,-* 

'  LoppM  from  the  vital  ftem,  whejice  firft  k  grew  r 

«  But 
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•*  Butgivcn'by  Jove  the  fons  of  men  to  awe, 
'*  Now  fways  the  nations,  and  confirms  the  law) 
-*  A  day  ihall  come,  when  for  this  hour's  difdain 
••  The  Greeks  (hall  wifli  for  me,  and  wifli  in  vain  } 
'  Nor  thou,  though  griev'd,  the  wanted  aid  afford, 

*  When  heaps  on  heaps  (hall  fall  by  He£lor*s  iwordu 

*  Too  late  with  anguifh  fliall  thy  heart  he  torn, 

*  That  the  firft  Greek  was  made  the  public  fcorn.* 
He  faid.     And,  mounting  with  a  furious  bound. 

He  lUfli'd  his  ftudded  fceptre  on  the  j;rQUDd  j 

Then  fat.     Atrides,  eager  to  Jeply, 

On  the  fierce  champion  glancM  a  vengeful  eyf. 

^Twas  then,  the  madding  monarchs  to  compo(ey 
The  Py Han  prince,  the  froooth-fpeechM  Neftor  rofe* 
His  tongue  droppM  honey.    Full  of  days  was  he  i 
Two  ages  paft,  he  liv'd  the  third  to  fee  : 
And,  his  firft  race  of  fubje6ls  long  decayed. 
O'er  their  fojis  Tons  a  peaceful  fceptre  fway'd. 

*  Alas  for  Greece !  he  cries,  and  what  with  joy 

*  Shall  Priam  hear,  and  every  fon  of  Troy  I 

<  That  you,  the  firft  in  wlfdom  as  in  wars, 

*  Wafte  your  great  fouls  in  poor  ignoble  jars  I 

*  Go  to !  you  both  are  young.     Yet  oft  rever'd 

*  Greater  than  you  have  the  wife  Neftor  heard. 

*  Their  equals  never  (hall  thefe  eyes  behold : 

*  Caeneus  the  juft,  Pirithous  the  bold, 

*  Exadius,  Dryas,  bom  to  high  command^ 
4  Shepherds  of  men,  and  rulers  of  the  land, 

<  Thefeus   unrivaPd  in  his  fic^s  abodes, 

€  And  mighty  Polypheme,  a  match  for  gods* 

<  They, 
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<  In  vain  thou  nodd'ft  from  thy  imperial  throne. 

*  Thy  vafTals  fecit  elfewherc  :  for  I  am  none. 

*  But  brcalc  we  here.     The  fair,  though  juftly  mine, 

*  With  fword  undrawn  I  purpofe  to  rcfign. 

*  On  aught  bcfide,  I  once  for  all  command, 

*  Lay  not,  I  charge  thee,  thy  prefumptuous  hand. 

*  Come  not  within  my  reach.     Nor  dare  advance. 

*  Or  thy  hearts  blood  (hall  reek  upon  my  lance.' 
Thus  both  in  foul  debate  pi'oiong'd  the  day. 

The  council  broke,  each  takes  his  feparate  way. 
Achilles  feeks  his  tent  with  reftlefs  mind ; 
Pafroclus  and  his  train  move  How  behind. 

Mean  time,  a  bark  was  hauPd  along  the  fand, 
Twice  ten  fclc^lcd  Greeks,  a  brawny  band. 
Tug  the  tough  oars,  at  the  great  king's  command. 
The  gifts,  tlie  hecatomb,  the  captive  fair* 
Are  all  intrufted  to  Ulyfles'  care. 
They  mount  the  deck.     The  vclTcl  takes  its  flight, 
Bounds  o'er  the  furge,  and  IcfTens  to  the  fight. 

Next  he  ordains  along  the  winding  coaft 
By  hallow'd  rites  to  purify  the  hoft. 
A  herd  of  chofen  vi6lim8  they  provide. 
And  caft  their  offals  on  the  briny  tide. 
Fat  bulls  and  goats  to  great  Apollo  die. 
In  clouds  the  favory  lleam  afcends  the  iky. 

The  Greeks  to  heaven  their  folemn  vows  addreftj 
But  dire  revenge  roll'd  in  the  monarch's  bread. 
Obfequious  at  his  call  two  heralds  ftand  : 
To  them  in  frowns  he  gives  this  harfh  command. 
'  Ye  heralds^  to  Achilles'  tent  repair ; 

^  Thence  fwift  the  female  flave  Brifeis  bear. 

<  With 
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^  With  anas,  if  diibbcy^d,  mjfOfwin  tooK. 
•^  Bid  bim  rtfiga  bcr,  or  he  tcmpCs  his  doom/ 

^The  heralds^  though  unwillingly,  4ibtj, 
Along  the  iea-beat  fmrc  th^  fpccd  thdr  way:: 
And»  DOwtheMyniiidonianqoartar|Mift» 
At  hit  tent^doorthcy^nd  the  hero  placed. 
l>iftiii4>M  the  lolemn  mHlengeri  hefaw : 
Theytoo  Aood  filent,  with  refpedful  awe, 
-Before  ihe  royal  yoath,  they  neither  Ijioke. 
Jle  gucfsM  their  meSbgt,  and  the  fiJcnce  broke : 

*  Ye  miniftert  of  gods  and  men,  draw  near, 
'*  Not  you,  but  him  whofe  hendds  ye  appear, 
<  iRobh!d  of  my  right  I  blame.    Patroclus,  bring 

*  The  damfel  forth  for  this  difdainliil  king. 

*  Svt  ye,  my  wrongs,  O  heralds,  bear  in  min4, 

*  And  clear  me  tothe  gods -and  all  mankind, 
^  £v*n  to  your  thoughtlefs  king^  if  ever  more 

*  My- aid  be  wanted  on  the  hoftile-ihore. 

*  Thoughtless  he  is,  fior  knows  his  certain  doom, 
■*  Blind  to  the  paft,  nor  iees  the  woes  to  come, 

^  His  beft  defence  thus  raftily  to  forgo, 
^*  And  leave  a  naked  army  to  the  foe. 

He  ceas*d.     Patroclus  his  dear  friend  obeyed. 
And  ufheiM  in  the  lovely  weeping  maid. 
Sore  fighM  (he,  as  the  heralds  took  her  hand. 
And  lOft  look'd  back  flow-moving  o'er  the  ftrand. 

The  widowed  hero,  when  the  fair  was  gone, 
JFar  from  his  friends  fat  bath'd  in  tears  alone. 
iOn  the  cold  beach  he  fat,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
Where  black  with  ftorras  the  curling  billows  rife. 

And 
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/And  as  the  fei  vride-rolii  ng  hefurveyM, 

'  AVith  QUt-Anetch'd  arme  to  his  fond  mother  prayed  : 

*  Since  to  fhort  life  thy  haplefs  fon  was  born^ 
'  Great  Jore  ftands  bound  by  promife  to  adorn 

'  *  His  ftinted  courfe,  with  an  immortal  name. 

*  Is  this  the  greiat  amends  ?  the  promised  fame  F 

*  The  fon  of  Atreus,.  praud  of  lawlefs  fway, 
«  Demands,,  poflTeffcs,  and  enjoys  my  prey/ 

Near  her  old  iire  enthroned,  ?&e  heard  him  weep 
From  the  low  filent  caverns  of  the  deep  : 
Then  in  a  morning  mift  her  head  flie  rears, 
Sits  by  herfoD,  and  mingles  tears  with  tears; 
Clofe  gra%6  her  >darling*s  hand.     *  My  fon,  die  cries, 

*  Why  heaves  thy  heart?  and  why  overflow  thy  eyes  ? 

<  Oh  tall  OM,  tell  thy  ntotl>er  all  thy  care, 

*  That  botli  may  know  itv  and  that  both  may  fliare.' 

*  Oh  !  goddefs  V  cry'd  he,  with  an  inward  groan, 

*  Thou  know'ft  it  all ;  to  thee  are  all  things  known. 

*  Eetian  Thebes  we  iack'd,  their  ranfack'd  towers, 
*•  The  pliinder  of  a. people,  ail  was  ours. 

*  We  ftood  agreed  the  booty  to  divide. 

*  Chrylieis  rofy-cheek'd,  and  glofly-ey*d, 

*  Fell  to  the  king ;  but  holy  Chryfes  bore 

«  Vaft  gifts  of  ranfom,  to  the  tented  ftiore  i 

*  His  fceptre  ftretching  forth  (the  golden  rod 

*  Hung  round  with  haUowM  garlands  of  his  god) 

*  Of  all  the  hod,  of  every  princely  chief, 

<  But  firft  of  Atreus'  fons,  he  begg'd  relief. 

*  Throughout  the  hoft  confenting  murmurs^  ran, 
'  To  yield  her  to  the  venerable  man  % 

-N  « But 
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<  But  the  harfh  king  den^r'd  to  do  him  right, 

*  And  drove  the  trembling  prophet  from  his  iight«    - 

*  Apollo  heard  hi&injur'd  fuppliant's. cry, 

*  And  dealt  his  arrows  through  thV  infected  iky ; 
'  The  fwift  contagion,  fent  foy  hia  commands, 

'  Swept tlirough the camp,and thinnM theGrecianbands. 

*  The  guilty  <:aule  a  facred  augur  (how'd, 

*  And  I  firll  mov*d  to  mitigate  the  god. 

<  At  this- the  tyrant  ftorm'd,  and  vengeance  vow'd.| 
'  And  now  too  foon  hath  made  his  threatnings  good* 

<  Chryfeis  firft  with  gifts  to  Chryfa  fent, 

<  His  heralds  came  thrs  moment  to  my  tent, 

*  And  bore  Brifei's  thence,  my  beauteous  Have, 

<  Th\  allotted  prize,  which  the  leagued  Grecians  gave. 

*  Thou  goddefs,  then,  and  thou,  I  know,  haft  power, 

*  For  thine  own  fon  the  miglit  of  Jove  implore. 

*  Oft  in  my  father's  houfe  I  've  heard  thee  tell, 

*  When  fudden  fears  on  heaven's  great  monarch  fell, 
'  Thy  aid  the  rebel  deities  o'^ercame, 

«  And  favM  the  mighty  thunderer  from  fhame. 

<  Pallas,  and  Neptune,  and  great  Juno,  bound 

*  The  fire  In  chains,  and  hem'd  their  fovereign  round* 

*  Thy  voice,  O  goddefs,  broke  their  idle  bands, 

*  And  caird  the  giant  of  the  hundred  hands, 

*  The  prodigy,  whom  heaven  and  earth  revere, 

*  Briareus  nam'd  above,  -^geon  here. 

<  His  father  Neptune  he  in  ftrength  furpafsM  j 

*  At  Jove's  right  hand  his  hideous  form  he.plac'd, 
«  Proud  of  his  might.     The  gods  with  fccret  dread, 

*  Beheld  the  huge  enormous  fliape  andfled. 

^Jlemind 
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Remind  him  then  :  for  well  thou  know*ft  the  art : 
Go,  clafp  his  knees,  and  melt  his  mighty  heart. 
Let  the  driven  Argians,  hunted  o'er  the  plaint 
Seek  the  laft  verge  of  this  tempe  ftuous  main  : 
There  let  them  perifli,  void  of  all  relief, 
My  wrongs  remember,  and  enjoy  their  chief. 
Too  late  with  angiiifh  fliall  his  heart  be  torn. 
That  the  firft  Greek  was  made  the  public  fcom.' 
Then  <he  (with  tears  her  azure  eyes  ran  o'er  j) 
Why  bore  I  thee !  or  nourifh'd,  when  I  bore  I 
Bleft,  if  within  thy  tent,  and  free  from  ftrife. 
Thou  might'ft  poiTefs  thy  poor  remains  of  life. 
Thy  dea6i  approaching  now  the'  fates  fore(how.| 
Short  is  thy  deftin'd  term,  and  full  of  woe. 
Ill-fated  thop  1  and  oh  unhappy  I ! 
But  hence  to  the  celeftial  courts  I  fly. 
Where,  hid  in  fnow,  to  heaven  Olympus  fwells. 
And  Jove,  rejoicing  in  his  thunder,  dwells. 
Meantime,  my  fon,  indulge  thy  juft  difdain : 
Vent  all  thy  rage,  and  fliun  the  hoftile  plain. 
Till  Jove  returns.    Laft  night  my  waves  he  crofs'd, 
And  fought  the  diftant  Ethiopian  coaft : 
Along  the  fkies  his  radiant  courfe  he  fteer'd. 
Behind  him  all  the  train  of  gods  appeared, 
A  bright  proceflion.     To  the  holy  feafl: 
Of'blamelefs  men  he  goes  a  grateful  gueft. 
To  heaven  becomes,  when  twice  fix  days  are  o'er ! 
Then  (hall  his  voice  the  fire  of  gods  implore. 
Then  to  my  lofty  manfion  will  I  pafs. 
Founded  on  rocks  of  ever^during  brafs ; 

N  a  , «  There 


*  There  wil  Iclafp  his  Jkneeft  with  woiued  aitv 
'  Nor  doabt,  my  fon,  but  I  ihall  melt  his  heait*.* 

Sheoeat'-d:  and- left  him  loft  in  dcwbtful.  car^^ 
And  bent^on  vengeance  for  the  nvifli'd  fair. 

But,  fafe  airriy'd  near  Chryfa^s  facred  ftrand> 
The  fage  UiyiTes  now  advanced  to  land. 
Along  thex:oaft1ie  flioots  with  iwelling  gales. 
Then  lowers  the  lofty  raaft,  and  furls  the  fail^j 
Next  plies  to  port  with  many  a  well-tim^d  oar> 
And  drops  his  anchors  near  the  faithful  ihore« 
The  bark  now  fixM  amidft  the  rolling  tide, 
Chryfeis  follows  her  experience  guide  : 
The  gifts  to  Phoebus  from  the  Grecian  hoft^ 
A  herd  of  bulls  went  bellowing  JCktv  the  coaft. 
To  the  god's  fane,  high  looking  o'er  tlya  laitdy 
He  led,  and  near  the  altar  took  his  ftand. 
Then  gave  her  to  the  joyful  father's;  hand. 

<  All  hail !  Atrides  fets  thyjdaughter  free, 

*  Sends  offerings  to  thy  god,  and  gifts  to  thee^ 

'  But  thou  intreat  the  ^owear,-whofe  dreadful  fway 

*  Afflifts  his  camp,  and  fweeps  his  hoft  away.' 
He  faid,  and  gavcjier.    The  fond  father  fmird 

With  fecrct  rapture^  and  embrac'd  his  child« 

The  vi^ms  new  they  range  in  chofen  bands, 
And  offer  gift»-wkh  unpoHuted  hands  : 
When  with  lotid  voice,  and  arms  up-rear'd  in  air. 
The  hoary pricft prefer'd  this  powerful  prayer: 
*  Dread  .warrior  with  the  iiWer  bow,  give,  oar  s 

*  Patron  of  Chryfa  and  of  Cilia,  hear. 

*  About  this  dome  thou  walk'fbthy. confhmt round  t 
<  Still  have  my  vows'ihy  power  propicious. found. 

•  <  RousM 


nOUti'S  ILtTAC,   SoOK  I.      ff!8iE 
'  Rous^  by  myprayers'cv'iiiiew  thy  vengeance  burns^ 
«  Andifinit  bythee,  -the  Grecian  array  mourns. 
•  Hear  me  once  mote  ^  .and  let  the  fuppliant  foe 
*•  Avert  thy  wrath,  ami  »ifeick  thy  dreadful  bow.' 

He  pray'd  :  and  great  Apollo  heard  his  pi*aycr. 
The  fuppliantB  -nowtbeir  votive  rites  prepaie :' 
Amid  the  flames  they  caft  tthe  hallowM  breads 
And:hoanren-wavd  tm-n^each  vi6tim*s  de(lm*d  head : 
Next  Aay  the  fatted  bulls,  their  ikins  divide. 
And  from  «ach  carcafe  rend  the  fmoking.  bide^ 
On  every  iknb  large Tolk  of  fet  beftow. 
And  chofen  moriels  round  the  offerings  ftrovir : 
MyfUrioiM  rites.    Then  on  the  fire  divine 
The  great  high  prieft  .pours  forth  the  ruddy  wine  j 
Himfelf  the  offering  burns.     On  either  baud 
A  troop  of  youths,  in  decent  order,  iland. 
On  iharpen'd  forks,  obedient  to  the  fire. 
They  turn  the  tafleful  fragments  in  the  fire. 
Adorn  the  feafl,  fee  every  difh  well  -(tor'd. 
And  ferve  the  plenteous  mtfles  to  the  board.  • 

When  now  the  various  feaits  had  chcar'd  their  fouls. 
With  fp:irkljng  wines  they  crown  the  generous  bowls. 
The  firft  libations  to  Apollo  pay. 
And  fblemnize  with  facred  hymns  the  day : 
His  praife  in  16  Pxans  loud  they  fmg. 
And  footh  the  rage  of  the  far-fhooting  king. 
At  evening,,  through  the  fliore  difpers'd,  they  fleep, 
HufhM  by  the  diltant  roarings  of  the  deep. 

When  now,  afcending  from  the  (hades  of  night, 
Aurora  glow'd  in  all  her  rofy  light, 

N  3  Thf. 
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The  daughter  of  the  dawn :  th*  awakenM  crew 
Back  to  the  Greeks  encampM  their  courfe  renew* 
The  breezes  freihen :  for  with  friendly  gales 
Apollo  fwell'd  their  wide>  diftended,  fails : 
Cleft  by  the  rapid  prow,  the  waves  divide. 
And  in  hoarie  murmurs  break  on  either  fide. 
In  fafety  to  the  deftin'd  port  they  pafsM, 
And  fix*d  their  bark  with  grappling  haulfers  faftj 
Then  draggM  her  farther,  on  the  dry-land  coaft. 
Regained  their  tents,  and  mingled  in  the  hoft. 

But  fierce  Achilles,  ftill  on  vengeance  bent, 
Cheri(h'd  his  wrath,  and  madden'd  in  his  tent. 
Th^  alTembled  chiefs  he  ihunM  with  high  difdain^ 
A  band  of  kings  :  nor  fought  the  hoftile  plain  } 
But  longM  to  hear  the  diftant  troops  engage. 
The  ftrife  grow  doubtful,  and  the  battle  rage. 

Twelve  days  were  paft  j  and  now  th'  ethereal  train, 
Jove  at  their  head,  to  heaven  return'd  again  : 
"When  Thetis,  from  the  deep  prepared  to  rife. 
Shot  through  a  big-fwol'n  wave,  and  piercM  the  (kies. 
At  early  morn  (he  reached  the  realms  above. 
The  court  of  gods,  the  refidence  of  Jove. 

On  the  top-point  of  high  Olympus,  crown'd 
With  hills  on  hills,  him  far  apart  (he  found. 
Above  the  reft.     The  earth  beneath  difplay'd 
(A  boundlefs  profpe^)  his  broad  eye  furvey'd. 
Her  left  hand  grafpM  his  knees,  her  right  Ihe  reared,. 
And  touch'd  with  blandilhment  his  awful  beard  j 
Then,  fuppliant,  with  fubmiflfive  voice  implor'd 
Old  Saturn's  fon,  the  god  by  gods  adoi'd  ; 
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•  If  e'er,  by  rebel  deities  oppreft, 
^  tAj  aid  relievM  thee,  grant  this  one  requeft. 

*  Since  to  fliort  life  my  haplefs  fon  was  born, 

*  Do  thou  with  fame  the  fcanty  fpace  adorn. 

'  Punifli  the  king  of  men,  whofe  lawlefs  fway 

'  Hath  ihaniM  the  youth,  and  feizM  his  deftin'd  prey. 

*  Awhile  let  Troy  prevail,  that  Greece  may  grieve, 

*  And  doubled  honours  to  my  offspring  give.* 
She  faid*    The  god  vouchfafd  not  to  reply 

(A  deep'^'fufpence  fat  in  his  thoughtful  eye)  :. 
Onc&  more  around  his  knees  the  goddefs  clung. 
And  to  foft  accents  form'd  her  artful  tongue : 
•Oh  !  fpeak.     Or  grant  me,  or  deny  my  prayer. 

*  Fear  not  to  fpeak,  what  I  am  doomed  to  bear ; . 

*  That  I  may  know,  if  thou  my  prayer  deny, 
'  The  moft  defpis'd  of  all  the  gods  am  I,' 

With  a  deep  figh  the  Thundering  Power  replies  i 

*  To  what^  a  height  will  Juno's  anger  rife  ! 

«  Still  doth  her  voice  before  the  gods  upbraid 

*  My  partial  hand,  that  gives  the  Trojans  aid. 

*  I  grant  thy  fuit.     But,  hence  !  depart  unfeen, 

*  And  fhun  the  fight  of  heaven's  fufpicious  queen. 

*  Believe  my  nod,  the  great,  the  certain  fign, 

'  When  Jove  propitious  hears  the  powers  divine  j 

*  The  (ign  that  ratifies  my  high  command, 

<  That  thus  I  will :  and  what  I  will  fhall  (land.' 

This  faid,  his  kingly  brow  the  fire  inclined  j 
The  large  black  curls  fell  awful  from  behind. 
Thick  fhadowing  the  ftem  forehead  of  the  god ;  - 
Olympus  trembled  at  th'  aln^ighty  nod. 

N  4  The 
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The  goddefs  CmiVd  :  tfnd,  with  a  fiidden  leap,  -. 
From  the  high  mountain  plungM  into  the  daep* 

But  Jove  repaired  to  his  celeftial  towers  : 
And,  as  he  rofe,  up-rofe  tV  immortal  powers-. 
In  ranks,  on  either  fide,   th'  aflembly  caft, 
Bow'd  down,  and  did  obeifance  as  he  pafa-d.  . 

To  him  enthron'd  (for  whifpering  ftie  had  f«esr  - 
Clofe  at  his  knees  the  fUver-footed  queen. 
Daughter  of  him,  who,  low  beneath  the  tides^  v 
Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  refides) .. 
Big  with  invectives,  Juno  ijlpice  broke. 
And  thus,  opprobrious,  her  refentments  fpdtce:  . 

'  Falfe  Jove  !  what  goddefs  whifpering  did  1  fee  i 

*  O  fond  of  counfels^  ftiJl  conceard  from  mej 

*  To  me,  neglefted,  thou  wilt  ne^er  impart 

*  One  fingle  thought  of  thy  clofe-coverM  heart.? 
To  whom  the  Sire  of  gods  and  men  reply'd  y 

*  Strive  not  to  find,  what  I  decree  to  hide. 

*  Laborious  were  the  fearch,  and  vain  the  ftrife, 

*  Vain  ev'n  for  thee,  my  fifter  and  my  wife. 

*  The  thoughts  and  counfels,  proper  to  declare, 
'  Nor  god  nor  ijiortal  /hall  before  thee  fhare ; 

*  But,  what  my  fecret  wifclom  fhall  ordain, 

*  Think  not  to  reach,  for  know  the  thought  were  vaiiu 
*  Dread  Saturn's  fon,  why  fo  fevere  ?'  replies 

*  The  Goddefs  of  the  large  majeftic  eyes. 

*  Thy  own  dark  thoughts  at  pleafure  hide,  or  ihow^ 

*  Ne'er  have  I  alkM,  nor  now  afpire  to  know, 

*  Nor  yet  my  fears  are  vain,  nor  came  unfeen- 

*  To  thy  high  throne  the  lilver-footed  queen, 

«  Daughter 
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« ■  Daughter  of  'liim,  who  low  beneath  the  tides 

*  Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  refides. 

«  Thy  nod  aflbres  melhewas  not  denyM  : 

«  And  Greece  nrnft  pcrifti  for  a  madman's  pride.*  ' 

To  whom  the  god,  whofe  hand  the  tempeft  form«. 
Drives  clouds  on  cIoiids,andblacken8'heaven  with  ftorms^ 
Thus  wTMfcfiri  anfwer'd  <   *  Doll  thou  ftill  complain  i 

*  Perplexed  .for  ever,  and  pcrplexM  in  vain1 

*  Shovld'ft  <how  difclofe  the  dwk  ev«n/t  to  come,  =. 

*  How  wilt  thou  ftop  th*  irrevocable  tioom  ! 

*'  This  fenree  the  more  to  fliarpen^  my  difdain ; 

<  And  wtoe^feefesn  but  lengthen  out  thy  pain. 
«  Be  iilest  then,    Difpate  ncft  ray  command  $ 

'  Nor  tempt  the  foroe  of  this  fuperior  hand  t 

<  Left  aH  the  gods,  around  thee  leagirVl,  engage  ' 

*  In  vain  to  fliield  thee  from  my  kindled  rage/ 
Mute  and  abafh'd  fiie  fat  without -reply. 

And  downward  turn'd  her  large  majeftic  eye. 
Nor  further  d^rft  tli'  offended  fire  provoke  : 
The  gods  around  him  trembled,  as  he  fpok-e. 
When  Vulcan,  for  his  mother  fore  diftreft, 
Turn'd  orator,  and  thus  his  fpeech  addrefs'd  i 
*  Hard  is  our  fate,  if  men  of  mortal  line 

*  Stir  up  debate  among  the  powers  divine, 

«  If  things  on  earth  difturb  the  bleft  abodes, 

*  And  mar  th'  ambrofial  banquet  of  the  gods  ! 

*  Then  let  my  mother  once  be  rulM  by  me, 

*  Though  much  more  wife  than  I  pretend  to  be : 

*  Let  me  advife  her  filent  to  obey, 

4  And  due  fubmiiiioii  to  our  father  pay« 

•Not 
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'  Nor  force  again  his  glootny  rage  to  liTe^ 

*  Ill-timM,  and  damp  the  revels  of  the  ikies. 

*  For  fhouldhe  tofi^  her  from  th*  Olympian  hill, 
^  Who  could  refiil  the  mighty  monarch's -will? 

*  Then  thou  to  love  the  Thunderer  reconcile, 

*  And  tempt  him  kindly  on  us  all  to  fmile/ 
He  laid.:  and  in  hts  tottering  hands  np-bore 

A  double  goblet^  fiird,  and  foaming  o^er. 

'  Sit  down,  dear  mother,  with  a  heart  content^. 

*  Nor  urge  a  more  difgraceful  puniflunent, 

*  Which  if  great  Jove  infli£(,  poor  ly.difmay^d^ 

*  Mud  ftand  aloofy  nor  dare  to  give  thee  aid* 

*  Great  Jove  ihall  reign  for  ever,  uncontrords 

*  Remember,  when  I  took  thy  part  of  old, 

*  Caught  by  the  heel  he  fvmng  me  round  on  high,. 

*  And  headlong  hurlM  mt  from  th'  ethereal  flcy  t 

'  From  mom  to  noon  I  fell,  from  noon  to  night  5 

*  Till  pkchM  on  Lemnos,  a  mod  piteous  (ight, 

*  The  Sintians  hardly  could  my  breath  recall, 
«  Giddy  and  gafping  with  the  dreadful  fall. 

She  i'mird  :  and,  fmiling,  her  white  arm  diiplay^d 
To  reach  the  bowl  her  aukward  fon  convey'd. 
From  right  to  left  the  generous  bowl  he  crown'd. 
And  dealt  the  rofy  ne6tar  fairly  round. 
The  gods  laughM  out,  unweary'd,  as  they  fpy'd 
The  bufy  (kinker  hop  from  fide  to  fide. 

Thus,  fcafting  to  the  full,  they  pafs'daway. 
In  blifsful  banquets,  all  the  live-long  day. 
Nor  wanted  melody.     With  heavenly  art 
The  Mufes  fung  j  each  Mufe  performed  her  part,-.   . 

Alternate. 
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Alternate  warbling  s  while  the  golden  ]7re». 

TouchM  by  Apollo,  led  the  vocal  choir. 

The  fun  at  length  declined,  when  every  gueft 

Sought  his  bright  palace,  and  withdrew  to  reil } 

Each  had  his  palace  on  ^*  Olympian  hill, 

A  mafter-piece  of  Vulcan's  matchlefs  ikill. 

Ev'n  he,  the  god,  who  heaven's  great  fcepter  fwaysi. 

And  frowns  amid  the  lightning's  dreadful  blaze. 

His  bed' of  (late  a£cending,  lay  composM  ; 

His  eyes  a  fweet  refreihing  (lumber  clos'd  x 

And  at  his  (ide,  all  glorious  to  behold. 

Was  Juno  lodg'd  in  her  alcove  of  gold. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  WARWICK,  ON  THE 
DEATH  OF  MR.  ADDISON. 

IF,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  Mufe  hath  ftay'd^ 
And  left  her  debt  to  Addifon  unpaid,, 
Blame  not  her  filence,  Warwick,  but  bemoan. 
And  judge,  oh  judge,  my  bofom  by  your  own. 
What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires ! 
Slow  comes  the  verfe  that  real  woe  infpires : 
Grief  unaffefted  fults  but  ill  with  art. 
Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart. . 

Can  I  forget  the  difmal  night  that  gave 
My  foul's  beft  part  for  ever  to  the  grave  I 
How  nient  did  his  old  companions  tread. 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  manfions  of  the  dead. 
Through  breathing  ftatues,  then  unheeded  things. 

Through  rows  of  warriors,  and  through  walks  of  kings  I 

Whit 
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What  awe  ^Kd  the  flow  foletmi  ^cnfeH  infpire  j 
The  pealing  org«)>  ftadtJife  penrfing  cfeok  | 
The  duties  4ijr  tlie  lawn-rob'd-prcifttc  pay*d  5 
And  the  laft -words,  that  dnft  to  dtift  conrey'd  ! ' 
While  fpeechlefs  o>r  thy  tlcrfhig  grave  we  bend,  » 
Accept  thcfe  tears,  tiion  dear  departed  fnend. 
Ot,  gone  fer  ever  !  take  tiiis  Icmg  adictt  j 
And  fleep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montague, » 
To  ftrew  frefli  laurels^  let  thei:aflc  be  mine, 
A  frequent  ^Igrim,  at  thy  iacred  Oiritie  5 
Mine  with  true  fighs  thfy  abfence  to  htmban^  -, 
And  grave  with  faithful  epitaphs  Ay  ftone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memorial  part. 
May  fliame  affiift  this  alienated  heart  5 
Of  thee  forgetful  if  I  form  a  fang, 
My  lyre  be  broken,  and  untuned  my  tong\ic,  > 
My  grief  be  doubled  from  thy  image  free. 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchaftis'd  by  thee. 
Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aides  alone. 
Sad  luxuiyl  to  vulgar  minds  unknown. 
Along  the  walls  where  fpeaking  marbles  (how 
What  worthies  form  the  hallowM  mould  below ; 
Proud  names,  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  held  § 
In  arms  who  triumphed  ;  or  in  arts  excelled ; 
Chiefs,  grac'd  with  fears,  and  prodigal  of  blood  j- 
Stern  patriots,  who  for  facred  freedom  ftood-j 
Juft  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws -were  given; 
And  faints  who  taught,  and  led,  the  way  to  heaven  j 
Ne'er  to  thefe  chambers,  where  the  mighty  reft. 
Since  their  foundation,  came  a  nobler  gueftj 

No 


-ON  TI«  IteATH  OF  MR.  ADDISON.  ;i«f 

.  Nor  e'er  was  to  thtf  bowers  of  Wifs  conveyed 

.  A  fairer  fpirit  or  more  welcome  fhade. 

In  what  new  region,  to  the  jiift  alllgn'd, 
What  new  employments  pleafe  th'  unbody'd  min^; 
A  winged-  f^irtur,  through  th*  ethereal  iky, 
From  world  to  world  unweary'd  does  he  fly  ? 
Or  curiotw  trace  the  long  laborious  mfize 
Of  heaven's  decrees,  where  wondering  angels  gaze  ? 
Does  be  deKght  to  bear  bold  feraphs  tell 
How  Michael  battle'd,  and  the  dragon  fell  j 
Or,  mix'd  with  milder  cherubim,  to  glow 
In  hymns -of  love,  not  ill  eflkyVl  below? 
Or  doft  thou  warn  poor  mortals  left  behind, 

.  A  talk  well-fuited  to  thy  gentle  mind  ? 

.  Oh  !  if  fcanetime»  thy  fpotlefs  form  deicehd  j 
To  me,  thy  aid,  thou  guanlian  genius,  lend  ! 
When  rage  mifguides  me,  or  when  fear  alarm?. 
When  pain  diftrefTes,  or  when  pleafure  charms. 
In  filent  whifperings  purer  thoughts  impart. 
And  turn  from  ill,  a  frail  and  feeble  heart; 
Lead  through  the  i>ath8  thy  virtue  trod  before. 
Till  blifs  ihall  join,  nor  death  can  part  us  more. 

That  awful  form,  which,  fo  the  heavens  decree, 
Muft  ftill  be  lov'd  and  ftill  deplorM  by  me  j 
In  nightly  vifions  feldom  fails  to  rife. 
Or,  roas*d  by  Fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 
If  bufinefs  calls,  or  crouded  courts  invite  j 
Th'  unblemifhM  ftatefman  fecms  to  ftrike  my  fight; 
Jf  in  the  ftage  I  feck  to  footh  my  care ; 
I  meet  his  foul  which  breathes  in  Cato  there] 

+  If 
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If  penfive  to  the  rural  (hades  I  rovej 

His  fhape  o'ertakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove  5 

'Tviras  there  of  juft  and  good  he  reafon'd  ftrong, 

Clear'd  ibme -great  truth,  or  raised  fome  ferious  fong:: 

There  patient  fliowM  us  the  wife  courie  to  fteer, 

A  candid  cenfor,  and  a  friend  ievere ; 

There  taught  us  how  to  live  j  and  (oh  I  too  high 

The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  bow  to  die. 

Thou  hill,  whofe  brow  the  antique  ftni^res  grace, 
Rear'd  by  bold  chiefs  of  Warwick's-  noble  race. 
Why,  oncrfo  lov*d,  when-e'er  thy-bo^jyer  appear^ 
O'er  my  dim  eye-balls  glance  the  fudden  tears  ! 
How  fweet  were  once  thy  profpe^ls  frelh  and  fair. 
Thy  (loping  walks,  and  unpolluted  air  I 
How  fweet  th^  glooms  beneath  thy  aged  trees. 
Thy  noon-tide  ihadow,  and  thy  evening  breeze  I 
His  image  thy  forfaken  bowers  reilore ; 
Thy  walks  and  airy  profpefts  charm  no  more  j 
No  more  the  fummer  in  thy  glooms  allay'd. 
Thy  evening  breezes,  and  thy  noon-day  (hade. 

From  other  ills,  however  Fortune  frown'd  j 
Some  refuge  in  the  Mufe*s  art  I  found  5 
Relu£lant  now  I  touch  the  trembling  (bing. 
Bereft  of  him,  who  taught  me  how  to  fmg; 
And  thefe  fad  accents,  murmur'd  o'er  his  urn. 
Betray  that  abfence,  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
O  I  muft  I  then  (now  fre(h  my  bofom  bleeds. 
And  Craggs  in  death  to  Addifon  fucceeds) 
The  verfe,  begun  to  one  loft  friend,  prolong. 
And  weep  a  fecond  in  th'  un£ni(h'd  fong ! 

Thefe 
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Thefe  works  divine^  which  on  his  dea^-bed  laid 
To  thee,  O  Craggs,  th*  expiring  fage  convey'd. 
Greats  but  ilI-omen*d  monument  of  fame. 
Nor  he  furviv^d  to  give,  nor  thou  to  claim. 
■Swift  after  him  thy  focial  fpirit  flies. 
And  clofe  to  his,  how  foon !  thy  coffin  lies. 
Bicft  pair  !  whofe  union  future  bards  fliall  tell 
Jb  futiure  tongues  :  each  other's  boaft !  farewel, 
.Farewel !  whom,  joinM  in  fame,  in  friendfhip  tryM, 
No  chance  could  fever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 


COLIN     AND     LUCY. 
A      BALLAD. 

OF  Leinfter,  fam*d  for  maidens  fair. 
Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace  ^ 
Nor  e'er  did  Liffy's  limpid  ftream 

Refleft  fo  fweet  a  face  : 
Till  lucklefs  love,  and  pining  care, 

ImpairM  her  rofy  hue. 
Her  coral  lips,  and  damaflc  cheeks, 
And  eyes  of  glofly  blue, 

■Oh !  have  you  feen  a  lily  pale^ 

When  beating  rains  defcend  ? 
So  droopM  the  (low-confuming  maid, 

tier  life  now  near  its  end. 
By  Lucy  warn'd,  of  flattering  fwains 

Take  heed,  ye  cafy  fair : 
«Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vows^ 

Yc  pcrjur'd  fwain»,  beware, 

There 
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Tbire  rioies^  ail  in.  rhrdrad  of  ni|^ 

A  heil  was  hranri  ta  nn^r 
And  ilirickiug  ac  iux  windgarifaace^ 

The  ravesL  iiap'd  Iii^  wiii^ 
To<v  weil  the  Iove>tf»ni.  maiiieiL  katim 

The  'Uilanxt  bodioK  ibiuui  ^ 
And  thn«,  in  ijia^  wonUr  hdyiiiff 

The  virgins  wet^io^  covid  s 

**  T  h«ttr  a  -rD'ce,  ywi  cannot  Eear^ 

'*  U-^icFi  IJiy'i,  IfttaftnccfcLyi 
'^  I  fee  » inmii;  719V  cxMot  ftsv 

''  Which  beckons  sbt  swa^. 
''  Br  a  falie  heart,  aad  broken  tows, 

**  In  earljr  yctitli  I  die : 
''  W^ltobkMnc,  Iiecaoiekbliiye 

'^  V/as  thrice  as  ntk  as  I  ? 

**  Af,  C/>lin  !  give  net  her  thy  vows, 

*'  Vow«  due  to  me  alone  : 
**  Nor  Then:,  fond  maidy  receive  his  kifs, 

"  Nor  ti.ink  him  all  thy  own. 
**  To-morrow,  in  the  church  tawed, 

♦'  Impatient,  both  prepare ! 
*"*  But  know,  fond  maid  5  and  know,^^  falie  man, 

*'  7  hat  Lucy  will  be  there ! 

♦'  Then  bear  my  corfe,  my  comradee,  bear, 
"  This  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet« 

*'  He  in  his  wedding-trim  fo  gay,. 
**  J  in  nyr  winding- (beet, " 

She 
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She  fpoke,  fhe  dyM>  her  corfe  was  borne» 

'The  bridegroom  blithe  to  inctt« 
He  in  his  wedding-trim  Co  gay. 

She  in  her  winding-dieet. 

Then  what  were  perJurM  C<)lin^8  thoughts  ? 

How  were  thefe  nuptials  kept  f 
.The  bridefmen  fiock*d  round  Lucy  dead* 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
•Confufiony  Ihame,  remorle,  defpair. 

At  once  his  bofom  fweli  t 
The  damps  of  deadi  bedewM  his  brow» 

He  (hook,  he  groan'd,  he  fell. 

From  the  vain  bride,  ah,  bride  no  more ! 

The  varying  crimfon  fled, 
Wlien,  ftretchM  before  her  rivaPs  corfj;. 

She  faw  her  huiband  dead* 
Then  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

ConveyM  by  trembling  fwains, 
•One  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  fod. 

For  e«er  he  remaina. 

Oft  at  this  grave,  the  conftant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  feen ; 
With  garlands  gray,  and  true-love  knotty 

They  deck  the  facred  green,; 
But,  fwain  forfworn,  whoe'er  thou  art. 

This  hallow'd  fpot  forbear  j 
Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate. 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there* 

O  TO 
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TO  SIR  GOM^REY  KNELLER  AT  HIS 
COtTNTRY  SEAT. 

TO  Whitton's  fliades^  and  Hounflow's  airy  fUun, 
Thou>  Kneiler,  tak'ft  thy  fammer  flights  in  valn^ 
In  vain  thy  wilh  gives  aU  thy  rcural  hours 
To  the  fair  villa,  and  well-ordered  boinrers  j' 
To  court  thy  pencil  early  at  thy  gates. 
Ambition  knocks,  and  fleefii^  Beauty  waks| 
The  boaftful  Miiie,  of  ethei's  fame  fo  Rite^ 
Implores  thy  aid  to  make  her  own  fycutt  \ 
The  Great,  the  Fair,  and,  if  aught  nobler  be, 
Aoght  m6re  belov'd,  the  Arts  folicit  thee. 

How  can  ft  thorr  hope  to  fly  the  w€»rld,  in  vai» 
From  Europe  fever'd  by  the  circling  main  j 
Sought  by  the  kings  of  every  diftant  land. 
And  every  hero  worthy  of  thy  hand  ? 
Haft  thou  forgot  that  mighty  Bourbon  fcar'd 
He  ftill  was  mortal,  till  thy  draught  appeared  ? 
That  Cofmo  chofe  thy  glowing  form  to  place, 
Amidft  her  tnafters  of  the  Lombard  race  ? 
See  on  her  Titian's  and  her  Guido's  urns. 
Her  falling  arts  forlorn  Hefperia  moams  ; 
While  Britain  wins  each  garland  from  her  brow^ 
Her  wit  and  freedom  flrft,  her  painting  now. 

Let  the  faint  copier,  on  old  Tiber's  ihore. 
Nor  mean  the  talk,  each  breathing  bnft  explore, 
l.inc  after  line  with  painful  patience  trace. 
This  Roman  grandeur,  that  Athenian  grace: 

Vara 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER.         195 

Vain  care  of  parts ;  if,  impotent  of  foul, 

Th^  indoftrious- workman  fails  to  warm  the  whole. 

Each  theft  betrays  the  marble  whence  it  came« 

And  a  cold  (latue  ftilFens  in  the  frame. 

Thee  Nature  taught^  nor  Art  her  aid  denyM, 

The  ktndeft  miilrefs,  and  the  fureft  guide. 

To  catch  a  likcnefs  at  one  piercing  iight, 

Andpkice  the  fatreft  in  the  faireft  light  j 

Ere  yet  thy  pencil  tries  her  nicer  toils,      * 

Or  on  thy  palette  lie  the  blended  oils. 

Thy  careleis  chalk  has  half  atchievM  thy  art. 

And  her  juft  image  makes  Cleora  ftart« 

A  mind  that  grafps  the  whole  is  rarely  fonnd. 
Half  leam*d,  half  painters,  and  half  wits  abound  | 
Few,  like  thy  genius,  at  proportion  aim. 
All  great,  all  graceful,  and  throughout  the  fame. 

Such  be  thy  life,  O  ilnce  the  glorious  rage 
That  fir'd  thy  youth,  flames  unfubdued  by  age ; 
Though  wealth,  nor  fame,  now  touch  thy  fated  mirid, 
Still  tinge  the  canvas,  bounteous  to  mankind  3 
Since  after  thee  may  rife  an  impious  line, 
Coarie  manglers  of  the  human  face  divine. 
Paint  on,  till  Fate  diflblve  thy  mortal  part. 
And  live  and  die  the  monarch  of  thy  art. 


O  z  ON 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  EARL  OP 
CADOGAN. 

OF  Marlborougb^s  captams  and  Eugenio^s  frieadf. 
The  laft,  Cadogan>  to  the  grave  defcends  : 
Low  lies  each  hand,  whence  Blenheim's  glory  fpning^ 
The  chiefs  who  conquered,  and  the  bards  who  fung* 
From  his  cold  corfe  though  every  friend  be  fled> 
Lo  I  Envy  watts,  that  lover  of  the  dead ; 
Thus  did  ihe  feign  o'er  Naflau^s  hearfe  to  mourn j 
Thus  wept  4aiidiou8y  ChurchiU,  o'er  thy  urn ; 
To  blaft.  the  livings  gave  the  dead  their  due. 
And  wreaths,  herfelf  had  tainted,. tnm'd  anew* 
Thou,  yet  unnam'd.  to  fill  his  empty  place. 
And  legd  to  war  xhy.  country's  growing  r^cp, 
Take  ev.ery  wifh  a  Britifti  heart  can  fra.me> 
Add  palm  to  palm,  and  fiCc  from  fame  to  fame. 

An  hour  rauft  come,  when  thou  ihalt  hear  with  rage 
Thyfelf  traduc'd,  *nd  curfea  thapklefe  age : 
Nor  yet  for  this  .decline  the  generous  ftrife, 
Thefe  ills,  brave  man,  ihall  quit  thee  with  thy  life  j 
Alive  though  ftain'd  by  every  ab)e6l  flave. 
Secure  of  fame  and  juftice  in  the  gr^ye. 

,Ah  !  no when  once  the  mortal  yields,  to  Fate, 

The  blaft  of  Fame's  fweet  trumpet  founds  too  lat^. 
Too  late  to  ftay  the  fpirit  on  its  flight, 
•  Or  footh  the  new  inhabitant  of  light; 
Who  hears  regardlefs,  while  fond  man,  diftrefs'd, 
^Hangs  on  the  abfcnt,  and  laments  the  bleft. 

.Farewell 
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farewell  then  Fame,ill  fought  through  fields  and  blood. 
Farewell  unfaithful,  promifer  of  good :' 
Thou  muiic,  warbling  to  the  deafenM  ear ! 
Thou  incenfe  wailed  on  the  funeral  bier  ! 
Through  life  purfued  in  vain,  by  death  obtained. 
When  aik'd  denyM  us,  and  when  given  difdain'd. 


AN  ODE  INSCRIBED  TO  THE  EARL  OF 
SUNDERLAND  AT  WINDSOR. 

I. 

THOlT  dome,  ^here  Edwdrd  firft  enrolled 
His  red-crofs  knights  and  barons  bold, 
Whofe  vacant  feats,  by  Virtue  bought. 
Ambitious  emperors  have  fought : 
Where  Britain's  foremoft  names  are  found. 
In  peace  belov'd,  in  war  renown'd, 
Who  made  the  hoitile  nations  moan, 
Or  brought  a  Weffing  on  their  own  i 

II. 

Once  more  a  fon  of  Spencer  waits, 
A  name  familiar  to  thy  gates  ; 
Sprung  from  the  chief  whofe  prowcfs  gain'd 
The  Ga4ter  while  thy  founder  j-eigu'd. 
He  offer'd  here  his  dinted  Ihield, 
The  dread  of  Gauls  in  Creflis  field. 
Which,  in  thy  high-archM  temple  rais'4» 
Por  four  lorg  cenluiits  hath  blaz'd. 

O  3  III.  Thefe 
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Ta  die  nrrrr  Jass  if  war  omm:'^ 
Toe  te-wtz  c£  OEnurr,  v^  &D«r 

Or  «i  aor  <  pne-^x  dirar "i  :at  miii 

Brttigc  Tarrr  ^aKOes"  eves  ssaDssT^ 


IT. 

Bice  Qslj  Wxrvodi:  fe3L~;£  v5::&  ^uaad^ 
Or  ^Lig  i!^»:c  far.  g:%  tigic  ^ff  M^SBsbeTs  ^^'^ *^ 

T':itt>:  tmil'triLi  Ctrr.l  £ji  Ijix^i, 
V. 

F'lA   1  ^•■j-tt  CriOiI   in  the  JLL'iS^ 

i>ci'^.ajL^.;'l  -A L.J.  a  ticc^'iZ'i  iir^  ; 

VL  Then. 
•  Na£L£S  ox  C^arrttp I  iirinzs. 
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VI. 

Then,  Spencer,  mount  amid  the  band. 
Where  knights  and  kings  promifcuous  ftand« 
What  though  the  hero's  flame  reprefs'd 
Burns  calmly  in  thy  generous  breaft  ! 
Yet  who  more  dauntlefs  to  oppofe 
In  doubtful  days  our  home-bred  foes  1 
Who  raisM  his  cotin try's  wealth  fo  high, 
Or  view'd  with  lefs  defiring  eye ! 

VIL 

Th«  (age  who  large  of  foul  furveys 
The  globe,  and  all  its  empires  weighs. 
Watchful  the  various  climes  to  g^ide. 
Which  feas,  and  tongues,  and  faiths  divide, 
A  nobler  name  in  Windfor's  fhrine 
Shall  leave,  if  right  the  Mufe  divine, 
Than  fprung  of  old,  abhorrM  and  vain, 
Prom  ravaged  realms  and  myriads  flain. 

VIII. 

Why  praife  we,  prodigal  of  fame, 
The  rage  that  fc:s  the  world  on  flame  ? 
jVly  guiltlefs  ^ufe  his  brow  fliall  bind 
Whofe  godlike  bounty  fpares  mankind. 
For  tholi:,  whom  bloody  garlands  crown. 
The  brals  may  breathe,  the  marble  frown. 
To  him,  through  every  relbued  land. 
Ten  thoui'and  living  trophies  dund. 

O  4  KEN- 
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KENSINGTON     GARDEN. 
•*  —Campos,  ubi  Tnoj*  fah.-    Vug. 

WHERE  Ktmfiagtoa  Ligk  o*cr  At  ma^Aminng 
laods 
^Mid&  grems  aad  fwcets,  s  icgil  falnic,  JTrlf, 
And  fees  each  ^Bg,  luxuriast  in  her  bowers, 
A  fnow  <^  blofibms,  and  a  wild  o€  flovrcn. 
The  dames  of  Britain  oft  io  crowds  repair 
To  gravel  walks»  and  unpoUnted  air. 
Here,  while  the  towm  in  damps  aad  4atknrit  fies. 
They  breathe  in  i<in4hiney  aad  fee  aciire  loes^ 
Each  walk,  with  robes  of  Tarious  dpes  bei|Kcady 
Seems  from  afar  a  moving  tiilip-bed» 
Where  r;ch  brocades  and  giofij  damaflrs  glow, 
Ap.d  chints,  the  riral  of  the  (howcry  bow. 

Here  England's  daughter,  darling  of  the  land. 
Sometimes,  furrounded  with  her  virgin  band. 
Gleams  through  the  (hades.    She,  towering  o'er  the  reft. 
Stands  faireft  of  the  fairer  kind  confeft, 
Form'^d  to  gain  hearts,  that  Brunfwick^s  caofe  dcny'd. 
And  charm  a  people  to  her  father's  fide. 

ior.g  have  thefe  groves  to  Foyal  gvefts  been  koo^ma. 
Nor  Naffau  firft  prcfer'd  them  to  a  throne. 
Ere  Norman  banners  wav'd  in  Britifh  air^ 
Ere  lordly  lluSba  with  the  golden  h^ir 
Pour  d  in  his  Danes  ;  ere  elder  Julius  came; 
Or  Daulan  Brutus  ganre  our  ifle  a  name ; 
A  prince  of  Albion's  lineage  gracM  the  wood. 
The  fcene  of  wars,  and  iiain'd  with  lovers'  blood. 

You^ 
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You,  who  throtigh  gazing  crowds,  your  captive  thronr  , 
Throw  pangs'  and  paffions,  as  you  move  along. 
Turn  on  the  left,  ye  fair,  your  radiant  eyes. 
Where  all  unlevel'd  the  gay  garden  lies  : 
If  generous  anguifh  for  another's  pain^ 
Ere  hcavM  your  hearts,  or  fliiver'd  through  your  veins  j 
Lode  down  attentive  on  the  pleaiing  dale,. 
And  liften  to  my  melancholy  tale. 

That  hollow  fpace,  where  now  in  living  rowg 
Line  above  line  the  yew's  fad  verdure  grows. 
Was,  ere  the  planter's  hand  its  beauty  gave, 
A  common  pit,  a  rude  unfsUhionM  cave. 
The  landikip  now  fo  fweet  V9t  well  may  praifet 
But  far,  far  fweeter  in  its  antient  days. 
Far  fweeter  was  it,  wheh  its  peopled  ground^ 
With  fairy  domes  and  daztlhig  towers  was  crown'di. 
Where  in  the  midft  thofe  verdant  pillars  fpring, 
Rofe  the  proud  palace  of  the  Elfin  kinjg;  j 
For  every  hedge  of  vegetable  green. 
In  happier  years  a  crowded  ftreet  was  Cetn  ; 
Nor  all  thofe  leaves  that  now  the  profpe6l  grace. 
Could  match  the  numbers  of  its  pygmy  race. 
W^hat  urg'd  this  mighty  empire  to  its  fate, 
A  tale  of  woe  and  wonder,  I  relate. 

When  Albion  rul'd  the  land,  whofc  lineage  came 
From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame. 
Their  midnight  pranks  the  fprightly  fairies  play'd 
On  every  hill,  and  dancM  in  every  fhade. 
But,  foes  to  fun-fhine,  molt  they  took  delight 
In  dellt  and  dales  conceal '<i  from  human  fight  c 

There 
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There  hew*d  their  bouies  in  the  arching  rock; 
Or  fcoopM  the  bofom  of  the  blafted  oak ; 
Or  heard,  o^erihadow'd  by  feme  /helving  hill* 
The  diftant  murmurs  of  the  falling  rill. 
They,  rich  in  piifer'd  ipoiU,  indulged  their  mirth» 
And  pity*d  the  huge  wretched  ions  of  earth. 
£v'n  now,  ^tis  faid,  the  hinds  overhear  their  ftraiOf 
And  ftrive  to  view  their  airy  forms  in  vain  : 
They  p  their  cells  at  man*s  approach  repair. 
Like  the  fhy  leveret,  or  the  mother-hare. 
The  whilil  poor  mortals  ftartle  at  the  found 
Of  unfeen  foot^ps  on  the  haunted  ground. 

Amid  this  garden,  then  with  woods  o'eiprown. 
Stood  the  loy'd  feat  of  royal  Oberon. 
From  every  region  to  his  palace-gate 
Came  peers  and  princes  of  the  faiiy  ilate. 
Who,  rank'd  in  council  round  the  facred  Ihade, 
Their  monarch's  will  and  great  behefts  obey'd. 
From  Thames'  fair  banks,  by  lofty  towers  adomM, 
With  loads  of  plunder  oft  his  chiefs  returnM; 
Hence  in  proud  robes,  and  colours  bright  and  gay. 
Shone  every  knight  and  every  lovely  fay. 
Whoe'er  on  Powell's  dazzling  llage  dilplay'd. 
Hath  fam'd  king  Pepin  and  his  court  furvey'd, 
Alay  gucls,  if  old  by  modern  things  we  trace. 
The  pomp  and  iplendor  of  the  faiiy-race. 

By  magic  fenc'd,  by  fpelLs  encompals'd  round. 
No  mortal  touch'd  this  interdi6led  ground  j 
No  mortal  entered,  thofe  alone  who  came 
^tol'n  fiom  the  couch  of  iome  terreihrial  dame ; 

For 
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For  olit  of  babes  they  robb'd  the  matron's  bed, 
And  left  fooie  fickiy  changeling  in  their  ftead. 

It  chancM  a  yovth  of  Albion's  royal  blood 
Was  fofter'd  here,  the  wonder  of  the  wood. 
Milkah  for  wiles  above  her  peers  renownM^ 
Deep-(kiird  in  charms  and  many  a  myftic  found. 
As  through  the  regal  dome  (he  fought  for  prey* 
ObfervM  the  infant  Albion  where  he  lay 
In  mantled  broider'd  o*er  with  gorgeous  pride. 
And  ftole  him  from  the  deeping  mother's  iide» 

Who  now  but  Milkah  triumphs  in  her  mind  I 
Ah,  wretched  nymph,  to  future  evils  blind  I  . 
The  time  (hall  come  when  thou  ihalt  dbarly  pajF 
The  theft,  hard-hearted  !  of  that  guilty  day  ; 
Thou  in  thy  turn  (halt  like  the  queen  repine^ 
And  all  her  forrows  doubled  (hall  be  thine  : 
He  who  adorns  thy  houfe,  the  lovely  boy 
Who  now  adorns  it,  (hall  at  length  deftroy. 

Two  hundred  moons  in  their  pale  courfe  had  feen 
The  gay-rob'd  fairies  glimmer  on  the  green, 
And  Albion  now  had  reached  in  youthful  prime 
To  nineteen  years,  as  mortals  meai'ure  time. 
Flufh'd  with  refill lefs  charms  he  firM  to  love 
Each  nymph  and  little  Dryad  of  the  p;rove  { 
For  fkilfAil  Milkah  (par  d  not  to  employ 
Her  utmort  art  to  rear  the  princely  l>oy  ; 
Each  fupple  limb  flic  Iwathd,  and  tender  bone» 
And  to  the  Eliin  (landard  kept  him  down ; 
She  robb'd  dwarf-elders  of  their  fragrant  fruit. 
And  fed  him  rarly  with  the  daify's  root, 

Whenct 
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Wherce  thrcj^  his  vtins  the  -pavtrfnl  iuicn  ran. 

And  icTnid  in  hcaMttsm  miniatvrt  the  ziuii^ 

Yet  Itiii,  two  ischcB  taller  ihsn  the  rtd. 

His  lofiT  port  his  humsin  birth  coufcft ; 

A  foot  in  height,  hew  flatelr  did  he  ibowl 

Hew  look  fupericr  on  the  crowd  beiow  ! 

Wliat  Ijugbt  jihe  hies  ciocld  tofs  dse  roihy  laacef 

Who  TuOTt  -"■:?  gTiitfcl  311  thc  mazy  dance ! 

A  (hape  ib  nice,  or  fearjics  hslf  io  fairy 

AVhst  elf  cculi  boa&  !  csr  inch  a  flow  of  hair! 

Brizht  K£23£a  i2w,  a  pnsceSs  hem  to  reigB, 

Ari  feit  the  chsnner  barn  ia  exjerr  rem. 

Sh^,  bcTRis  to  iLis  es: pile's  potest  jordy 

Pnfs'd  iike  tbe  ^srs ,  srd  ziext  sie  izwod  adcr'd, 

She.  wbco  at  r.JTTce  thra=ics  and  psisce^cos  Ticw'd^ 

To  w>.-Tr.  pnciic  Orltl  ard  Amztdl  fiaed. 

He  r;o  vnj  r^.^zr.  iri  i^^zrstz'.*  ircre 

Foe  hfr  be  ci-l"i  zitt  fiir^i  zcrtn  iiiz  p^pw. 

Tre  3)qr"rrg  i:ES  aod  sniri'ii  riri^  frx£riii  Jew  ; 

Bk  ckar^ii  uie  aocssi  »  iai  si:j^J1zt  £:£^t« 

Aad  hnm^^  htr  gSov-wanu  as  «£>;  &k-^  cf  £:  ri:  j 
be  caz  x  «db>.^  ±^-c, 
k  ike  sne  c=c  Ilct^  ' 
lAie  pL'c^vAct  c;  jiMairdb  t;::rx'« 
r  fccKCiiii  e'er  ier  7'-"'s:=";g  t 
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To  her  be  ftiow'd  each  herb  of  virtuous  juice, 
Their  powers  diftinguifti'd,  and  defcrib'd  their  ufc  : 
All  vain  their  powers,  alas  •   to  Kenna  prove, 
And  well  iung  oVid,  *'  There  \  no  herb  for  love*" 

As  when  a  gholl,  enlarged  from  realms  below. 
Seeks  its  old  friend  to  tell  ibme  fecret  woe. 
The  poor  (hade  ihivering  ftands,  and  muil  uot  break 
His  painful  fUence,  till  the  mortal  fpeaks 
So  far'd.it  with  the  little,  love-fick  -maid. 
Forbid  to  utter,  what  her  eyes  betrayed. 
He  faw  ber  anguiih,  and  reveard  his  flame. 
And  fpar'd  the  blufhei  of  the  toQgue^ty  d  dame. 
The  day  would  fail  me^.ihGttTkiJLceckon  o-^er 
The  iighs  they  laviihM,  and  the joaths.  they  fwore 
lo  words  fo  melting,  that  comparM  with  tlu^e 
The  niceft  courtihip  of  terreftiial  beaux 
Would  found  like  compliments,  from  country  clowns 
To  red-f  heekM  fweet-he^rts.  in  their  home-fpun  gowns. 

All  in  a.  lawn  of  many  a  various  hue 
A  bed  of  flowers  (a  fairy. foreft)  grewj 
"Twas.here  one  noon,  .the  gaudieil  of  the  May, 
The  ftil), '  the  fecret,  iiient,  hour  of  day. 
Beneath  a  lofty  tulip*s,ample  ihade 
Sat  the  young  lover  ;ind  th*  immortal  maid. 
They  thought  all. fairies, flept,  ah,  kicklefs  pair  I 
Hid,  but  in  vain,  in  the  fun's  noon-tide  glare  i 
When  Albion,  leaning  on  his  Ivenna*s  bi-eail. 
Thus  all  the  foftnefs  of  his  foul  expreft: 

*  All  things  areiiufliM.     The  fun's  meridian  rays 
■*  Veil  the  horizon  in  one  mighty  bla^e  ; 

•*  Nor 
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Nor  moon  nor  ftar  in  heaven's  blue  arch  is  fecn 
With  kindly  rays  to  iilver  o'er  the  green. 
Grateful  to  fairy  eyes  5  they  fecret  take 
Their  reft,  and  only  wretched  mortals  wake. 
This  dead  of  day  I  fly  to  thee  alone, 
A  world  to  me,  a  multitude  in  one. 
Oh,  fwect  as  dew-drops  on  thefe  flowery  lawns. 
When  the  fley  opens,   and  the  evening  dawns ! 
Straight  as  the  pink,  that  towers  fo  high  in  air. 
Soft  as  the  blow^bell !  as  the  daify,  fair ! 
Bleft  be  the  hour,  w4ien  firft  I  was  convvy'd 
An  infant  captive  to  this  blif«ftil  (hsde ! 
And  bleft  the  hand  that  did  ray  fdrm  refine. 
And  flirunk  my  ftature  to  a  niateh  wkh  thine  I 
Glad  I  £or  thee  renoiunce  my  royal  birth. 
And  all  the  giantrdaughters  of  the  earth. 
Thou,  if  thy  breaft  with  equal  ardour  burn* 
Renounce  thy  kind,  and  love  for  love  return. 
So  from  us  two,  combined  by  nuptial  ties, 
A  race  unknown  of  demi-gods  fhall  rife* 
O  fpeak,  my  love  I  my  vows  with  "vows  repay. 
And  fweetly.fwear  my  riiing  fears  away.* 
To  whom  (the  fhining  azure  of  her  eyes 
More  brighten'd)  thus  th'  enamoured  maid  lepHes : 
*  By  all  the  ilars,  and  firft  the  glorious  moon, 

*  I  fwear,  and  by  the  head  of  Oberon, 

*  A  dreadf«l  oath  !  no  prince  of  fairy  line 

*  Shall  e'er  in  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine. 

*  W-here-e'er  my  footfteps  in  the  dance  arc  feen, 

^  May  toadilools  rife,  and  mildevrs  blaft  the  green,     ' 
4  «  Maj 
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«  May  the  keen  caft-wind  blight  my  favourite  flowers, 
■*  And  fnakes  and  fpotted  adders  haunt  my  bowers* 
*  Confined  whole  ages  in  an  hemlock  (hade 

<  There  rather  pine  I  a  neglected  maid, 

«  Or  worfe,  exil'd  from  Cynthia^s  gentle  rays, 
'  Parch  in  the  fan  a  thonfand  fommcr-daysy 

<  Than  any  prince,  a  prince  of  fairy  line, 

'  In  facred  wedlock  plight  hi«  rows  with  mine.* 

She  ended  :  and  with  lips  <^  roiy  hue 
DipM  five  ftmes  over  in  ambroiial  dew. 
Stifled  his  words.     When,  from  his  covert  reared. 
The  frowning  brOw  of  Oberon  appeared. 
A  fun-flowef  i  trunk  was  near,  whence  (killing  fight !) 
The  monarch*d  iflued,  half  an  ell  in  height  i 
Full  on  the  |MMr  a  furious  look  he  caft. 
Nor  fpoke  $  but  gave  his  bugle-horn  a  blaft 
Tbtl  IhtxHigh  the  woodland  echoed  far  and  wide. 
And  drew  a  fwarm  of  fubje^s  to  his  fide. 
A  hundred  cbofen  knights,  in  war  renown'd. 
Drive  Albion  bani(h*d  from  the  facred  ground ; 
And  twice  ten  myriads  guard  the  bright  abodes. 
Where  the  proud  king,  amidft  his  demi-gods. 
For  Keilna*s  fudden  bridal  bids  prepare. 
And  to  Azuriel  gives  the  weeping  fair. 

If  fame  in  arms,  with  antient  bitth  combined, 
A  faultlefs  beauty,  and  a  fpotlefs  mind. 
To  love  and  praife  can  generous  fouls  incline. 
That  love,  Azuriel,  and  that  praife,  was  thine. 
Blood,  only  lefs  than  royal,  flllM  thy  veins. 
Proud  was  thy  roof,  and  large  thy  fair  domains. 

Where 
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Where  now  the  (kies  high  Holiand-Houfe  invades^ 

And  ihort-livM  Warwick  faddenM  all  the  ftiades. 

Thy  dwelling  ftood  :  nor  did  in  him  aiford 

A  nobler  owner,  or  a  lovelier  lord. 

For  thee  a Jiundised  iields  prodnc -d  their  ftore» 

And  by  thy-vname  ten  thonfand  vailiils  fwore ; 

So  lo/d  thy  name,  that>  at  their  monarch's  choi:oe. 

All  fairy'  ihouted  with  a  general  voice* 

Oriel  alone  a  fecret  rag&Arppreft, 
That  from  his  bofom  beavM  the  golden  veft* 
Along,  the  banks  of  Thame  his  empire  ran. 
Wide  was  his'fange,  -and-populovis  his  clan* 
Whea  cleanly  fervants,  if  we  truft  old  tales^ 
Befide  their- wages  'had  good^  fairy  vails. 
Whole  heaps  of  (ilver  tokens,  nightiy  paid 
The  careful  wife,  or  the  neat  dairy-maid. 
Sunk  not  hisftores.     With  fmiles  and  powerful  bribes 
He  gain'd  the  leaders  of  -his  neighbour  tribes, 
And  ere  the  night  the  face  of  heaven 4iad  ehangM, 
Beneath-  his  banners  half  the  fairies  rangM. 

Mean-while,  driven  back  to  earth,  a-  lonely  way 
The  chearlefs  Albion  wanderM  half  the  day, 
A  long,  long  journey,  choakM  with  brakes-  and  thorns 
Ill-meafur'd  by  ten  thoufand  barley-corns. 
Tir'd  out  at  length,  a  fpreading  ftream  he  fpyM 
Fed  by  old  Thame,  a  daughter  of  the  tide-: 
Twas  then  a  fpreading -ftream,  though  now,  its- fame 
Obfcur-d,  it  bears  the  Creek's  inglorious  name. 
And  creeps,  as  through  contraftgd  bounds  it  ftrays, 
A  leap  for  boys  in  thefe  degenerate  days. 

On 
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On  the  clear  cryftal's  verdant  bank  he  ftood. 
And  thrice  looked  backwaid  on  the  fatal  wood, 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  thrice  he  beat  his  brcaft,. 
And  thus  in  tears  his  kindred  gods  addrcft. 

*  If  true,  ye  watery  powers,  my  lineage  came 

*  From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame; 

*  Down  to  his  court,  with  coral  garlands  crown'd, 

*  Through  all  your  grottoes  waft  my  plaintive  found, 

*  And  urge  the  god,  whofe  trident  fhakes  the  earth, 

*  To  grace  his  offspring,  and  affert  my  birth.' 

He  laid.     A  gentle  Naiad  heard  his  prayer. 
And,  touched  with  pity  for  a  lover's  care. 
Shoots  to  the  fea,  where  low  beneath  the  tides 
Old  Neptune  in  th'  unfathom'd  d?ep  refides. 
RourM  at  the  news,  the  fea's  ftern  fultan  fwore 
Revenge,  and  fcarce  from  prefent  arms  forbore  : 
But  firft  the  nymph  his  harbinger  he  fends, 
And  to  her  care  the  favourite  boy  commends. 

As  through  theXhames  her  backward  courfe  ihe  guides 
Driven  up  his  current  by  the  refluent  tides, 
Along  his  banks  the  pygmy  legions  fpread 
She  fpies,  and  haughty  Oriel  at  their  head. 
Soon  with  wrong'd  Albion's  name  the  hoft  (he  fires. 
And  counts  the  ocean's  god  among  his  iiies ; 

*  The  ocean's  god,  by  whom  (hall  be  o'crthrown, 

*  (Styx  heard  his  oath)  the  tyrant  Oberon. 

*  Sec  here  beneath  a  toadftool's  deadly  gloom 

*  J>ic8  Albion  :  him  the  fates  yonr  leader  doom. 

*  Hear,  and  obey  5  'tis  Neptune's  powerful  call, 

*  By  him  Azuricl  and  his  king  fliall  fall.' 

P  Sht 


110  TICKELL'S    POEMS. 

She  faid .    They  bow''d  :  and  on  their  (hklds  up4)ore 
"With  fhouts  their  new  faluted  emperor. 
Ev'n  Oriel  fmird  :  at  leaft  to  fmile  he  ftrove. 
And  hopes  of  vengeance  triumphed  over  love. 

See  now  the  mourner  of  the  lonely  /hade 
By  gods  protected,  and  by  hofts  obey'd, 
A  flave,  a  chief,  by  fickle  fortune's  play. 
In  the  fhoit  courfe  of  one  revolving  day. 
What  wonder  if  the  youth,  To  ftrangely  bleft,. 
Felt  his  heart  flutter  in  his  little  breaft  ! 
His  thick  embattled  troops,  with  fecret  pride. 
He  views  extended  half  an  acre  wide ; 
More  light  he  treads,  more  tall  he  feems  to  rife,. 
And  ftruts  a  ftraw-breadth  nearer  to  the  (kies. 

O  for  thy  Mufe,  great  Baid  *,  whofe  lofty  firains. 
In  battle  join'd  the  Pygmies  and  the  Cranes  ! 
Each  gaudy  knight,  had  I  that  warmth  divine. 
Each  coloured  legion  in  my  verfe  fkould  fhine. 
But  fimple  I,  and  innocent  of  art, 
The  tale,  that  footh'd  my  infant  years,  impart. 
The  tale  I  heard  whole  winter-eves,  untir'd. 
And  fmg  the  battles,  that  my  nurfe  infpir'd. 

Now  the  fhrill  corn-pipes,  echoing  loud  to  arms> 
To  rank  and  file  reduce  the  draggling  fwarms. 
Thick  rows  of  fpears  at  once,  with  fudden  glai-c^ 
A  grove  of  needles,  glitter  in  the  air; 
Loofe  in  the  winds  Imall  ribbon  dreamers  flow. 
Dipt  in  all  colours  of  the  heavenly-bow. 
And  the  gay  hoft,  that  now  its  march  purfues. 
Gleams  o'er  the  meadows  in  a  thoufand  hues. 

Oh 

•  Mr.  Addifon. 


KENSINGTON   GARDEN.        »ii 

On  Buda's  plains  thus  formidably  bright^ 
Shone  Afia's  fons,  a  pleafing  dreadful  fight. 
In  various  robes  their  filken  troops  were  feen, 
The  blue,  the  red,  and  prophet's  facred  green  : 
When  blooming  Brunrwick,  near  the  Danube's  flood^ 
Firft  ftainM  his  maiden  fword  in  Turkifh  bIood» 

Unfcen  and  filent  march  the  flow  brigades 
Through  pathlefs  wilds,  and  unfrequented  ihades. 
In  hope  already  vanquifhM  by  furprize,    • 
In  Albion's  power  the  fairy  empire  lies ; 
Already  has  he  feiz'd  on  Kenna's  charms, 
And  the  glad  beauty  trembles  in  his  arms. 

The  march  concludes  :  and  now  in  profpe£V  near,. 
But  fenc'd  with  arms,  the  hoftile  towers  appear* 
For  Oberon,  or  Druids  falfely  fing. 
Wore  his  prime  vifier  in  a  magic  ring, 
A  fubtle  fpright,  that  opening  plots  foretold 
By  fudden  dimnefs  on  the  beamy  gold. 
Hence,  in  a  crefcent  formed,  his  legions  bright 
With  beating  bofoms  waited  for  the  fight ; 
To  charge  their  foes  they  march,  a  glittering  band, 
And  in  their  van  doth  bold  Azuriel  ftand. 

What  rage  that  hour  did  Albion's  foul  pofTefs, 
Let  chiefs  imagine,  and  let  lovers  guefs ! 
Forth  ifluing  from  his  ranks,  that  drove  in  vain 
To  check  his  courfe,  athwart  the  dreadful  plain 
He  ftrides  indignant :  and  with  haughty  cries 
To  fingle  fight  the  fairy  prince  defies. 

Forbear  !  rafh  youth,  th'  unequal  war  to  try  y 
Nor,  fpining  from  mortals,  with  immortals  vie. 

P  2  N*- 
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No  god  (lands  ready  to  avert  thy  doom. 

Nor  yet  thy  grandiire  of  the  waves  is  come. 

My  words  are  vain—no  words  the  wretch  can  move» 

By  beauty  dazzled,  and  bcwitchM  by  love  : 

He  longs,  he  bums,  to  win  the  glorious  prize,^ 

And  fees  no  danger,  while  he  fees  her  eyes. 

Now  from  each  hoft  the  eager  warriors  ftart,, 
And  furious  Albion  flings  his  hafly  dart. 
•Twas  feather'd  from  the  bet's  trani'parent  wing. 
And  its  fliaft  ended  in  a  hornet's  fting } 
But,  toft  in  rage,  it  flew  without  a  wound,  -* 

High  o'er  the  foe,  and  guiltlefs  pierc'd  the  ground.^ 
Not  fo  AzuriePs  :  with  unerring  aim, 
Too  near  the  needle-pointed  javelin  came> 
Drove  through  the  feven-fold  fliield,  and  filken  veft^ 
And  lightly  ras'd  the  lover's  ivery  breaft. 
Rouz  d  at  the  fmart,  and  rifing  to  the  blow. 
With  his  keen  fword  he  cleaves  his  fairy  foe. 
Sheer  from  the  fhoulder  to  the  wafte  he  cleaves,^ 
And  of  one  arm  the  tottering  tiunk  bereaves. 

His  ufelefs  fteel  brave  Albion  wields  no  more. 
But  fternly  fmiles,  and  thinks  the  combat  o'er  ; 
So  had  it  been,  had  aught  of  mortal  ftrain. 
Or  lefs  than  fairy,  felt  the  deadly  pain. 
But  empyreal  forms,  howe'er  in  fight 
Gafh'd  and  difmember'd,  eafily  unite. 
As  fome  frail  cup  of  China's  pureft  mold. 
With  azure  vamifh'd,  and  bedropt  with  gold. 
Though  broke,  if  cur'd  by  fome  nice  virgin's  hand 
In  its  old  fti-ength  and  priftine  beauty  llands  j 

Tl 
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The  tumults  of  the  boiling  bohea  braves. 
And  holds  fecure  the  coffee's  fable  waves  : 
So  did  Aziiriers  arm,  if  fame  fay  true. 
Rejoin  the  vital  trunk  whence  firft  it  grew; 
And,  whilft  in  wonder  fix'd  poor  Albion  flood, 
Pliing'd  the  cnrft  fabre  in  his  heart's  warm  biood. 
The  golden  "broidery,  tender  Milkah  wove. 
The  breaft,  to  Kenna  facred  and  to  love. 
Lie  rent  and  mangled  :  and  the  gaping  wound 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  purple  on  the  ground. 
The  jetty  luftre  fickens  in  his  eyes  : 
On  his  cold  cheeks  the  bloomy  freflinefs  die; 
*  Oh  Kenna,  Kcnna,  thrice  he  try'd  to  fay, 
Kenna,  farewell  t'  and  CghM  his  foul  away. 
His  fall  the  Dryads  with  loud  ihrieks  deplore. 
By  fifter  Naiads  echo'd  from  the  ftiore, 
Thence  down  to  Neptune's  fecrtt  realms  convey'd, 
Through  grotts,  and  glooms,  and  many  a  coral  fliadc. 
The  fea's  great  (ire,  with  looks  denouncing  war. 
The  trident  fhake',  and  mounts  the  pearly  can* : 
With  one  ftem  frov/n  the  wide-fpread  deep  deforms. 
And  works  the  madding  ocean  into  ftomis. 
O'er  foaming  mountains,  and  through  burfting  tides> 
Now  high,  now  low,  the  bounding  chaiiot  rides. 
Till  through  the  Thames  in  a  loud  whirlwind's  roar 
It  fhoots,  and  lands  him  on  the  deftin'd  (hore. 

Now  fix'd  on  caith  his  towering  ftature  flood, 
Hung  o'er  the  mountains,  and  o'crlook'd  the  Wood. 
To  Brumpton's  grove  one  ample  flride  he  took, 
(The  valleys  trembled,  and  the  forefts  fliook) 

P  3  The 
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The  next  huge  ftcp  rcachM  the  devoted  (hade. 
Where  choak'd  in  blood  was  wretched  Albion  laid^ 
Where  now  the  vanquilh'd,  with  the  victors  joInM, 
Beneath  the  rcgaJ  banners  ftood  combin'd. 

Th'  embattled  dwarfs  with  rage  and  fcorn  he  paft. 
And  on  their  town  his  eye  vindictive  caft. 
In  deep  foundations  his  ftrong  trident  cleaves. 
And  high  in  air  th'  up-rooted  empire  heaves  j 
On  his  broad  engine  the  vaft  ruin  hung, 
Which  on  the  fot;:  with  force  divine  he  flung : 
Aghaft  the  legions,  in  th'  approaching  ihadc, 
Th'  inverted  fpires  and  rocking  domes  furveyM, 
That  downward  tumbling  on  the  hoft  below 
Crufh'd  the  whole  nation  at  one  dreadfyl  blow. 
Towers,  arms,  nymphs,  warriors,  are  together,  loft. 
And  a  whole  empire  falls  to  footh  fad  Albion's  ghoft. 

Such  was  the  period,  long  reftrainM  by  fate. 
And  fuch  the  downfal  of  the  fairy  ftate. 
This  dale,  a  pleafing  region,  not  unbleft, 
This  dale  poflell  they  ;  and  had  ftill  pofTeft  ; 
Had  not  their  monarch,  with  a  father's  pride. 
Rent  from  her  lord  th'  inviolable  bride, 
Rafh  to  diffolve  the  contract  feal'd  above. 
The  folemn  vows  and.facred  bonds  of  love. 
Now,  where  his  elves  fo  fprightly  dancM  the  rounds 
No  violet  breathes,  nor  daify  paints  the  ground. 
His  towers  and  people  fill  one  common  grave, 
A  ftiapelefs  ruin,  and  a  barren  cave. 

Beneath  huge  hills  of  fmoking  piles  he  lay 
Stunn'd  and  confounded  a  whole  fununer's  day. 
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At  length  awak'd  (for  what  can  long  reftrain 

Unbody'd  fpirits  !)  but  awakM  in  pain : 

And  as  he  faw  the  defolated  wood. 

And  the  dark  den  where  once  his  empire  ftood. 

Grief  chiird  his  heart :  to  his  half-openM  eyes 

In  every  oak  a  Neptune  ieemM  to  rife  : 

H«  fled  :  and  left,  with  all  his  tiembling  peers. 

The  long  pofleilion  of  a  thoufand  years. 

Through  bufh^  through  brake,  through  groves  and 
gloomy'  dales, 
Through  dank  and  dry,  o'er  ftreams  and  flowery  vales, 
Dire6l  they  fled  ;  but  often  look'd  behind. 
And  ftcpt  and  ftarted  at  each  ruftling  wind. 
Wing'd  with  like  fear,  his  abdicated  bands 
Difperfe  and  wander  into  dijfferent  lands. 
Part  hid  beneath  the  Peak's  deep  caverns  lie, 
In  (Uent  glooms  impervious  to  the  fky ; 
Part  on  fair  Avon's  margin  feek  repofe, 
Whofe  ftream  o'er  Britain's  midmoft  region  flows. 
Where  formidable  Neptune  never  came. 
And  feas  and  oceans  are  but  known  by  fame ; 
Some  to  dark  woods  and  fecret  fhade  retreat : 
And  fome  on  mountains  choofe  their  airy  feat. 
There  haply  by  the  ruddy  damfel  feen. 
Or  fliepherd-boy,  they  featly  foot  the  green, 
While  from  their  fteps  a  circling  verdure  fprings ; 
But  fly  from  towns,  and  dread  the  courts  of  kings. 

Mean-while  fad  Kenna,  loth  to  quit  the  grove. 
Hung  o'er  the  body  of  her  breathlefs  love, 
Try'd  every  ait,  (vain  arts  !)  to  change  his  doom. 
And  vowd  (vain  vows  !)  to  join  him  in  tlic  tomb. 

P  4.  Wha^ 
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What  could  ihe  do  ?  the  fates  alike  deny 
The  dead  tolive,  or  fairy  forms  to  die. 

An  herb  there  grows  (the  fame  old  *  Homer  telU 
Ulyfles  bore  to  rival  Circe's  fpells) 
Its  root  is  ebon-black,  but  fends  to  light 
A  ftem  that  "bends  with  flowrets  milky  white, 
Aloly  the  plant,  which  gods  and  fairies  Jknow, 
But  fecret  kept  from  mortal  inen  below, 
Ob  his  pale  limbs  its  virtuous  juice  (he  fhed. 
And  murmur'd  myftic  numbers  o'er  the  dead» 
When  lo  I  the  little  (hape  by  magic  power 
Giew  lefs  and  lefs,  contrafted  to  a  flower  5 
A  flower,  that  iirft  in  Jthis  fweet  garden  frailM, 
To  virgins  facred,  and  the  fnow-drop  ftyl'd. 

The  new-born  plant  with  fweet  regret  the  view'd, 
Warm'd  with  her  fighs,  and  with  her  tears  bedew'd. 
Its  ripen'd  feeds  from  bank  to  bank  convey'd. 
And  with  her  lover  whit.en'd  half  the  fliade. 
Thus  won  from  death  each  fpring  flie  lees  him  grow. 
And  glories  in  the  vegetable  fnow, 
Which'  now  increased  through  wide  Britannia's  plains^ 
Its  parent's  warmth  and  fpotlefs  name  retains, 
Firft  leader  of  the  jBowery  race  afpires. 
And  foremofl  catches  the  fun's  genial  fires. 
Mid  frofts  and  fnows  triumphant  dares  appear. 
Mingles  thefealbns,  and  leads  on  the  year. 

Deferted  now-  of  all  the  pigmy  race. 
Nor  man  nor  fairy  touch'd  this  guilty  place^ 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  for  many  a  roiling  age. 
It  lay  accurft,  the  mark  of  Neptune's  rage, 

Till 
•  Odyfl;  Lib.  X. 
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Till  great  Naflau  recloath'd  the  defart  (hade. 
Thence facred  to  Britannia's  monarchs  made. 
'Twas  then  the  green -rob' d  nymph,  fairKenna,  came, 
(Kenna  that  gave  the  neighbouring  town  its  name.) 
Proud  when  flie  faw  th'  ennobled  garden  ftiine, 
With  nymphs  and  heroes  of  her  lover's  line, 
■She  vow'd  to  grace  the  man  (ions  once  her  own. 
And  pifture  out  in  plants  the  fairy  town. 
To  far-faip'd  Wife  her  flight  upfeen  (he  fped, 
And  with  gay  profpe6ls  fill'd  the  craftfman's  head, 
€oft  in  his  fancy  drew  a  pleafing  fcherae. 
And  plannM  that  landfkip  in  a  morning  dream. 

With  the  fweet  view  the  fire  of  gardens  fir'd. 
Attempts  the  labour  by  the  nymph  infpir'd. 
The  walls  and  ftreets  in  rows  of  yew  defigns^ 
And  forms  the  town  in  all  its  ancient  lines^ 
The  corner  trees  he  lifts  more  high  in  air. 
And  girds  the  palace  with  a  verdant  fquare ; 
Nor  knows,  while  round  he  views  the  rifing  fcenes. 
He  builds  a  city  as  he  plants  his  greens. 

With  a  fad  pleafure  the  aerial  maid 
This  image  of  her  ancient  realm  furvey'd, 
How  changed,  how  falPn  from  its  primaeval  pride  I 
Yet  here  each  moon,  the  hour  her  lover  dy'd. 
Each  moon  his  folemn  obfequies  ihe  pays, 
And  leads  the  dance  beneath  pale  Cynthia's  rays  5 
Pleas'd  in  thefe  (hades  to  head  her  fairy  train. 
And  grace  the  groves  where  Albion's  kinfmen  reign* 

TO 
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TO  A  LADY  BE  FORE  MARRIAGE. 

QH  I  form*d  by  nature,  and  refin'd  by  art. 
With  charms  to  win,  and  fenfe  to  fix  the  heart ! 
IJy  thoufands  fought,  Clotilda,  canft  thou  free 
Thy  crowd  of  captives,  and  defcend  to  me  ? 
Content  in  (hades  obfcure  to  wafte  thy  life, 
A  hidden  beauty,  and  a  country  wife. 
O  I  liften  while  thy  fumraers  are  my  theme. 
Ah  I  Tooth  thy  partnet-  in  his  waking  dream  1 
In  fome  fmall  hamlet  on  the  lonely  plain, 
Where  Thames,    through  meadows,   rolls  his  mazy 

train; . 
Or  where  high  Windfor,  thick  with  greens  array'd. 
Waves  histoid  oaks,  and  fpreads  his  ample  ihade. 
Fancy  has  figurM  out  our  calm  retreat ; 
Already  round  the  vifionary  feat 
Our  limes  begin  to  fhoot,  our  flowers  to  fpring. 
The  brooks  to  murmur,  and  the  birds  to  fmg. 
Where  doft  thou  He,  thou  thinly-peopled  green  ? 
Thou  namelcfs  lawn,  and  village  yet  unfeen  ? 
Where  fons,  contented  with  their  native  ground. 
Ne'er  travelM  further  than  ten  furlongs,  round  j 
And  the  tannM  peafknt,  and  his  ruddy  bride. 
Were  born  together,  and  together  died. 
Where  early  larks  beft  tell  the  morning  light. 
And  only  Philomel  difturbs  the  night ; 
'Midft  gardens  here  my  humble  pile  (hall  rife, 
With  fweets  furrounded  often  thoufand  dies; 
All  favage  where  th'  embroidered  gardens  end. 
The  haunt  of  echoes  (hall  my  woods  afcend ; 

And 
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And  oh  I  if  heaven  th'  ambitious  thought  approTe» 

A  rill  (hall  warble  crofs  the  gloomy  grove, 

A  little  rill,  o'er  pebbly  beds  convey'd, 

GuHi  down  the  deep,  and  glitter  though  the  glade. 

What  chcaring  fcents  t':ofe  bordering  banks  exhalci 

How  loud  that  heifer  lows  from  yonder  vale  ! 

That  thru(h  how  (hrill !  his  note  fo  clear,  fo  high. 

He  drowns  each  feathered  minftrel  of  the  Ikies. 

Here  let  me  trace,  beneath  the  purpled  morn, 

The  dcep-mouth'd  beagle,  and  the  fprightly  horn; 

Or  lure  the  trout  with  well-diflembled  flies. 

Or  fetch  the  fluttering  partridge  from  the  (ky. 

Nor  fliall  thy  hand  difdaln  to  crop  the  vine. 

The  downy  peach,  or  flavoured  ne^larine  j 

Or  rob  the  bee -hive  of  its  golden  hoard. 

And  bear  th'  unbought  luxuriance  to  thy  board. 

Sometimes  my  books  by  day  /hall  kill  the  hours, 

While  from  thy  needle  rifj  the  filkcn  flowers, 

And  thou,  by  turns,  to  eafe  my  feeble  fight, 

Refunic  the  volume,  and  deceive  the  night. 

Oh  !  when  I  mark  thy  twinkling  eyes  oppreft. 

Soft  whifpering,  let  me  warn  my  love  to  reft ; 

Then  watch  thee,  charm'd,    while  fleep  locks  every 

fcnfe, 
And  to  fweet  heaven  commend  thy  innocence. 
Thus  reign'd  our  fathers  o'er  the  rural  fold. 
Wife,  hale,  and  honeft  in  the  days  of  old  ; 
Till  courts  arofe,  where  fubftancc  pays  for /how. 
And  fpecious  joys  are  bought  with  real  woe. 
See  Flavians  pendants,  large,  well-fpread,  and  right, 
The  car  that  wears  them  hears  a  fool  each  night  5 

5  Mark 
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Mark  how  th'  embroiderd  colonel  fneaks  away. 
To  fliun  the  withering  dame  that  mad^  him  gay  ^ 
That  knave,  to  gain  a  title,  loft  his  fame; 
That  rais'd  his  credit  by  a  daughter's  ftiame  ; 
This  coxcomb's  ribband  coft  him  half  his  land, 
And  oaks,  unnumberM,  bought  that  fool  a  wand. 
Fond  man,  as  all  his  forrows  were  too  few, 
Acquires  ftrange  wants  that  nature  never  knew, 
By  midnight  lamps  he  emulates  the  day. 
And  ^eeps,  pcrverfe,  the  cheat  ful  funs  avvray ; 
From  goblets  high-emboft,  his  wine  maft  glide. 
Round  his  clos'd  fight  the  gorgeoiis  curtain  Hide  5 
Fruits  ere  their  time  to  grace  his  pomp  rauft  rife. 
And  three  untaxed  courfes  glut  his  eyes. 
For  this  are  nature's  gentle  calls  withftood. 
The  voice  of  confcience,  and  the  bonds  of  blood  ; 
This  wifdom  thy  reward  for  every  pain, 
And  this  gay  glory  all  thy  mighty  gain. 
Fair  phantoms  woo'd  and  fcorn'd  from  age  to  age. 
Since  bards  began  to  laugh,  or  priefts  to  rage. 
And  yet,  juft  curfe  on  man's  afpiring  kind. 
Prone  to  ambition,  to  example  blind, 
Our  children's  children  lliall  our  fteps  purfue. 
And  the  fame  errors  be  fur  ever  new. 
Mean  while  in  hope  a  guiltlefs  country  fwain, 
My  reed  wifh  warblings  chears  th'  imagin'd  plain. 
Hail  humble  (hades  where  truth  and  filence  dwell ! 
Thou  noify  town,  and  faithlefs  court,  farewell  I 
Farewell  ambition,  once  my  darling  flame ! 
The  thirft  of  lucre^  and  the  charm  of  fame! 
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In  lifers  by-roadf  that  windis  tlirough  paths  unknown,. 
My  days,  though  numbered,  /hall  be  all  my  own. 
Here  fliall  they  end^  (O  !  might  they  twice  begin). 
And  all  be  white  tlie  fates. intend  to  fpin. 


A  POEM  IN  PRAISE  OF  THE  HORN-BOOK.. 

WRITTEN  UNDER  A  FIT  OF  THE  GOUT. 

*'  Magni  magna  patrant,  nos  non  nifi  ludicra 

■  — Podagra  haec  otia -fecit.'* 

HAIL  I  ancient  bocic,  rnoft  venerable  code ! 
Learning  s  firft  cradle,  and  its  laft 'abode  [• 
The  huge  unnuinberM  volumes  which  we  fee. 
By  lazy  plagiaries  are  ftol'n  from  thee. 
Yet  future  times,  to  thy  fufficient  ftore. 
Shall  ne'er  prefume  to  add  one  letter  more. 

Thee  will  I  fing,  in  comely  wainfrot  bound,^ 
And  golden  verge  enclofing  thee  around  j 
The  faithful  horn  before,  from  age  to  age, 
Preferving  thy  invaluable  page  j 
Behind,  thy  patron  faint  in  armour  fhines, 
With  fword  and  lance,  to  guard  thy  facred  lines  : 
Beneath  his  courfer's  feet  the  dragon  lies 
Transfixed  j  his  blood  thy  fcarlet  cover  dies  j 
Th'  inftru6live  handle  's  at  the  bottom  fix'd, 
Left  wrangling  critics  /hould  pervert  the  text. 

Or  if  to  ginger-bread  thou  /halt  defcend. 
And  liquoriih  learning  to  ihy  babes  extcr.d; 


Or 
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Or  liigar*d  plane,  o*erfprrad  witli  beaten  gold. 
Docs  Ibc  fWeet  treafore  of  tiiy  letters  hold ; 

Tbon  ftill  (halt  be  ray  fong ApoHo^s  cboir 

I  fcorn  V  invoke ;  Cadnnis  017  TeHe  infptie : 
'Twas  Cadmus  who  the  firft  materials  brooglit 
Of  all  the  learning  which  has  fince  been  taoght, 
So<m  made  compleat !  fcr  mortals-ne^er  ftall  kBo>«r 
More  than  contzin'd  of  old  the  Chrift-crofs  row; 
What  maf^ers  dictate,  or  what  dc£lors  preach. 
Wife  matrons  hence,  e*en  to  cnr  childrtn  teach  : 
But  as  the  name  of  every  plant  and  flower 
(So  conr.incii  that  each  pealant  knows  its  power} 
Phy-xians  in  myflerious  cant  exprefs, 
T'  amuie  the  patient,  and  inhance  their  fees  ; 
So  from  the  letters  of  oar  native  tongue. 
Put  in  Greek  fcrawis,  a  myfiery  too  is  fyrung. 
Schools  2r£  erected,  puzzling  grzHimars  made. 
And  artful  cisn  ftrike  out  a  ga:nfl:l  trade; 
Strange  charaitsrs  zdcm  the  learr.ed  gate, 
Ar.d  httd'.tC^  votith  catch  at  the  fhirLing  bait  j 
The  rr^znant  bcvs  the  noiiy  charms  declsre, 
Ar.i  "Tau'i,  and  Dclta-'s,  niake  :h::r  nscdurs  fiarei 
Th'  urxmn^rr.cn  ibur.ds  amaze  the  v;ilrir  ear. 
And  whit 's  u2.c0rr.rr.0n  neverccf:  t3o  dear- 
Vet  in  all  tcr.^j;5  th2  Hem -bock  is  the  fame, 
Ti'j_^>.t  hj  the  Grecian  maS^r,  nr  the  Engliih  dame* 

B-Jt  hc-^v  fha!!  I  thj  tr.zlt'i  vir.ces  tell, 
Ir.  whij'n  thcu  dc^  -J;  ether  bock;  ex::Ii  ? 
Nc»  rreii'v  :hu.-T^c$  tiv  fro  tie.*  :eaf  ca^  fcil, 
Xcr  crooked  dors -ear*  the  fx.ooth  comers  ipoii  $ 

Itt 
»  The  Greek  Irtttrs  t,  a. 
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la  idle  pages  no  errata  ftand* 

To  tell  the  blunders  of  the  printer's  hand  : 

No  fulfome  dedication  here  is  writ, 

Nor  flattering  verfe,  to  praife  the  author's  wit : 

The  margin  with  no  tedious  notes  is  vcx'd, 

Nor  various  readings  to  confound  the  tejct  i 

All  parties  in  thy  literal  fenfe  agree, 

Thou  perfeft  centre  of  concordancy  ! 

Search  we  the  records  of  an  anticnt  date, 

Or  read  what  modern  hiftories  relate, 

They  all  proclaim  what  wonders  have  been  done 

By  the  plain  letters  taken  as  they  run  : 

•*  *  Too  high  the  floods  of  paflion  us'd  to  roll, 

**  And  rend  the  Roman  youth's  impatient  foul ; 

"  His  hafty  anger  furnifh'd  fcenes  of  bloofl, 

**  And  frequent  deaths  of  worthy  men  enfued : 

"  In  vain  were  all  the  weaker  methods  try'd, 

"  None  could  fuffice  to  ftem  the  furious  tide, 

<*  Thy  facrcd  line  he  did  but  once  repeat, 

•*  And  laid  the  ftoim,  and  cool'd  the  raging  hcat«" 

Thy  heavenly  notes,  like  angels  mufic,  cheer 
Departing  fouls,  and  footh  the  dying  ear. 
An  a^d  peafant,  on  his  lateft  bed, 
Wilh'd  for  a  friend  fome  gcdiy  book  to  read  j 
The  pious  grandfon  thy  known  handle  takes. 
And  (eyes  lift  up)  this  favory  le6lurc  mal:es  : 
Cjrcat  A,  he  gravely  read  j  th'  important  found 
The  empty  walls  and  hollow  roof  rebound  : 

Til* 

•  The  advice  given  to  Augiiftus,  by  Athenodorus 
the  floic  pliilofopher. 
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Surprizing 


'  Surprizing  ftreftgtli  cop^  ^yery  moomt  qii^         t%$ 
I  ftand,  I  ftep,  I  walk^  and  noyv  I  run. 
■Here  let  nie  ceafe,  jny  hobbling  numbers  ftopf 
And  at  *  thy  handle  .hang  my  ^rutc^t  up. 

THERSITESj    OR,   THE   IiORDLINO 

THE   GRANDSON   OF  A   BRICKLAYBlt,   ORBAT- 
0RAND80N   OP  A  BVTCHBR. 

THERSIJES  ^f  a^hibious  breeds 
Motley  fruit  of  niofigrel  feed  \ 
By  the  da^  fromXordlings  fprung. 
By  the  tin,  exbal'd.  frqfn  dung  i 
Think  on,  every  vice  in.  both, 
Look  on  him,  and  fee  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  n;iother*8  fide, 
Fiird  with  falfehoody  fpleen,  and  pridci 
Pofitive  and  over-bearing, 
Changing  fiill,  and  flill  adhering. 
Spiteful,  peeviih,  rude,  untoward: 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward  t 
When  his  friends  be  moft  is  hard  on« 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  paidon  | 
Reputauon  ever  tearing, 
Ever  deareft  friend/hip  fwearing. 
Judgment  weak,  and  paflion  ifarong  } 
Always  various,  always  wrong  t 
Provocation  pever  waits. 
Where  he  loves,  pr  where  he  hates. 

Q^  Tato 

^  Votiva  Tabula^         KoR« 
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<'      Talks  ixrliate*er  oomet  in  lut  Imdy 

Wiflies  it  were  idl  unfiud* 
*Let  me  now  the  vices  trace, 

Fronriiis  father^s  iconndrd  race,     .  • 

Who  could  give  the  loohy  fu^h  airs  f 

^¥ere  they  naioBS  ?  Were  thqrliatidiCBi  } 

Herald  lend  the  Mule  an  anTwer^  ~ 
.jJF!n>m  hisatarus  and  gnmdfiie; 
•  This  was  dexterous  at  his  trowel. 

That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well  i 

Hence  the  greafy  chunfy  nuenj 

In  his  drefs  and  figure  feen : 

Hence  that  mean  and  fordid  €aiA, 

Like  his  body,  rank  and  foul : 

Hence  that  ^ild  filfpicious  peep^ 

Like  a  rogue  that  fteals  a  (heep : 

Hence  he  leamM  the  butcher^s  guile. 

How  to  cut  a  throat  and  fmile : 

Like  a  butcher  doomed  for  life. 

In  his  mouth  to  wear  his  knife. 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food. 
From  his  tenants  Vital  blood. 

Laftly,  let  his  gifts  be  tryM, 
BorTowM  linom  the  mafon-fide. 
Some,  perhaps,  may  think  him  able 
In  the  ftate  to  build  a  Babel ; 
CouIH  we  place  him  in  a  ftadon 
To  deftroy  the  old  foundation. 
True,  indeed,  I  (hould  be  gladder 
Could' he  learn  to  iQ^t  ji  buldqrt 
4  May 
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May  he  at  his  latter  end 
Mount  alive^  and  dead  defcend. 
In  hini>  tell  me,  which  prevail. 
Female  vices  moft,  or  male  ? 
What  produced  them,  can  you  tell? 
Human  race,  or  imp  of  hell  ? 


^  CONTENTS 


t  «^  r 


e;  0  «  t  E  N  t  y 

O   F 

T  I  C  K  E  L  L'  S      POEMS. 

TO  the  fuppofed  Author  of  the  Spcftator   "htge  95 
A  Poem  on  the  Profpeft  of  Peace  ^ 

To  Mr.  Addifon  on  his  Opera  of  RofittHoAd  215 

To  the  fame  on  his  Tragedy  of  Cato  117' 

The  Royal  Progrefs  1 1 1^ 

Imitation  of  the  Prophecy  of  Nereus  124. 

An  Epiftle  from  a  Lady  in  England  to  a  Gentle- 
man at  Avignon  127 
An  Ode,  occafioned  by  his  Excellency  the  Earl  of 

Stanhope's  Voyage  to  France  144 

Prologue  to  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford  136 

Thoughts  occafioned  by  the  Sight  of  an  Original 
Pifture  of  King  Charles  I.  taken  at  tlie  Time  of 
his  Trial  i3g 

A  Fragment  of  a  Poem  on  Hunting  140 

To  Apollo  making  Love.    From  Fontenclle  146 

The  Fatal  Curiofity  147 

To  a  Lady,  with  a  Defcription  of  the  Phoenix  ibid. 
A  Defcription  of  the  Phoenix,  from  Claudian  24S 
Verfcs  to  Mrs.  Lowther  on  her  Marriage  15  j 

To  a  Lady,  with  a  Prefent  of  Flowers  154, 

On  a  Lady's  Pifture  :  To  Gilfred  Lawfon,  Efq.  155 
Part  of  the  Fourth  Book  of  Lucan  tranilated        15^ 


9^9  CONTENT  S. 

The  Firft  Book  of  Homer't  Iliad  tnmflaied  Fsge  iSi 
To  the  Earl  of  Warwick,,  on  the  X)eath.of  Mr. 

Addifoir  .187 

Colin  and  Lucy*  a  Ballad  191 

To  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller  at  his  Countiy  Seat  194 

On  the.2>aath  of  the  Earl  of  Cadogan.  19^ 

An  Ode  infcribed  to  the  Earl  of  Sunderland  at 

Windfor  197* 

Kenfington  Garden        •  100 

To  a  Lady  before  Marriage-  a  18* 

On  the  Horn-book.  »!»•* 

Thcrfitet  %%$-. 


THE  END  OF  TICKELL'S  POEMSi 


i\ 


k 


rm  . 


THE 

WORKS 

OF     THE 

ENGLISH      POETS. 

WITH 

PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL    AND    CRITICAL, 
BY    SAMUEL    JOHNSON. 


VOLUME    THE    TWENTY-SEVENTH. 


LONDON: 

PRINTED     BY     H.BALDWIN; 

FOK  C.BATHURST,  J.  BUCKLAND,  W.  STRAHAN^  J.  RIVING« 

TOH  AND  SONS,  T.DAVIES,  T.PAYNE,  L.DAVIS,  W.  OWEN, 

Ba  WHITE,     S.  CROWDER,     T..  CASLON,      T.  LONOMANy 

J.  LAW,  E.  AND  C.  DILLY,  J.  DODSLEY,  H.  BALDWIN, 

J.  WILKIE,  J.  ROBSON,  J.JOHNSON,    T.LOWNDES, 

T.BECKET,  C.ROBINSON,  T.CADELL,  W.DAVIS, 

J.NICHOLS,    F.  NEWBERY,    T.EVANS,   J.  RID- 

LSY,  R.BALDWIN,    G.NICOL,  LEIGH  AND 

flOTHEBY,     J.    BEW,      N.    CONANT, 

J.MURRAY,  W.  FOX,  J.  BOWEK. 

MDCCLXXIX. 


uiy.Hi 


R     O     W     E'S 


L        U        G        A        N. 


VOLUME     I. 


THE    FOUR    FIRST    BOOKS. 


LtrCAN's    PHARSALIA, 

TRANSLATED   INTO    £N<;LISH    VERSE 

By  NICHOLAS   ROWE,   Efq; 


"  Ne  tenta  animis  affuefcite  bella, 

«♦  Neu  patriae  validas  in  vifcera  vertite  viFes/' 

ViRO. 


LtrCAN's    PHARSALIA. 

TRANSLATED    INTO   £N<2USH    VERSE 

By  NICHOLAS   R  O  W  E,   Efqj 


"  Ne  tanta  anlmis  afluefcite  bella, 

•*  Neu  patriae  validas  in  vifcera  vcrtite  viks." 

VlRO. 


TO    THE    KING- 
SIR, 

WHILE  my  deceafed  hufband  was  engaged  in 
the  foilo*.ving  Jong  and  laborious  work.,  he 
was  not  a  little  lupported  in  it,  by  the  honour  which 
be  propofed  to  himfelf  of  dcJicating  it  to  your  facred 
Majefty.  This  defign,  which  had  given  him  fo  mucii 
pleafure  for  fbme  years,  out-Ialt^d  b's  abilities  to  put 
it  in  execution :  for,  when  his  life  was  defpaired  of, 
and  this  part  of  the  book  remained  unfini/hed,  \\z  ex- 
prefled  to  me  his  ddire,  that  this  Tranflation  fhould 
be  laid  at  your  Majefty's  feet,  as  a  mark  of  that  zeal  and 
Tcneration  which  he  had  always  entertained  for  your 
Majefty's  Royal  Pcribn  and  virtues.  Had  he  lived 
to  have  made  his  own  addrefs  to  your  Majeltj*  upon 
this  occailon,  he  v/ould  have  been  able  in  Ibme  mea- 
fure  to  have  done  juiticc  to  that  exalted  chara^'ter, 
which  it  becomes  fuch  as  I  am  to  admire  in  filtnce  : 
being  incapable  of  reprefenting  my  dear  hufbanJ  irv 
any  thing,  but  in  that  profound  humility  and  refpccl, 
with  which  I  am. 

May  it  pleafe  your  Majefty, 

Your  Majefty's  moft  dutifut 

and  moft  obedient  fervant, 

ANNE  ROWE. 

B  % 


6  PREFACE    TO 

reafon  why  his  life  is  not  to  be  found  at  any  lengtli, 
in  the  .writings  of  his  contemporaries,  is  the  fear  they 
were  in  of  Nera*s  refentment,  who "  could  hot  bear  to 
have  the  life  of  a  man  fet  in  a  true  light,  whom,  to- 
gether with  ills  uncle  Seneca,  he  had  facrificed  to  his 
revenge.  Notwithftanding  this,  we  have  fome  hints 
iti  writfers  who  lived  near  this  time,  that  leave  us  not 
altogether  in  the  dark,  about  the  life  and  works  of 
this  extraordinary  young  man. 

Marcos  Annaeus  Lucan  was  of  an  equeflrian  fa.- 
roily  of  Rome,  born  at  Corduba  in  Spain,  about  the 
year  of  our  Saviour  39,  in  the  reign  of  Caligula. 
His  family  had  been  tranfplanted  from  Italy  to  Spain 
a  -confiderahle  time  before*  and  were  invefted  with 
fevcral  dig-nicies  and  employments  in  that  remote  pro- 
vince of  the  Roman  empire.  His  father  was  Marcus 
Annteus  Mela,  or  Mella,  a  man  of  a  diftinguiflied 
merit  and  intereft  in  his  country,  and  not  the  lefs  in 
cftecm  for  being  the  brother  of  the  great  philofopher 
Seneca.  His  mother  was  Acilia  the  daughter  of 
Acilius  Lucanus,  one  of  the  moft  eminent  orntors  of 
his  time  :  and  it  was  from  his  grandfather  that  he 
took  the  name  of  Lucan.  The  ftory  that  is  told  of 
Hefiod  and  Homer,  of  a  fwarm  of  bees  hovering  about 
them  in  their  cradle,  is  likewife  told  cf  Lucan,  and 
probably  with  equal  truth  :  but  wlitilier  true  or  not, 
it  is  a  proof  of  the  high  efteem  paid  to  him  by  the 
ancients,'  as  a  poet. 

He  was  hardly  eight  months  old  when  he  was 
l?ioiight  from  his   native  country  to  Rome,  .that  he 

tni^jlu 
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m^ht  take  the  firft  imprcffion  of  the  Latin  tongue  in 
«the  city  where  it  was  fpoke  in  the  greateft  purity.  I 
^KTonder  then  to  find  fome  critics  detraft  from  his 
language,  as  if  it  took  a  tin^re  from  the  place  of 
his  birth  $  nor  can  I  be  brought  to  think  otherwife, 
Chan  that-the  language  he  writes  in,  is  as  pure  Roman 
as  any  that  was  writ  in  Nero's  time.  As  he  grew  up, 
his  parents  educated  him  with  a  care  that  became  a 
promiilng  genius,  and  the  rank  of  his  ^unily.  His 
maflers  were  Rhemmius  Polsmon,  the  grammarian ; 
then  Fiavius  Virginius,  the  rhetorician;  and  laftly, 
Comutus,  the  ftoic  philofopher ;  to  which  fe^i  he  ever 
after  addi£led  himfelf. 

•It  WIS  in  the  courfe  of  thefe  ftudics  he  contraftcd 
an' intimate  friendship  with  Aulus  Periius,  the  fatirift. 
It  is  no  wonder  that  two  men,  whofe  gcntufes  were  fo 
much  alike,  fhould  unite  and  become  agreeable  to  on© 
another ;  for  if  we  coniider  Lucan  critically,  we  (hall 
find  in  him  a  ftrong  bent  towards  Satire.  His  man- 
ner, it  is  true,  is  more  declamatory  and  difFufe  than 
Periius  :  but  Satire  is  ftill  in  bis  .view,  and  the  whole 
Pharfalia  appears  to  me  a  continued  inveftive  againd 
ambition  and  unbounded  power. 

The  progrefs  he  made  in  all  parts  of  learning  muft 
needs  have  been  very  great,  conHdering  tlie  pregnancy 
of  his  genius,  and  the  nice  car^  that  was  taken  in  cul- 
tivating it  by  a  fuitable  education  :  nor  is  it  to  be 
queftioned,  but  befides  the  ma^rs  I  have  named,  be 
had  likewife  the  example  and  infh'u^lions  of  his  uncle 
Seneca,  the  moil  conipicuous  man  then  of  Rome  for 
B  4  learning. 
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l^ayniiiif^  iR^  anil  .iBonll.    Tbiu  he  fet  t»t  tn  ^e 

WorM  mkk^^  (fimtoft  wtmitages  paffible^  a  aohle 

'  t^rtlit.  «%  9piikat  fwrttti«»  great  leUtioiis,  and-mthal^ 

4heirMddqf>jlo4jpi!itedj<in  of  an  unclcy  who,  bcfidet 

}u^  04^  j^ntfi^ctveiMi  ifi  tkricfrnpirey  was  IkvooritBy  •• 

)rell^.i)itor>  to  dit^emfMivpr.   .Bat  Rbetonc.ftcnit  to 

liaTe.-fafcn  tlw  art  be  exiled  vnibft  io^  :«Hi  vtahicd 

jtioal^  ,410ft  i^pooi  ^or  j4Kwdtt;f4  agree,  ht^dedaim^ 

IB  pnliUf  wben  but  feyrtefn  )nea^rold»  l>oth  in  Greek 

and  Latk),  witk  untveiial  ^t^aiife.     To-.tbtt  purpoie 

itit  obieiyable*  tbnt  be  baa  interfperfed  a.,great  many 

4>ratiom  JB^tbeJPbarfliUa^  :^*ad  thiefe  are  acknovdcdgiid 

by  all'to  be  yery  ihinin^ parts  of  tbe  Boem.    Whenct 

4t  m  that  C^tiliany  the  1M  judge  in  theft-' matters, 

jTfckons  him  among  the  ihetoricians,  radier  dom  tha 

iwets,  though  he  was  ^«eItahd5Mnafter  of  both  theft 

«r(s  in  a  high  degree. 

His  uncle  Seneca  being  cchen  in  great  favour  with 
Ktro,  and  haying  the  caffe  of  that  prince*is  education 
'«onimitted  to  'him>  it  is  ^probable  he  introduced  his 
nq^ew.to  the  court  and  acquaintance  of  the  empercAr-t 
and  it  appears  from  an  old  fragment  of  his  life,  diat 
lie  fent  for  him  from  Athens^  where  he  was  at  hia 
tudies,  to  Rome  for  that  porpofe.    Every  one  .knows, 
>tfaat  Nero,  for  the  five  firft  years  of  his  j^ign,  either 
really  was,  or  pretended  to  be,  endowed  with  all  the 
amiable  qualities  that  became  an  emperor  and  a  phi« 
lofopher.    It  muft  have  been  in  this  ftuge  of  N^ro^s 
;life,  that  Lucan  has  offered  up  to  him  that  pnticsl 
incenfe  we  find  in  the  Ficft  Book  of  the  Pharfidia  t  for 

it 
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%  is  iMit  to  be  ixmgtncdy    tha(  a  min  of  Lttcan^s 
.ttmpcr  vTQuld  flatter  Nero  ia  io  ^-^U  a  manner*  it  he 
lad  tlien  throvn  off  the  ondk  of  Ttrtue»  ;ftml  appeared 
•  in  fucb  bloodjr  colours  as  he  atterwdnis  dtvl.     No! 
Lucan^s  foui  lieems  to  have  been  cad  tn  another  moUl  i 
mnd  he  that  durft,  throughout  the  whole  rharlUlia. 
cTpoiiie  the  party  of  PompeT»  and  the  caxilc  of  Koine 
againft  Caefar*  could  never  have  tlooped  ib  vilely  low» 
«8  to  celebrate  a  tyrant  and  a  monfter  in  liich  an  oycn 
manner.    I  know  ibme  L«mmentator«  have  )ui(fi:rd 
that  compliment  to  Nero  to  be  meant  iix>nical)y )  but 
it  feems  to  me  plain  to  be  in- the  grcatett  eurnclt  i  and 
it  is  more  than  probable,   that  if  Nero  hail  bren  «m 
wicked  at  that  time  as  he  became  afterwardi,  Lucan's 
.life  had  pftid  for  his  irony.    Now  it  is  agreed  on  hy 
all  writers,  that  he  continued  for  feme  time  in  the 
higheft  favour  and  friendfhip  with  Ncioj  imd  it  wiis 
to  that  favour,  as  well  as  his  merit,  that  he  owrd  h'm 
being  made  Quxftor,  and  admitted  into  the  Collfj'r  of 
Augurs,  before  he  attained  the  age  rcqiiirrd  I'ur  thrle 
-offices  :  in  the  firft  of  which  pofts  he  cxhibitnl  to  the 
people  of  Rome  a  (how  of  gladiaturi  at  a  vaft  rxjirnc-e. 
It  was  in  this  fun-ftiine  of  life  Lucan  married  TiiiLi 
Argentaria,  the  daughter  of  PoHiuh  Arf;eni:itiii«,   a 
^oman  Senator;  a  lady  of  noble  biith,  grc»(  foitiiiiv, 
mod  fsmed  beauty )  who,  to  add  to  her  othrr  rx(<i< 
iencies,  was  accompli/hed  in   ail   part»  of  leatriiriv,^ 
inibmuch,  that  the  three  Firlt  hotjk%  of  the  Ph^aihlia 
aie  iaid  tD  hav«.been  reviied  asd  corrected  ty  \m-  in 
Jus.lifc-tiint» 
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How  hi^carae  tO'<lecliiie  in  Nero's  favosr,  we  havt 
Ao  account  that.  I  know:of  in  hiftory;  and  it  is  agreed 
4by' ail  thai. he  loft  :it^gradually:»  till  he  became  hit 
oitter  averfioti.  Nq  doubt,  Lucan^s  virtue,  and  his 
j»rincipie«  of  liberty,  nsuft  make  him  hated  by  a  man 
of  Nero*B  temper.  But  there  appears  to  have  been  a 
^rreat  deal  of  envy  in  the  cafe,  blended  with  his  other 
j>reiudices  againft  him,  upon  the  account  of  his  poetry. 

Though' the  fpirit  and  height  of  the'  Roman  poetry 
m:as  Jfbmewhat  declined  from  what  it  had  been  in  the 
-time  of  Augufins,  yet  it  was  (till  an  art  beloved  and 
t;vltiyated.  •  Nero  himfdf  was  jiot  only-fbnd<of  it  t» 
^^thigheft  degitt,  but,  as  lUoft  badr  poett .  are, -was 
^vatD  and  .conceited  of  his  perfbrmancea-  in 'that- -kind, 
ife  vaJued  himie:lf:  more  upon  his  fkilhin  that  art,  and 
jn  mufic,  than  on  the  purple  he  wore;  and  bore  it 
l>etter  to  be  thought  a  bad  emperor,  than  a  bad  poet 
or  mufician.  Now  Lucan,  though  then  in  fevour, 
was  too  honeft  and  too  open  to  applaud  die' bpmbaft 
iluff  that  Nero  wa*  every  day  repeating  in  public.  . 
Xucan  appears  to  have  been  much  of  the  temper  of 
Philoxenus,  the  philofopher ;  who,  for  not  approving 
the  verfes  of  Dionyfius  the  tyrant  of  Syracufe,  was 
by  his  order  condemned  to  the  mines.  Upon  the 
-j)roraife  of  amendment,  the  philofopher  was  fet  at  . 
Jiberty ;  but  Dionyfius  repeating  to  him  fome  of  Kis 
wretched  performances  in  full  expcftation  of  having 
them  approved,  "  Enough,"  cries  out  Philoxenus, 
*'  carry  rae  back  to  the  mines.''  .BmI  -Lucan  carried 
this  point  further,  and  had  the  imprudence  ;to  difputt 

^the 
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<tihc  prize  of  eloquence  \viih  Kero  in  a  folemn  public 
.-afiembly.  The  judges  in  that  trial  were  fo  juft  and 
bold  as  to  adjudge  the  reward  to  Lucan,  which  was 
Fame  and  3i  K^rMth  of  Laurel ',  but  in  re- urn  he  loft 
for  ever  the  favour  of  his  compcior.  He  ibon  felt 
the  cfFe6ls  of  the  emperor's  relVntment,  fcr  the  next 
day  he  had  an  order  fent  him,  never  more  to  ple^d  at 
the  bar,  nor  repeat  any  of  his  performances  in  pu'^ic, 
as  all  the  eminent  orators  and  poeis  were  ufed  to  do. 
It  is  no  wonder  that  a  young  man,  an  admirable 
poet,  and  one  confcious  enough  of  a  fuperior  genius; 
ihould  be  ftung  to  the  quick  by  this  Larbcrcr.s  treat- 
ment. In  revenge,  he  on-iited  -no  occafion  to  treat 
Nero's  verfes  witli  tlje  utmoil  contempt,  and  expoie 
them  andlheir  author  to  ridcule.  ..^ -i  j,^^ I,-! 

In  this  behaviour  tow.  ii..  Nero,  l.e  wa|,"ft^Qjided 
by  his  friend  Pcrfius  5  and  no  dou'>t,  t!it\' .diAj^rted 
therafelves  often  alone  at  the  emperor's  expfncc. 
Perfius  went  fo  far,  th^t  he  dv.v.i  xn  attack,  upcrly 
fome  of  Nero's  verfes  in  his  iirli  tatire,  wbc::j  he 
brings-in  his  friend  a  ad  himkif  n  pe.iiing  ihcm.  I 
believe  a  fample  of  tlitm  niay  net  b<.  u;v  cceptahle  to 
the  reader,  as  tranfl^tcd  thus  by  Mr .  J^ryiien : 

Friend.    But  to  rsw  r.r:nibcrs  and  unHnirii'd  veife. 
Sweet  found  is  added  now,  to  mar  e  it  fCi  I'e. 
■"Tis  tagg'd  with  rhyme  like  Birecynii.rjn  Atys, 
!Tlic  mid  part  chimes  with  ait  thai  ncvci  iiat  is. 
**  The  Dolphin  biave, 
«  That  cut  the, liquid  wave, 

■«*  Or 


^  Or  he  i»ho  in  hit  line^ 
**  Caa  chime  the  long^iihApeiimiae.** 
.  Peksivs.  Ail^tiiit  is  dogrel  ftuff. 

Fribw.  Wh«t  if  I  bring 
A  nobler  tcrie  ?  **  Arm*  and  the  man  I  fing*^ 
PsiLtivi.WhynameyouVixgilwithrtichfbpeatliieft! 
rr-  He  '•  truly  goeat^  and  muft  for  efer  pleafe  i 
.  Net  focC)  but  awful  in  hit  manly-  page, 
.Bold  in  hit  ftrength,  butfober  in  hit  rage. 

Friend.  Wbatpoemtthtnkyrafoft?  andtd1)eresfd 
With  languifliing  regacdt>  and  bending  head  f 

Pbr.  "  T^eir  crooked  bom t. the  Mimalloniaa  cre«r 
-€t  With-blaR»infpir*d:  and  Baflaris,  wha  flew 
•^  «<  The  fetoraful  calf,  -with  (word  adnttc*d  on  high* 
"  **  Madftifrom  liit  neck  hit  haughty  head  to  fly. 

-  **  And  Menasy  when  with  ivy*  bridles  bound,  <^ 

-  *'  She  led  the  fpotted  Lynx,  then  Evion  rung  around,  > 
"■ ««  Evion  from  woods  and  floods  repairingechoes  found-  3 

The  veriet  marked  with  commas  are  Nero-s,  and 
:»  St  is  no  wonder  l&at  men  of  fo  delicate  a  tafte  at 
:>Xucan  and  Perfius  could  not  digeft  them,  diough 
V  made  by  an  emperor. 

About  ^is  Hme  the  world  was  grown  weary  of 
Nero,  for  a  thoufand«  monftrous  ^mieities  of  his  life, 
and  the  continued  abufe  oT  the  imperial  power.  Rome 
had  groaned  long  under  the  weight  of  them,  till  at 
length  feveral  of  the  firft  rank,  headed  by  Pifo,  formed 
a  confpiracy  to  rid  the  world  of  that  abandoned 
-wretch.  Lucan  hated  him  upon  a  double  fcorej  as 
5  hit 
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liis  country^t  enemy  and  his  own^  and  went  heartily 
Into  the  deiign.  When  it  was  juft  ripe  for  execution » 
it  came  to  be  difcorered  by  fome  of  the  accoroplicess 
and  Lucan  was  found  among  the  firft  of  the  confpira- 
tors.  They  were  condemned  to  die»  and  Lucan  had 
the  choice  of  the  manner  of  his  death.  Upon  this 
eccafion  fome  authors  have  taxed  him  with  an  a^lions 
vthich,  if  true^  had  been  an  eternal  Itain  upon  his 
name,  that,  to  fave  his  life,  he  informed  againft  his 
mother.  This  dory  feems  to  me  to  be  a  meer  calumny, 
and. invented  only  to  detra6l  from  his  fame.  It  is 
certainly  the  moft  unlikely  thing  in  the  world,  con- 
fidering  the  whole  conduA  of  his  life,  and  that  noble  * 
fcheme  of  philofophy  and  morals  he  had  imbibed  from 
his  infancy,  and  which  fhines  in  every  page  of  his 
Phar&lia.  It  is  probable,  Nero  himfclf,  or  fome  of 
his  flatterers,  might  invent  the  flory,  to  blacken  his 
rival' to  pofterity;  and  fome  unwary  authors  have 
afterwards  taken  it  up  on  truft,  without  examining 
into  the  truth  of  it.  We  have  fevcral  fragments  of 
his  life,  wher&'this  particular  is  not  to  be  found  $  and, 
which  makes  it  flill  the  more  improbable  to  me^  the- 
writers  that  mention  it,  have  tacked  to  it  another* 
calumny  yet  more  improbable,  that  he  accufed  .  her 
vnjuftly.  As  this  accufation  contradi£ls  the  whole  ■ 
tenor  of  his  life,  fo  it  does  the  manner  of  his  death* 
It  is  univerially  agreed,,  that,  having  chofe  to  have  the 
arteries  of  his  arms  and  legs  opened  in  a.  hot  bathV 
he  fupped  chearfully  with  his  friends,  and  then,  taking 
leave  of  them  with  the  greateflr  tranquillity  «£  mind 

tad 
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and  the  higheft  contempt  of  death,  went  into  the 
bath,  and  fubmitted  to  the  operation.  When  he  foilnd. 
-the  extremities  of  his  body  growing  cold,  and  death's 
iaft  alarm  io  every  part,  he  called  to  mind  a  paflage  of 
his  own  in  the  IXth  Book  of  the  Pharfalla,  which  he 
repeated  to  the  ftanders-by,  with  the  fame  grace  and 
accent,  with  which  he  ufed  to  declaim  in  public,  and 
immediately  expired,  in  the  27th  year  of  his  age,  and 
"tenth  of  Nero.  The  paflage  was  that  where  he  de- 
fcribes  a  foldier  of  Cato's  ^dying^  much  after  the  fame 
manner;  being  bit  by  a  ferpent,.  and  is  thus  tranflated 
by  Mr.  Rowe  : 

"  So  the  warm  blood  at  once  from  every  part 
<*  Ran  purple  poifon  down, and  drain'd  the  fam  ting  hearty 
"  Blood  falls  for  tears,  and  o'er  his  momnful  face 
«  The  ruddy  drops  their  tainted  paiiage  trace. 
♦*  Where-e'er  the  liquid  juices  find  a  way,      * 
«  There  ftreams  of  blood,  there  crimfon  rivers  ftray. 
*•'  His  mouth  and  gufhing  noftrils  pour  a  flood, 
**  And  ev'n  the  pore?  oufe  out  the  trickling  blood  5 
<«  In  the  red-  deluge,  all  the  parts  lie  drown'd, 
<*  And  tlie  whole  body  feems  one  bleeding  wound." 

He  was  buried  in  his  garden  at  Rome ;  and  there 
was  lately  to  be  feen^  in  the  church  of  Santo  Paulo, 
an  ancient  marble  with  the  following  infcription  : 

MARCO  ANNAEO  LVCANO  CORDVBENSI  POETAE, 
BENEFICIO  NERONIS,  FAMA  SERVATA. 

This  infcription,  if  done  by  Nero's  order,  fliows, 
that,  evtn  in  fpite  of  himfelf,  he  paid  a  fecret  homage 
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ucan^s  genius  and  virtue,  and  would  have  atoned 

me  meafure  for  the  injuries  and  the  death  he  gave 

But  he  needed  no  marble  or  infcription  to  pcr- 

ite  his  memory  j  his  Pharfalia  will  out-live  all 

:can  wrote  feveral  books^  that  have  perifhed  by 
injury  of  time,  and  of  which  nothing  remains 
the  titles.  The  firft  we  are  told  he  wrote,  was  a 
1  on  the  Combat  between  Achilles  and  He£>or,. 
Priam's  redeeming  his  Son's  Body,  which,  it  is 
he  wrote  before  he  had  attained  eleven  years  of  age, 

reft  were.  The  Defcent  of  Orpheus  into  Hell; 

bjuming  of  Rome,  in  v/hich  he  is  faid  not  to 

fpared  Nero  that  fet  k  on  fire ;  and  a  Poem  in 
c  of  his  Wife  Polla  Argrntaria.  He  wrote  like- 
fevcral  Books  of  Saturnalia  j  ten  Books  of  Silvae ; 
nperf«£t  Tragedy  of  Medea;  a  Poem  upon  the 
ing  of  Trey,  and  the  Fate  of  Priam  j    to  whicfi 

have  added  the  Panegyric  to  Calphumius  Pifo, 
Ktant,  which  I  can  hardly  believe  is  his,  but  of 
er  age.  But  the  Book  he  flaked  his  fame  on 
his  Pharfalia ;  the  only  one  that  now  remains, 
which  Nero's  cruelty  has  left  us  imperfeft  in 
51  of  what  it  would  have  been,  if  he  had  lived 
ifh  it. 

itius  in  his  Sylvse  gives  us  the  catalogue  of 
n's  works  in  an  elegant  manner,  introducing 
Vlufe  Calliope  accofling  him  to  this  purpbfe : 
hen  thou  ait  fcarce  pafl  the  age  of  childhood 
lys  Calliope  to  Loican)    thou  fhaltpla/  with*  the 

"  valour 
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**  valour  of  Acbillesi  and  Heeler's  (kill  in  driving 
**  of  a  chariot.    Thou  fhalt  draw  Priam  at  the  feet 
**  of  his  unrelenting  Conqueror,    begging  the  dead' 
^*  bod]^  of  his  darling  ion.    Thou  fhalt  fet  open  dve 
*^  gates  of  hell  for  Eurydice,  and  thy  Orpheus  (hall 
*<  have  the  preference  in  a  full   theatre,  in  fpite  of 
«  Nero*8  envy  j"  alluding  to  the  difpute  for  the  prize 
between  him  and  Nero,  where  the  piece  exhibited  by 
Lucan  was  Orpheus's-defcent   into   hell.      *«  Thou 
•*  ihalt  relate  (continues  Calliope)  that  flame  which 
•*  the  execrable  tyrant  kindled,  to  lay  in  aflies  thfi 
**  jiniftrefs  of  the  world  j  nor  ihalt  thou  be  filent  in 
**  the  praifes  diat  are  juftly  due  to  thy  beloved  wife  j. 
**  and  when  thou  haft  attained  to  riper  years,  thou- 
♦*  Ihalt  fing,  in  a  lofty  ftrain,  the  fatal  fields  of  Philippi, 
"  white  with   Roman  bones,  the  dreadful  battle  of 
««  Pharfalia,  and  the  thundering  wars   of  that  great 
**  captain,  who,  by  the  renown  of  his  arms,  merited- 
**  to   be  inrolled  among  the  gods.      In   that  work 
*'  (continues   Calliope)    thou  flialt  paint,  in  never- 
««  fading  colours,   the  auftere  virtues  of  Cato,  who 
"  fcorned  to  out-live  the  liberties  of  his  country  5  and 
*«  the   fate  of  Pompey,    once  the  darling  of  Rome* 
**  Thou  ihalt,  like  a   true  Roman,    weep  over   the 
«*  crime  of   the  yoiing  tyrant   Ptolemy  j    and   ihalt 
♦•  raife  to  Pompey,  by  the  power  of  thy  eloquence^ 
**  a  higher  monument  than  the  Egyptian  pyramids^ 
•*  The  poetry  of  Ennius   (adds   Calliope)   and   the 
<*  learned  fire  of  Lucretius,  the  one  that  conduced 
^  tke  4a|;onaut$  through  fuch  vail  ibas  tg  the  con- 

"  queft 
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«<  qtieft  of  the  golden  fleece,  the  other  that  could 
•*  ^ike  an  infinite  number  of  forms  from  the  firft 
«*  atoms  of  matter,  both  of  them  fliall  give  place  to 
**  thee  without  the  leaft  envy,  and  even  the  divine 
««  -ffineid  fliall  pay  thee  a  juft  relpeft." 

Thus  far  Stafius  concerning  Lucan's  work  5  and 
even  Lucan  in  two  places  of  the  Pharfalia  has  pro- 
mifed  hirafelf  immortality  to  his  Poem.  The  flrA  i« 
in  the  Seventh  Book,  which  I  beg  leave  to  give  in  profe, 
though  Mr.  Rowe  has  done  it  a  thouland  times  better 
in  verfe.  **  One  day  (fays  he)  when  thtfe  wars  fliall 
**  be  fpoken-of  in  ages  yet  to  come,  and  among  na- 
**  tions  far  remote  from  this  clime,  whether  from  the 
**  voice  of  fame  alone,  or  the  real  value  I  have  given 
<*  them  by  this  my  hiftory,  thofe  that  read  it  fliall 
**  alternately  hope  and  fear  for  the  great  events  therein 
**  contained.  In  vain  (continues  he)  fliall  they  offer 
**  up  their  vows  for  the  righteous  caufe,  and  ftand 
**  thunderftruck  at  fo  many  various  turns  of  fortune  5 
"  nor  ihall  they  read  them  ?.3  things  that  are  already 
**  paft,  but  with  that  concern  as  if  they  were  yet  to 
**  come,  and  fliall  range  theinfelves,  O  Pomi^c)',  on 
«  thy  fide." 

The  other  pafllige,  wliich  is  in  the  Ninth  Book, 
may  be  tranflated  thus :  "  Oh !  Cxfar,  profane  thou 
**  not  through  envy  the  funeral  monuments  of  tlide 
**  great  patriots,  that  fell  here  facrif.ces  to  thy  anibi- 
*<  tion.  If  there  may  be 'allowed  any  renown  to  a 
*«  Roman  Mufe,  while  lioiner''s  verles  fliall  be 
•*  thought  worthy  of  praife,  they  that  fliall  live  after 

C  **    U8, 


**  xa,  ftfdl  read  Kn  ud  minb  togttber:  My  Pliar- 
**  faliii  ihall  lm»  aind  no  lidie  nor  age  Ihall  confign  it 
w  to  oblii^on."* 

This  i»  all  ll^it  f  can  trace  frotti  die  ancients,  or  him« 
ielfy  concerning  Lncan^t  life  and  lutings ;  and  indeed 
there  it  i^akce  any  one  authdr»  either  ancient  or  Daodim» 
fiiat  mentiont  him  but  ^ih  the  greateft  refpd^  and 
^  hi|^i^  encomiums,  of  vdiich  it  would  be  tediouft 
to  gite  mohe  iflftances, 

I  defign  not  to  eftter  into  any  criticifm  on  the  Phar- 
^ia,  fhough  I  had  ever  To  much  leifure  or  ability  for 
it.  I  !haiie  16  oblige  a  certain  fet  of  men,  that  read 
the  Itfaciinte  only  to  find  &ult  with  them,  and  feem 
tb  live  ottly  on  the  ezcretaientt  of  audiors.  I  beg 
leave  to  tdl  thefe  gentlemen,  that  Lucan  is  not  to  be  tried 
by  thoft  rules  of  an  Epic  Poem,  which  they  have  drawn 
&om  the  Iliad  or  iEneld  ^  for  if  they  allow  him  not 
the  honour  to  be  on  the  fame  foot  with  Homer  or 
Virgil,  they  muft  do  him  the  juftice  at  leaft,  as  not 
to  try  him  by  laws  founded  on  their  model.  The 
Pharfalia  is  properly  an  Hiftorical  Heroic  Poem,  be- 
caufe  the  fubje^t  is  a  known  true  ftory.  Now  with 
our  late  critics.  Truth  h  an  unnecefTary  trifle  for  an 
Epic  Poem,  and  ought  to  be  thrown  aiide  as  a  cmb 
to  invention.  To  have  every  part  a  mere  web  of 
their  own  brain,  is  with  them  a  diftinguifliing  mark 
of  a  mighty  genius  in  the  Epic  way.  Hence'  it  is, 
thefe  critics  obferve,  that  the  favourite  poems  of  that 
kind  do  always  produce  in  the  mind  of  the  reader  the 
higheft  wonder  and  furprize  |  and  the  more  improbable 

the 
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43»  ftory  is,  ftill  the  more  wonderful  ind  furprizing. 
Much  gtod  may  this  notion  of  theirs  do  them  $  but» 
4x>  my  tafte,  a  fa£^  very  extraordinary  in  its  kind, 
4hat  is  attended  with  furprizing  circumftances^  big 
-with  the  higheft  events,  and  conducted  with  all  the 
4U*ts  a£  the  moft  confummate  wifdom,  does  not  flrike 
the  lefs  firongf  but  leaves  a  more  lafting  impreffion  on 
any  mind,  for  being  true. 

If  Lucan  therefore  wants  theie  ornaments,  he  might 
Jiave  borrowed  from  Helicon,  or  his  own  invention  i 
he  has  made  us  more  than  ample  amends^  by  the 
^eat  and  true  events  that  fall  within  the  compafs  of 
iiis  ilory.  T  am  of  opinion,  that,  in  his  iirft  deilgn  of 
writing  this  poem  of  the  <:ivil  wars,  he  refolved  to 
neat  the  fubje£l  fairly  and  plainly,  and  that  fable  and 
invention  were  to  have  had  no  iharc  in  the  work: 
but  the  force  of  cuftom,  and  the  defign  he  had 
to  induce  the  generality  of  readers  to  fall  in  love 
ivith  liberty,  and  abhor  ilavery,  the  principal  defign 
of  the  poem,  induced  him  to  enibelli^  it  with  Tome 
fables,  that  without  them  his  books  would  not  be  fo 
Ainiverfally  read  :  fo  much  was  fable  tlie  delight  of 
the  Roman  people. 

If  any  fhall  obje£t  to  his  privilege  of  being  examined 
and  tried  as  an  hiftorian,  tliat  he  has  given  in  to  th^ 
poetical  province  of  invention  and  fiilion,  in  the  Sixth 
book,  where  Sixtus  enquires  of  the  Theft'alian  witch 
Kriftho  die  event  of  the  civil  war,  and  the  fate  of  Rome  j 
it  may  be  anfwered,  that  perhaps  the  ftory  was  true, 
or  at  leaft  it  was  commonly  believed  to  be  fo  in  his 
C  X  time. 
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Lucany  though  never  (b  much  hit  enemy,  Hts  ntr 
•mittedhU  generous  ufageof  Domitius  at  Corfiniumyor 
of  Afraniut  and  Petrdus,  when  they  were  hisprifonerf- 
in  S^in*  What  can  be  then  faid  for  Lucan,  when 
he  repreicntt  htm  riding  in  triumph  over  the  field  of 
Pharialia,  the  day  after  the  battle,  taking  delight  in. 
that  honid  landfkip  of  Slaughter  and  Blood,  and  for- 
bidding the  bodies  of  fo  many  brave  Romans  to  be 
either  buried  or  burnt  ?  Not  any  one  paflage  of  C«far> 
Kfe  gives  countenance  t»  a  ftory  like  this :  and  how 
commendable  focver  the  zeal  of  a  writer  may  be^ 
againft  the  of^reffof  of  his  country,  it  ought  not  to- 
have  tranfported  him  to  fuch  a  degree  of  malevolence^ 
as  to  paint  the  moil  merciful  conqueror  that  ever  was,^ 
in  colours  proper  only  for  the  moft  favage  natures.. 
But  the  efFefts  of  prejudice  and  partiality  are  unac- 
countable 5  and  there  is  not  a  day  of  life,  in  which, 
even  the  bcft  of  men  are  not  gu^lty  of  them  in  fome 
degree  or  other.  How  many  inftances  have  we  ia 
hiitory  of  the  beft  princes  treated  as  the  worft  of  men,, 
by  the  pens  of  authors  that  were  highly  prejudiced 
againft  them  ! 

Shall  we  wonaer  then,  that  the  Roman  people, 
fmarting  under  the  laihes  of  Nero's  tyranny,  Ihould 
exclaim  in  the  bittereft  terms  againft  the  memory  of 
Julius  Caefar,  fmce  it  was  from  him  that  Nero  de- 
rived that  power  to  ufe  mankind  as  he  did  ?  Thofe 
that  lived  in  Lucan^s  time,  did  not  confidcr  fo  much 
what  Caefar  was  in  his  own  perfon,  or  temper,  as  what 
hi  was  the  occafion  of  to  them.      It  is  very  probable, 

there 
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there  were  a  great  many  dreadful  ftories  of  him  hand- 
ed about  by  tradition  among  the  multitude  $  and  even 
iqen  of  fenfe  might  give  credit  to  them  fo  far  as  to 
forget  his  clemency,  and  remember  his  ambition,  to 
which  they  imputed  all  the  cruelties  and  devaftationt 
committed  by  his  fuccefTors.     Refentments  of  this  kind 
in  the  ibul  of  a  man,  fond  of  the  ancient  conilit^tion  of 
the  communweaith,  fuch  as  Lucan  was,  might  betray 
him  to  believe,  upon  too  flight  grounds,  whatever  was 
to  the  diiadvantage  of  one  he  looked  upon  as  the  fub- 
veiter  of  that  conftitution.     It  was  in   thai;  quality, 
and   for  that  crime   alone,    that  Brutus   afterwards 
ftabbed  himj  for  perfonal  prejudice  againft  him  be  had 
none,  and  had  been  highly  obliged  by  him  :  and  ic 
was  upon  that  account  alone,  that  Cato  fcomed  to 
owe  his  life  to  him,    though  he  well  knew,   Caefar 
would  have  eftecmcd  it  one  of  the  greatcil  felicities  of 
his,  to  have  had  it  in  his  power  to  pardon  him.     I 
would  not  be  thought  to  make  an  apology  for  Lucan's 
thus  traducing  the  memory  of  Caefar  ;  but  would  only 
beg  the  fame  indulgence  to  his  partiality,  tiiat  we  arc 
wilhng  to  allow  to  moit  other  authors  j  for  I  cannot 
help   believing  all  hiftorians  are  more  or  lefs  guilty 
of  it. 

I  beg  leave  to  obferve  one  thing  further  on  this 
head,  that  it  is  odd,  Lucan  fliould  thus  miilake  this 
part  of  Caifar's  chara6lcr,  and  yet  do  him  fp  much 
juftice  in  the  ie(t.  His  grcatnefs  of  mind,  his  intre- 
pid courage,  his  indefatigable  activity,  his  magnani- 
mity, hii  gcnerofity,  his  coufumiiutc  knowledge 
C  4  i» 
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in  tfae'irt  of  war,  and  die  poiver  and  grace  of  Bis 
doquence,  are  all  let  fbrtii  in  die  beft  light,  upon 
every  proper  occifioo.  He  never  makes  him  ipok, 
but  it  b  with  all  the  ftrengtfa  of  argument,  and  all 
the  fiowcn  of  ihetoric.  It  were  tedioat  to  enumerate 
every  inftaace  of  this  ;  and  I  ihall  only  meiidoa  the 
Ipeech  to  his  army  before  the  battk  of  Pbarfalia, 
which  in  my  opinion  forpafles  all  I  ever  read,  for  the 
caly  noblcnefs  of  expreffion,  the  proper  topics  to 
animate  hb  ibldiers,  and  die  force  of  an  inimitable' 
eM^ueuce* 

Among  Lncan*s  few  miftakes  in  matters  of  h£kf 
may  be  added  thofe  of  geography  and  aftronomy  $  but 
finding  Mr.  Rowehas  taken  fome  nodce  of  them  in  his 
notes,  I  Ihall  fay  nothing  of  them.  Lucan  had  nei- 
ther time  nor  opportunity  to  yifit  the  fcenes  where  the 
a£^ions  he  defcribes  were  done,  as  fome  other  hif- 
torians  both  Greek  and  Roman  had,  and  therefore 
it  was  no  wonder  he  might  commit  fome  minute  er- 
rors in  thefe  matters.  As  to  aftronomy,  the  fchemes 
of  that  noble  fcience  were  but  very  conjt6tural  in  his 
time,  and  not  reduced  to  that  mathematical  certainty 
they  have  been  fince, 

1  he  method  and  difpofition  of  a  work  of  this  kind, 
TP.iift  be  much  the  fame  with  ihofe  obferved  by  other 
hiitorians,  with  one  difference  only,  which  I  fubmit 
to  better  judgments :  an  hiftorian  who  like  Lucati  has 
chofcn  to  write  in  verfe.  though  he  is  obliged  to  have 
i\n6\  regard  to  truth  in  every  thing  ht  relates,  yet 
perhaps  he  is  not  obliged  to  mention  all  faints,    as 

other 
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filler  hiftorians  are.  He  is  not  tied  down  to  relate  ever^ 
ninute  paifage,  or  circumftancej  if  they  be  not  abfo* 
lutely  neceflary  to  the  main  ftory  ;  efpecially  if  they 
are  fuch  as  would  appear  heavy  and  flat,  and  confe* 
quently  incumber  his  genius,  or  his  verfe.  All  thefe 
trifling  parts  of  adlion  would  take  off  from  the  plea- 
fure  and  entertainment,  which  is  the  main  fcope  of 
that  manner  of  writing.  Thus  the  particulars  of  an 
army^s  march,  the  journal  of  a  fiege,  or  the  fituation 
of  a  camp,  where  they  are  not  fubfervient  to  the  rela- 
tion of  fome  gp*eat  and  important  evcuit,  had  better  be 
ipared  than  inferted  in  a  work  of  that  kind.  In  a  profe- 
writer,  thefe  perhaps  ought,  or  at  leaft  may  be  pro- 
perly and  agreeably  enough  mentioned  ;  of  which  we 
have  innumerable  inftances  in  moft  ancient  hiftoriani, 
and  particularly  in  Thucydides  and  Livy. 

There  is  a  fault  in  Lucan  againft  this  rule,  and 
that  is  his  long  and  unneccflTary  enumeration  of  the  fe- 
veral  parts  of  Gaul,  where  Caelar's  array  was  drawn 
together  in  the  Firft  Book.  It  is  enlivened,  it  is  true, 
with  fome  beautiful  verfes  ne  throws  in,  about  the 
ancient  Bards  and  Druids  j  but  (till  in  the  main  it  is 
dry,  and  but  of  little  conreqiience  to  the  iWy  itftlf. 
The  many  different  people  and  cities  there  mentioned 
were  not  Caefar's  confederates,  as  thole  in  the  third 
book,  were  Pompey's  j  and  thefe  lalt  are  particularly 
named,  to  exprels  how  many  nations  elpouled  t!ie  lide 
of  Pompey.  Thoic  reckoned  up  in  Gaul  were  only 
the  j)laces  where  CanUr's  troops  had  been  quartered, 
and  Lucan  nu^ht  with  as  great  propriety  have  men- 
tioned 
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tioncd  the  diffecvat  routes  by  which  they  inarch«d»  ai^ 
the  garrifons  firem  which  they  were  drawn.  This 
therefore,  in  iny  opinion,  had  been  better  left  out; 
and  I  cannot  but  likewife  think,  that  the  digreflion  of 
TheiTaly,  and  an  account  of  its  firft  inhabitants,  is 
too  prolix,  and  not  of  any  great  conCequeqce  to  his 
purpofe.  I  am  fure,  it  fignifies  but  little  to  the  civil 
war  in  general,  or  the  battle  of  Pharfalia  in  particular^ 
to  know  how  many  rivers  there  are  in  TheiTaly,  or 
which  of  its  mountains  lies  Eaft  or  Weft. 

But  if  thefe  be  faults  in  Lucan,  they  aie  fuch  as  will 
lie  found  in  the  moft  admired  poets,  nay,  and  thought 
excellencies  in  tfaem ;  and  befides,  he  has  made  us 
moft  ample  amends  in  the  manyextraordinary  beauties 
of  his  poem.  The  ftory  itfelf  is  Noble  and  Great  jj 
for  what  can  there  be  in  hiftory  more  worthy  of  our 
knowledge  and  attention,  than  a  war  of  the  higheft 
importance  to  mankind,  carried-on  between  the  two 
greateft  Leaders  that  ever  were,  and  by  a  people  the 
moft  renowned  for  arts  and  arms,  and  who  were  at 
that  time  mafters  of  the  world  ?  What  a  poor  fubjcft 
is  that-of  the  -ffineid,  when  compared  with  this  of  the 
Pharfalia !  And  what  a  defpicable  figure  does  Aga- 
memnon, Homer's  King  of  Kings,  make,  when  com- 
pared with  chiefs,  who,  by  faying  only,  "  be  thou  a 
King,''  made  far  greater  kings  than  him  I  The  i'cene 
of  the  Iliad  contained  but  Greece,  foiise  iflands  in  the 
^gean  and  Ionian  feas,  with  a  very  little  part  of  the 
Lefler  Alia  :  this  of  the  civil  war  of  Rome  drew  after 
it  almofl  all  the  nations  of  the  then  known  world. 

Troy 
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'Vnif'^n^  but  a  little  town,  of  the  little  luBgdom  of 
nuyfia ;  w}ierea»  Rome  was  then  miftrefs  of  an  em. 
puc,  that  reached  from  the  ftraits  of  Hercules,  and 
tlic  Atlantic  ocean,  to  the  Euphrates,  and  from  the 
bottom  of  the  Euxine  and  the  Cafpian  feas,  t»  « 
JBthiopia  and  Mount  Atlas.  The  inimitable  Virgil 
if  yet  more  ftraitened  in  his  fubjefl.  ^neas,  a  poor 
fugitive  £rom  Troy,  with  a  handful  of  followers, 
Xettles  at  laft  in  Italy  ;  and  all  the  empire  that  immor- 
tal pen  could  give  him,  is  but  a  few  miles  upon  the 
banka  of  the  Tiber.  So  vaft  a  difproportion  there  is 
between  the  importance  of  the  fubjeSb  of  the^neid  and 
that  of  the  Pharfalia,  that  we  find  one  fmgle  Roman, 
CraiTus,  mafter  of  more  (laves  on  his  eftate,  than  Virgirs 
hero  had  fubjefts.  In  fine,  it  may  be  faid,  nothing  can 
cxcufe  him  for  his  choice,  but  that  he  defigned  hi» 
hero  for  the  anceftor  of  Rome,  and  the  Julian  race, 

I  cannot  leave  this  parallel,  without  taking  notice, 
to  what  a  height  of  power  the  Roman  empire  was  then 
anrived,  in  an  inftance  of  Caefar  himfelf,  when  but  pro- 
confu]  of  Gaul,  and  before  it  is  thought  he  ever 
dreamed  of  what  he  afterwards  attained  to :  it  is  in 
one  of  Cicero's  letters  to  him,  wherein  he  repeats. 
the  words  of  Caefar's  letters  to  him  feme  time  before. 
The  words  are  thcfe ;  **  As  to  what  concerns  Marcus 
•«  Furius,  whom  you  reconunended  to  me,  I  will,  if 
"  you  pleafe,  make  him  king  of  Gaul ;  but,  if  you 
««  would  have  me  advance  any  other  friend  of  yours, 
"  fend  him  to  me."  It  was  no  new  thing  for  citizens 
of  Rome,  fuch  as  Cxfar  was,  to  difpofe  of  kingdoms 

as 
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u  the7  pleafecE;  wad  Cx&r  bimfelf  had  taken  aWaf 
Ddotaros^s  kingidoiii  frinn  him,  and  giTcn  it  to  s 
private  geademsBi  of  Pergaranm.  Bnt  there  is  oar 
furpriiing  fofemre  more,  cf  the  prodigious  greatneft 
g£  the  Homan  power,  in  the  a£iir  of  king  Antiochusy 
and  tiat  Long  before  the  height  it  arrived  to,  at  the 
breaking  forth  of  the  ciril  war.  That  prince  was 
mafter  of  all  Egypt ;  and,  marching  to  the  conqneft  of 
Pbaaicia,  Cyprus,  and  the  other  appendixes  of  that 
empire,  PopiLius  oyertakes  him  in  his  full  march,  widt 
letters  from  the  ienate,  and  refules  to  give  him  hk 
hand  till  he  had  read  them.  Antiochas,  ibutled  at 
die  command  that  was  contained  in  them,  to  ftop  the 
progrefs  of  his  Yi£h>ries,  alked  a  fliort  time  to  con- 
£der  of  it.  Popilins  makes  a  circle  about  him  with 
a  ftick  he  had  in  his  hand,  **  Return  mc  an  amWer,* 
faid  he,  *'  before  thcu  tiirrell  out  of  this  circlo,  or 
**  the  Roman  people  are  no  more  thy  fricRds.** 
Antiochua,  after  a  ihort  pauie,  told  him  with  the 
loweft  rubmilTion,  he  would  obey  the  leniit^i's  com- 
ma:iis.  Upon  which,  Popiiius  gives  him  his  hand,  and 
faiutes  him  a  friend  of  Rome.  « Aft.^r  Antiochus  had 
given  up  lb  great  a  monarchy,  and  i\ich  a  torrent  of 
fucccfs,  upon  receiving  o.ily  a  few  wcids  in  writing, 
he  had  indeed  reaibn  to  lend  word  to  the  fenatc,  as 
he  'lid  by  his  ambaiiadors,  that  he  had  obeyed  their 
commands,  with  the  fame  iubraiirion,  as  if  they  had 
been  fcnt  him  from  the  immortal  gods. 

To  Lave  this   digrefiion.      It   were   the   hdght  of 
arrogance  to  detract  ever  fo  little  from  Homer  or  Virgil, 

who 
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,  'mho  have  kept  pofleifion  of  the  firft  places,  among  th6 
poets  of  Greece  and  Rome,  for  fo  many  ages  t  yet 
I  hope  I  may  be  forgiven,  if  I  fay  there  are  feverai 
paflages  in  both,  that  appear  to  me  trivial,  and  below 
the  dignity  that  fhines  almoft  in  every  page  of  Lucan. 
It  were  to  talce  both  the  Iliad  and  ^neid  in  pieces, 
to  prove  this :  but  I  fhall  only  take  notice  of  one  in- 
ibmce,  and  that  is,  the  different  colouring  of  Virgil's 
hero,  and  Lucan's  Cxfar,  in  a  ftorm.  ^neas  is 
drawn  weeping,  and  in  the  greateft  confufion  and 
defpair,  though  he  had  aflbrance  from  the  gods  that 
he  ihould  one  day  fettle  and  raife  a  new  empire  in 
Italy.  Caeiar,  on  the  contrary,  is  reprefented  per- 
£e£lly  fedate,  and  free  from  fear.  His  courage  and 
nsagnanimity  brighten-up  as  much  upon  this  occafion, 
as  afterwards  they  did  at  the  battles  of  Pharfalia  and 
Munda.  Courage  would  have  coft  Virgil  nothing, 
to  have  beftowed  it  on  his  hero;  and  he  might  as 
eaiily  have  thrown  him  upon  the  coafl  of  Carthage  is 
a  calm  temper  of  mind,  as  in  a  panic  fear. 

St.  Evremont  is  very  fevere  upon  Virgil  on  this  ac- 
count, and  has  criticized  up*n  his  character  of  ^ueat 
in  this  manner.    When  Virgil  tells  us, 

««  Extcmplo  iEnea  folvuntur  frigore  membra, 
*'  Ingemit,  &duplices  tendens  adfiderapalmas,  &c." 
«  Seized  as  he  is,"  fays  St.  Evremont,  «« with  this 
"  chilnefs  through  all  his  limbs,  the  firft  fign  of  life 
"  we  find  in  him,  is  his  groaning ;  then  he  lifts  up  his 
**  hands  to  heaven,  and,  in  all  appearance,    would 

**  implore 
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**  implore  its  fuccour,  if  the  condition  wherein  llhe 
«<  good  hero  finds  himfelf,  would  afford  him  ftrength 
*^  enough  to  raife  his  mind  to  the  gods,  and  pra)f 
'^  with  attention.  His  foul,  which  Could  not  applj 
**  itfelf  to  any  thing  elfe,  abandons  itfelf  to  lamen- 
**  tations  $  and  like  thofe  defolate  widows,  who  upom 
**  the-  firft  trouble  they  meet  with,  Wifh  they  were  it 
^<  the  grave  with  their  dear  hufbands,  the  poor  ^nea« 
'*<  bewails  his  not  having  perifhed  before  Troy  witk 
«*  He£bor,  aod  efteems  them  very  happy  who  left  their 
'**  bones  in  the  bofom  of  fo  fweet  and  dear  a  country. 
'*^  Some  people,"  adds  he,  **  may  perhaps  believe  hfc 
**  fays  fo,  becaufe  he  envies  their  happinefs;  but  I 
-**  am  perfuaded,  fays  St.  Evremont,  it  is  for  feat 
«  of  the  danger  that  threatens  him.''*  The  fame  aw 
thor,  after  he  has  expofed  his  want  pf  courage,  add^ 
^*  The  good  iEneas  hardly  ever  concerns  himfelf  it 
**  any  important  or  glorious  defign  :  it  is  enough  fot 
*'  him  that  he  difcharges  his  confcience  in  the  oiiict 
**  of  a  pious,  tender,  and  compaflionate  man.  Ht 
*'  carries  his  father  on  his  (houlders,  he  conjugally 
*^  laments  his  dear  Crei'tfa,  he  caufes  his  nurfe  ta  be 
*^  interred,  and  makes  a  funeral  pile  for  his  trufty 
**  pilot  Palinurus,  for  whom  he  flieds  a  thou£ind 
**  tears.  Here  is  (fejrs  he)  a  foiTy  hero  in  paganifm, 
*^  who  would  have  made  an  admirable  faint  among 
**  fpme  chriftians."  In  fhort,  it  is  St.  Evremont's 
opinion,  *'  he  was  fitter  to  make  a  founder  of  an  order 
««  than  a  ilate." 
Thus  ^u*,  and  perhaps  too  far>  St.  Evremont :  I 
4  ^ 
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eare  to  take  notice,  that  the  ftoMi  in  Lucan  is  drawn 
ranger  coloiifs,  and  ftrikes  the  mind  with  greater 
w,  than  that  of  Virgil ;  notwithftanding  the  firil 
10  fnpem^tutal  caufe  affigned  for  it,  and  the  latt^ 
lied  by  a  god,  at  the  inftigation  of  a  goddiif«» 
^aa  both  wife  and  fifter  of  Jrijnter. 
the  Pharfalia,  moft  of  the  tranfa^lions  and  events, 
ctympttfe  the  relation,    are  wonderfiil  and  fur- 
ig,  though  tnic,  as  well  as  infttiiftive  and  enttr- 
ig.    To  enumerate  them  all,  were  to  tranfcribe 
ork  itfelf,  and  therefore  I  fhall  only  hint  at  fomb 
e  moft  remaricable.     With  what  dignity,   and 
fs  of  chara£ler,  are  the  two  great  rivals,  Pompey 
^acfar,  introduced  in  the  Firft  Book;  and  how 
[fully,  and  with  what  a  mafterly  art,  ate  thej" 
!d  to  one  another  ?  add  to  this,  the  jufteft  firni-- 
s  by  which  their  different  characters  ^re  illuftra- 

the  Second  and  Ninth  Book.  Who  Can  but  ad^ 
the  figure  that  Gato's  virtue  makes,    in   molt 

than  one  ?  And  I  perfuade  myfelf,  if  Lucan  had 
to  finifh  his  defign,  the  death  of  that  illuftrioU^ 
n  had  made  one  of  the  moft  moving,  as  well  a^ 
*  the  moft  fublime  epifodes  of  his  poem.    In  the 

Book  Pompey's  dream,  C«far*s  breaking  opeti 
mple  of  Saturn,  the  fiege  of  Marfeilles,  the 
ht,  and  the  facred  grove,  have  ^ch  of  them  tljdr 
liar  excellence,  that  in  my  opinion  come  very 
hort  of  any  thing  we  find  in  Homer  or  Virgil, 
the  Fourth  Book,  there  are  a  great  itiany  charm- 
identSy  and  among  the  reft,  that  of  the  foldiefg 

ninniag 
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running  out  of  their  camp  to  meet  and  -embrace  one 
another,  and  the  deplorable  ftory  of  Vulteius,  The 
Fifth  Book  afibrds  us  a  fine  account  of  the  oracle  of 
Delphi,  its  origin,  the  manner  of  its  delivering  an- 
fwers,  and  tlie  reaibn  of  its  then  filence.  Then,  upon 
the  occafion  of  a  mutiny  in  Caefar's  camp  near  Pla- 
centia,  in  his  manner  of  paiTmg  the  Adriatic  in  a 
fxnall  boat,  amidil  the  ftorm  I  hinted  at,  he  has  given 
us  the  nobleft  and  beft  image  of  that  great  man.  But 
what  aife6ls  me  above  all,  is  the  parting  of  Pompey 
and  Cornelia,  in  the  end  of  the  Book.  It  has  fome- 
thing  in  it  as  moving  and  tender,  as  ever  was  felt,  or 
perhaps  imagined. 

In  the  defcription  of  the  witch  EriAho,  in  the 
Sixth  Book,  we  have  a  beautiful  piflure  of  horror  $ 
for  even  works  of  that  kind  have  their  beauties  in 
poetiy,  as  well  as  in  painting.  The  Seventh  Book  is 
moft  taken  up  with  what  relates  to  the  famous  batde 
of  Pharfalia,  which  decided  the  fate  of  Rome.  It  is 
fo  related,  that  the  reader  may  rather  think  himfelf 
a  fpe6lator  of,  or  even  engaged  in,  the  battle,  than  fo 
remote  from  the  age  in  which  it  was  fought.  There 
is,  towards  the  end  of  this  Book,  a  noble  majeftic 
defcription  of  the  general  Conflagration,  and  of  that 
laft  cataftrophe,  which  muft  put  an  end  to  this  frame 
of  heaven  and  earth.  To  this  is  added,  in  the  moft 
elevated  ftyle,  his  fentiments  of  the  "  Immortality  of 
•*  the  Soul,'*  and  of  rewards  and  puniftiments  after  this 
life.  All  thefe  are  touched  with  the  niceft  delicacy  of 
cxpreflion  and  thought,  efpecialJy  that  about  the  uni  - 
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"verTal  Conflagration ;  and  agrees  with  what  we  find  o( 
k  in  Holy  Writ.  In  fo  much  that  I  am  willing  to 
believe  Ltican  might  have  converfed  with  St.  Petef 
at  Rome,  if  it  be  true  he  was  ever  there  ;  or  he  might 
have  feen  that  Epiftle  of  his,  wherein  he  gives  us  the 
Iftrj  fame  idea  of  it. 

In  the  Eighth  Book,  our  pailions  are  again  touched 
with  the  misfortunes  of  Cornelia  and  Pompeyj  but 
efpecially  with  the  death,  and  unworthy  funeral,  of 
the  latter.  In  this  Book  is  likewife  drawn,  with  the 
greateft  art,  the  charafter  of  young  Ptolemy  and  hit 
minifters;  particularly  that  of  the  villain  Photinut 
it  exquifitely  expofed  in  his  own  fpeech  in  council. 

In  the  Ninth  Book,  after  the  apotheofis  of  Pompey, 
Gate  it  introduced  as  the  fitted  man  after  him  to  head 
the  caufe  of  Liberty  and  Rome.  This  Book  is  the 
longeft,  and,  in  my  opinion,  the  moft  entertaining  in 
the  whole  poem.  The  march  of  Cato  through  the 
deferts  of  Libya,  affords  a  noble  and  agreeable  va- 
riety of  matter ;  and  the  virtue  of  his  hero,  amidft 
thefe  diftreiTes  through  which  he  leads  him,  feems  every 
where  to  deferve  thofe  raptures  of  praife  he  beftowt 
upon  him.  Add  to  this,  the  artful  defcriptions  of 
the  various  poifons  with  which  thefe  deferts  abounded, 
and  their  different  effects  upon  human  bodies,  than 
which  nothing  can  be  more  moving  or  poetical. 

But  Cato's  anfwer  to  Labicnus  in  this  Book,  upon 
hit  defiring  him  to  conl'ult  the  oracle  of  Jupiter 
Hammon  about  the  event  of  the  civil  wnr,  and  the 
fortune  of  Komc^  is  a  miiicr-picce  rot  to  bt  equalled. 


J4.  PREFACETO 

All  the  attributes  of  God»  fuchas  hit  bmnipotcnoer 
his  preTciencet  his  jiiftice»  his  goodnefsy  and  his  un- 
icanhable  decrtes»  are  painted  in  the  moft  awful  mod- 
the  firongeft  cokmrsy  and  fuch  as  may  nuke  Chrif*> 
tians  themitlvcs  bluih^  for  not  coming  up  to  them  in 
moft  of  their  writings  upon  that  fubjed.  I  kaotr  aot- 
but  St.  Evremont  has  carried  the  matter  too  fer»whai» 
in  mentioning  this  paflage,  he  concludes,  *<  If  all  tbe- 
*'  ancient  poets  had  fpoke  as  worthily  of  the  orteka 
**  of  their  gods,  he  ihould  make  no  fcniple  u>  prcivr 
**  them  to  the  divines  and  philoibphers  of  oui'  tane* 
*'  We  may  fee,  fays  he»  in  the  concourfe  of  fo 
**  many  people,  that  came  to  confult  the  oracle  of 
**  Hammon,  what  effeA  a  public  opinio^  can  pep- 
*<  ducCf  where  zeal  and  fuperftition  mingle  tigedicr. 
**  We  may  fee  in  Labienus,  a  pious  fenfible  man* 
**  who  to  his  rcfpeft  for  the  gods.  Joins  the  confide- 
'*  ration  and  eftcem  we  ought  to  preferve  for  virtue  in 
*'  good  men.  Cato  is  a  religious  fcvere  philofopheTy 
*'  weaned  from  all  vulgar  opinions,  who  entertains 
**  thofe  lofty  thoughts  of  the  gods,  which  pure  un«- 
*'  debauched  reafon  and  a  true  elevated  knowledge 
**  can  give  us  of  them ;  every  thing  here,  fays  Sc 
*^  Evremont,  is  poetical,  every  thing  is  conibnant 
«  to  truth  and  reafon.  It  is  not  poetical  upon  the 
*'  fcore  of  any  ridiculous  fiction,  or  for  Come  extra- 
*'  vagant  hyperbole,  but  for  the  daring  greatnefs  and 
*«  majefty  of  the  language,  and  for  the  noble  eleva- 
**  tion  of  the  difcourfe.  It  is  thus,  adds  he,  that 
**  poetry    is  the  language  of  the  gods,    and    that 

«<  poets 
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^^  .poet9  are  wife  $  and  it  is  fo  much  th«  ^atcr  woo- 
*'  der  to  End  it  in  Lucan,  fays  Ine,  becaufe  it  is 
'*f  neither  ta  be  met  with  in  Homer  nor  Virgil/'  I 
reinember  Montaigne^  who  is  allowed  by  all  to  have 
been  an  admirable  judge  in  thefe  matters,  prefers 
Lucan's  cbani6ier  of  Cato  to  Virgil,  or  any  other  of 
the  ancient  poets.  He  thinks  all  of  them  £at  and 
languiOiing,  but  Lucan's  much  more  ftrong,  though 
overthrown  by  the  extravagancy  of  his  own  force. 

The  Tenth  Book,  impcrfe6l  as  it  is,  gives  us,  among 
other  things,  a  view  of  the  Egyptian  magnificence, 
with  a  curious  account  of  the  then -received  opinions 
-of  the  increafe  and  decreaie  of  the  river  Nile.  From 
the  variety  of  the  Itory,  and  many  other  particulars 
I  need  not  mention  in  this  (hort  account,  it  may  eafily 
appear,  that  a  true  hiftory  may  be  a  romance  or 
fiction,  when  the  author  makes  choice  of  a  fubjeft 
that  affords  fo  many  and  fo  furprizing  incidents. 

Among  the  faults  that  have  been  laid  to  Lucan's 
chaige,  the  raoft  juftly  imputed  are  thole  of  his  ftile  j 
ajid  indeed  how  could  it  be  otherwife  ?  Let  us  but  re- 
member the  imperfe6l  (late,  in  which  his  fudden  and 
immature  death  left  the  Pharfalia ;  the  defign  itfelf 
being  probably  but  half  finished,  and  what  was  writ 
of  it,  but  nightly,  if  at  all,  revifed.  We  are  told, 
it  is  true,  he  either  corrected  the  three  firft  books  him- 
felf,  or  his  wife  did  it  for  him,  in  his  own  life-time. 
Be  it  fo :  but  what  are  the  coiTe£lions  of  a  lady,  or 
a  young  man  of  fix  and  twenty,  to  thofe  he  might 
]&av«  made  at  forty,  or  a  more  advanced  age  ?  Virgil, 
Dx  the 
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cotntt  mmI  |Shkhnw  poet  ttit  cw  wi%' 
caneflng  fctt  iSadd  te  near  as  loop  m 
^cnc9  cf  y^an  togiAer  as  Locaalifcdy  and  yet  £ed 
wifli  a  Armi[|[^  tfpmton  uiat  tf  was  uBpcsfeft  CilL  Ir 
Lticaa  Ind  fited  to  bis  2gt,  tbe  Pharfilia  wiihwit 
doobt  would  Itate  made  anodier  kind  ci  %oir,  duBi 
itnoirdoes^  notwidiflaiiding  the  dH&tence  to  be  finmd 
In  dK  Roman  langiv^i^  between  Ibe  times  of  Hod 
and  Attgnlhis. 

It  misft  be  owned  be  is  in  many  pbces  oblonc  and 
bafd,  and  tberefore  not  to  wgjiteMef  and  comes  flioft 
of  ibe  ^pmty,  fwcetneis,  and  delicate  |amaiety  of 
Viipl.  Yet  it  is  ftOl  uniirerialljr  ^;reed  amoi^  bocb 
anciettis  and  modems^  ^t  bis  genius,  was  wonder- 
Ittllj  great,  but  at  die  lame  time  too  baog^  and 
beadftrong  to  be  governed  by  art ;  and  diat  bis  ftyle 
was  like  bis  genius,  learned,  bold,  and  lively,  but 
withal  too  tragical  and  bluftering. 

I  am  by  no  means  willing  to  compare  the  Pbarfalia 
to  the  ^neid;  but  I  muft  fay  with  St.  Evremont,  that 
for  what  purely  regards  the  elevation  of  thought, 
Pompey,  Csfar,  Cato,  and  Labienus,  (bine  mucb  more 
in  Lucan,  than  Jupiter,  Mercury,  Juno,  or  Venus,  do 
in  Virgil.  The  ideas  which  Lucan  has  given  us  of 
thefe  great  men  are  truly  greater,  and  affeft  us  more 
fenfibly,  than  thofe  which  Virgil  has  given  us  of  his 
deities :  The  latter  has  clothed  his  gods  with  human 
infirmities,  to  adapt  them  to  the  capacity  of  men  : 
The  other  has  raifed  his  heroes  fo,  as  to  bring  theni 
into  competition  with  the  gods  thcAifelves.  In  a  wonT^ 
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the  gods  are  not  fo  valuable  in  Virgil,  as  the  heroes  t 
In  Lucan>  the  heroes  equal  the  gods.  After  ally  it 
muft  be  allowed,  t)^at  moil  things  throughout  the 
whole  Pharfalia  are  greatly  and  juftly  faid,  with  re- 
,gard  even  to  the  language  and  expreiTion :  but  the  fen- 
timents  are  every  where  Co  beautiful  and  elevated,  that 
they  appear,  as  he  defcribes  Caefar  in  Amyclus^s  cot- 
tage in  the  Fifth  Book,  noble  and  magnificent  in  any 
drefs.  It  is  in  this  elevation  of  thought  that  Lucan 
juftly  excels:  this  is  his  fortey  and  what  raifes 
him  up  to  an  equality  with  the  greateft  of  the  ancient 
Poets. 

I  cannot  omit  here  the  delicate  character  of  Lucan*s 
genius,  as  mentioned  by  Strada,  in  the  emblematic 
way.  It  is  commonly  known  that  Pope  Leo  the  Tenth 
was  not  only  learned  himfelf,  but  a  great  patron  of 
learning,  and  ufed  to  be  prefent  at  the  converfations 
and  performances  of  all  the  polite  writers  of  his  time- 
The  wits  of  Rome  entertained  him  one  day,  at  his 
villa  on  the  banks  of  the  Tiber,  with  an  interlude  in 
the  nature  of  a  Poetical  Mafquerade.  They  had  their 
PamaiTus,  their  Pegafus,  their  Helicon,  and  every  on* 
of  the  ancient  poets  in  their  fcveral  characters,  where 
each  afted  the  part  that  was  fuitable  to  his  manner 
of  writing,  and  among  the  reft  one  afted  Lucan. 
**  There  was  none,  fays  he,  that  was  placed  in  a 
<*  higher  ftation,  or  had  a  greater  profpeft  under  him, 
"  than  Lucan.  He  vaulted  upon*  Pegafus  with  all 
**  the  heat  and  intrepidity  of  youth,  and  feenied  de- 
**  iirous  of  mounting  into  the  clouds  upon  the  back 
D  3  "of 
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<<  of  him.  Bot  at  d^lMiMkr  leet  of  dK  fcorfe  ftadL 
**  te  tfie  AMwntaMBy  «i4ule  tkf  kydtj  fcand  up  «i  ibei 
'*  air,  file  jwet  wilh  gneat  diAcwAtf  kept  ■biaifdf  £nMi. 
«<  Aidiag  ^  isfiMMidi  that  :die.  fpo6bcon  oft«  gate 
''  him  for  gone,  and  cried  «iit  lunr  and  then,  he  ms- 
<<  tumbUag.**    'nins  Stnub. 

I  ihall  fiUB  «p  all  I  faaire  tune  to  fajr  of  LiKaa^^with 
another  charafter,  as  it  it  given  by  one  of  the  matt 
polite  men  of  the  age  be  Itved  aa,  and  who  lunder 
the  protedion  of  the  iame  Pope  Leo  X.  was  one  €£ 
the  firft  neftosers  of  kanting  m  the  latter  end  tif  ihe 
fifteenth  and  the  beginning  of  the  fixteenth  centiuy 
I  mean,  Jofa^anes  Mpttaoft  FerolasuM,  who,  with  di 
aififtance  of  Beroaldus^  Badnm,  and  ibsoe  othcn  of 
the  ^irft  form  in  the  pepirblic  c/f  letters,  publiiked. 
Lucan  with  notes  at  Rome  in  the  year  1514,  being  the 
firft  impre^ion,  if  I  mittake  not,  that  ever  was  made 
of  him.  Poetry  and  Painting,  with  the  knowledge  of 
the  Greek  and  Latin  tongties,  rofc  about  that  time  to 
a  prodigious  height  in  afmall  compafs  of  years ;  and 
whatever  we  may  think  to  the  contrary,  they  have 
declined  ever  fince.  Vei-uianus,  in  his  dedication  to 
Cardinal  Palavicini,  prefixed  to  that  edition,  has  not 
only  given  us  a  delicate  lententious  criticiAn  on  hia 
Pharfalia,  but  a  beautiful  judicious  comparifon  be> 
tween  hira  and  Virgil,  and  that  in  a  ftile  which  in  my 
opinion  conies  but  little  ihort  of  Salluil,  or  the  writers 
of  the  Augudine  age.     It  is  to  the  following  purpoie. 

I  come  new  to  the  author  I  have  commented  upon, 
fays  Sulpitius  Veridanus,  and  HiaU  endeavour  to  de- 
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fttibfi  him,  at  well  as  obferve  in  what  he  diflers  from 
that  great  poetVirgiL  Lucan,  in  the  opintoa  of 
FabiuBy  is  no  lefs  a  pattern  for  orators  than  for  poett  i 
and  aiwaya  adhering  ik\Sily  to  truth,  he  ihema  to 
hurt  a^  fair  a  pretence  to  the  chara£>cr  of  an  hi(brian  i 
for  he  equally  peiforms  each  of  the(c  ofHcei .  His  ex- 
prcSwB  is  bold  and  lively  (  his  fentiinents  ars  dear* 
bis  Ji^ions  within  compafs  cf  probability,  and 
bis  digrfflipns  pjoper  i  his  orations  artfii\,  correct 
manly,  and  full  of  matter.  In  the  other  parts  of  hit 
work,  he  is  graya,  Au^ntp  eopiotis,  and  ekgaot  i 
abounding  with  gjwt  variety,  and  wonderful  erudi* 
tKHi*  And  in  unri'idling  the  intricacy  of  contrivances , 
ddigna  and  anions,  his  ftile  is  (b  i^afterly,  that  you 
rather  ioem  to  fee,  than  read  of  thcfe  tranfa&ions.  But 
M  for  ffn(£rprizcs  and  battles,  yen  imagine  them  not 
related^  but  a<E^ed  :  towns  alarmed,  armies  engaged, 
€he  eagernefs  and  terror  of  the  feveral  foldiers,  liiciu 
prcknt  to  your  view.  As  our  author  is  frequent  and 
fertile  in  defcriptlons  ;  and  none  more  ikilfui  in  djf- 
covering  the  fecret  fpiings  of  action,  and  their  rife  in 
bumaa  paHions  :  as  he  is  an  acute  iearcher  into  the 
manners  of  men,  and  mod  dextrous  in  apjiiying  ail 
forts  of  learning  to  his  ru1)JLCt  :  What  other  cofmo- 
graphcr,  aftrologer,  philolbpher  or  mathematician  do 
we  itand  in  need  of,  while  we  read  him  ?  Who  has 
more  judicoufly  handled,  or  treated  with  more  delicacy, 
whatever  topics  his  fancy  has  led  him  to,  or  have 
cafuaily  fjlkn  in  his  way  ?  Maro  is,  without  doubt,  a 
great  poetj  fo  is  Lucan.  In  fo  apparent  an  equality, 
D4  it 
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it  is  hard  to  decide  which  excels :  For  both  have  jutlf 
obtained  the  higheft  commendations.  Maro  is  nek 
and  magnificent;  Lucan  fumptuous  and  fplendidr 
The  firft  i»  diicreet,  inventive^  and  ibblime;  the  lat* 
fter  free,  hacmonious,  and  full  of  fpiriu  Virgil  feem^ 
to  move  with  the  devout  folemnity  of  a  reverend  pre* 
late  :  Lucan  to  march  with  the  noble  haughtkiefs  of 
a  vi£iorious  general.  One  owes  moft  to  labour  and  ap- 
plication i  the  other  to  nature  and  pra^ice :  one  lullt 
the  foul  with  the  fweetnefs  and  mufic  x>f  his  verfe^  the 
other  railes  it  by  his  fire  and  rapture.  Virgil  is  fedate, 
happy  in  his  conceptions^  free  from  faults  $  Lucan 
quicky  various  and  florid:  He  feems  to  fight  witll 
ftronger  weapons.  This  with  more.  The  ficft-furpifleft 
all  in  folid  ftrength ;  the  latter  excels  in  vigour  and 
poignancy.  You  would  think  that  the  one  founds 
rather  a  larger  and  deeper  toned  trumpet  j  the  other 
a  lefs  indeed,  but  clearer.  In  fhort,  fo  great  is  th« 
affinity,  and  the  ftruggle  for  precedence  between  them^ 
that  though  nobody  be  allowed  to  come  up  to  that 
Divinity  in  Maro  5  yet  had  He  not  been  poflefied  of 
the  chief  feat  on  Parnafl'u^,  our  author's  claim  to  it 
had  been  indifputable. 
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In  the  Firft  Book,  after  a  propoiition  of  his  fubjefL 
a  fliort  view  of  the  ruins  occafioned  by  the  civil 
wars  m  Italy,  and  a  compliment  to  Nero>  Lucah 
l^ives  the  principal  caufes  oi  the  Civil  War.  together 
with  the  chara^^ers  of  Csfar  and  Pompey:  after 
thaty  the  ftory  properly  begins  with  Csfar's  pailing 
the  Rubicon,  which  was  the  bound  of  his  province 
towards  Rome,  and  his  march  to  Anminum. 
Thither  the  Tribunes  and  Curio,  who  had  been 
driven  out  of  the  city  by  the  oppofite  party,  come 
to  him,  and  demand  his  protection.  Then  follows 
his  fpeech  to  his  anny,  and  a  particular  mention  of 
the  feveral  parts  of  Gaul  from  which  hrs  troop* 
were  drawn  together  to  his  aififtance.  From  Caefar, 
the  poet  turns  to  defcribe  the  general  conftematioa 
at  Rome,  and  the  flight  of  great  part  of  the  fenau 
and  people  at  the  news  of  his  march.  From  .hence- 
he  takes  occaflon  to  relate  the  foregoing  prodigies, 

•  which  were  partly  an  occaiion  of  thofe  panic  ter- 
rors, and  likewiie  the  ceremonies  that  were  ufed  by 
the  priefts  for  purifying  the  city,  and.  averting  thi 
anger  of  the  gods  j  and  then  ends  this  Book  with 
the  infpiration  and  prophecy  of  a  Roman  matron, 
in  which  (he  enumerates  the  principal  events  whiclL 
were  to  happen  in  the  courfe  of  the  Civil  War. 

EMATHIAN  plains  with  flaughter  cover'd  o'erj. 
And  rage  unknown  to  civil  wars  before, 
£ftabli(hM  violence,  and  lawlefs  might. 
Avowed  and  hallow'd  by  the  name  of  right} 
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*A  race  renownM,  the  world's  viflorious  lordsy 
Tum'd  on  tbcnofelves  isrith  their  own  hoftOe  fwonlt  j 
Piles  againft  piles  opposed  in  impious  fight. 
And  eagles  againft  eagles  bending  flight ; 
Of  blood  by  friends,  by  kindred,  parents,  fpilt, 
One  common  horror  and  promifcuous  guiltj 
A  fliattcrM  world  in  wild  diforder  toft, 
leagues,  laws,  and  empire,  in  confudon  lod  $ 
Of  all  the  woes  whicb  eiril  dii'cords  briogi 
And  Rome  overcome  liy  Roman  arm«,  I  fing. 
Whut  blind,  detefted  madnefs  cobld  afford 
Such  horrid  licenfe  to  the  murdering  fwopd  ? 
Sty,  Romans,  whence  fo  dire  i  fury  roie. 
To  glut  with  f^atian  blood  your  barbaixms  foes  ? 
Could  )^ou  in  wars  like  thefe  provoke  your  fate  f 
Wars,  where  no  triumphs  on  the  vii^or  wait ! 
While  Babylon's  proud  Ipires  yet  rile  To  high. 
And  rich  in  Roman  Ipoils  invade  the  ficy; 
While  yet  no  vengeance  is  to  CraflTus  paid. 
But  unatonM  repines  ih^^  wandering  ftiade ! 
What  tra6ts  of  land,  what  realms  unknown  before. 
What  feas  wide- ftretching  to  the  diftant  fhore. 
What  crownsjwhat  cmpircs,might  that  blood  havegaii 
With  which  Kmathb's  fatal  fields  were  (btn'd ! 
Where  Seres  in  their  filken  woods  refide. 
Where  fwift  Araxes  poUs  his  rapid  tide  t 
Where-e'cr  (if  luch  a  nation  can  be  found) 
Nile's  fccret  fountain  fpringing  cleaves  the  ground 
Where  fouthcrn  funs  with  double  ardour  rife. 
Flame  o'er  the  land,  and  iicorck  the  mid-day  ikies  j 
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Where  wintered  liitid  tlM  Soylfcitn  liras  ccaifaaiBS,    ^$, 
J^d  binds  the  frozen  'floods  in  -crjibil  diaitis  ; 
Where-e'er  the  flisdy -night  and  day-fprrng  come. 
All  had  fubmitted  to  the  yokse-of  K-orme, 

O  Roae !  if  Aau^ter  tec  thy  »iily  care, 
I£  fuch  thy  fiMid  dcfi^re  -of  impiens  vnr-;  4^ 

Turn  from  thyfelf,  at  kaft,  the  <Jeftiii'd  M^Mmd, 
Till  thou  art  miftrefs  of  the  world  around. 
And  none  to  conquer  but  thyfctf  be  fouiid. 
Thy  foes  a€  yet  a  juftcr  war  afford, 
And  barbaroBS  Wood  remains  to  glut  thy  (word*      45; 
But  fee !  ^ler  hands  on  her  own  vftais  feize. 
And  no  deflruf^ion  but  her  own  can  pleaie. 
Behold  her  fields  unlcnowing  of  the  plow  I 
Behold  her  palaces  and  towers  laid  low ! 
See  where  o'ert^rown  the  maffy  column  lies,  ^a 

Wliile  weeds  obfcene  above  the  cornice  rife. 
Here  gaping  wide,  half-ruin'd  walls  remain. 
There  mouldering  pillars  nodding  roots  fuftain. 
The  landikip,  once  in  various  beauty  fpread. 
With  yello^^  harvefts  and  the  flowery  mead,  5J5 

Difplays  a  wild  uncultivated  face, 
Which  bulhy  brakes  and  brambles  vile  difgrace : 
No  human  footftep  prints  th'  untrodden  green. 
No  chearful  maid  nor  villager  is  fcen. 
Ev'n  in  her  cities  famous  once  and  great,  €9^ 

Where  thoufands  crowded  in  the  noify  ftreet, 
No  fownd  is  heard  of  human  voices  now. 
But  whirling  winds  through  empty  dwellings  blow  5 
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While  pafling  ftrangen  wonder,  if  they  fyf 

One  (ingle  melancholy  face  go  by.  €^ 

Nor  Pyrrhus*  fword,  nor  Cannx^s  htiX  fields 

Such  univerfal  defolation  yield : 

Her  impious  Tons  have  her  worft  foes  furpafs^d* 

And  Roinan  hands  have  laid  Hefperla  wsifte. 

But  if  our  fates  feverely  have  decreed  j% 

No  way  but  this  for  Nero  to  fucceed ; 
If  only  thus  our  heroes  can  be  gods. 
And  earth  muft  pay  for  their  divine  abodes  j 
If  heaven  could  not  the  thunderer  obtain,  n- 

Till  giants  wars  made  room  for  Jove  to  reign*  > 

Tis  juft,  ye  gods,  nor  ought  we  to  complain  :  ^ 

Oppreft  with  death  though  dire  Pharfalia  groan> 
Though  Latian  blood  the  Punic  ghofts  atone  $ 
Though  Pompey's  haplefs  fons  renew  the  war, 
And  Munda'  view  the  flaughterM  heaps  from  far ;     80 
Though  meagre  famine  in  Perulia  reign, 
Though  Mutina  with  battles  fill  the  plain  ; 
Though  Leuca's  ifle,  and  wide  Ambracia''s  bay. 
Record  the  rage  of  Aclium's  fatal  day  5     » 
Though  fervile  hands  are  arm'd  to  man  the  fleet,       ^j 
And  on  Sicilian  feas  the  navies  meet ; 
All  crimes,  all  horrors,  we  with  joy  regard. 
Since  thou,  O  Caefar,  art  the  great  reward. 

Vaft  are  the  thanks  thy  grateful  Rome  fhould  pay 
To  wars,  which  ufher-in  thy  facred  fway.  9% 

When,  the  great  bufinefs  of  the  world  atchiev'd. 
Late  by  the  willing  ftars  thou  art  receivM, 
Through  all  the  blifsful  feats  the  news  (hall  roll. 

And  heaven  refcund  with  joy  from  pole  to  pole. 

Whethct 
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Whether  great  Jove  refign  fupreme  command,  95 

And  truft  his  fceptre  to  thy  abler  hand ; 

Or  if  thou  choofe  the  empire  of  the  day. 

And  make  the  fun's  unwilling  fteeds  obey; 

Aufpicious  if  thou  drive  the  flaming  team, 

While  earth  rejoices  in  thy  gentler  beam ;  xo« 

Where-e'er  thou  reign,  with  one  confenting  voice. 

The  gods  and  natiu%  (hall  approve  thy  choice. 

But,  oh !  whatever  be  thy  godhead  great. 

Fix  not  in  regions  too  remote  thy  feat  5 

Nor  deign  thou  near  the  frozen  bear  to  (hine,  X05 

Nor  where  the  fultry  fouthem  ftars  decline  $ 

Xefs  kindly  thence  thy  influence  ihall  come. 

And  thy  bleft  rays  obliquely  viiit  Rome. 

Prefs  not  too  much  on  any  part  the  fphere  t 

Hard  were  the  taflc  thy  weight  divine  to  bear ;        no 

Soon  would  the  axis  feel  th*  unufual  load, 

And  groaning  bend  beneath  th*  incumbent  god : 

O'er  the  mid  orb  more  equal  flialt  thou  rife, 

And  with  a  jufter  balance  fix.  the  (kits*  X15 

Serene  for  ever  be  that  azure  fpace, 

Vo  blackening  clouds  the  purer  heaven  difgrace, 

Nor  hide  from  Rome  her  Cxfar's  radiant  face. 

Then  fliall  mankind  confcnt  in  fweet  accord. 

And  warring  nations  (heath  the  wrathful  fword ; 

Peace  (hall  the  world  in  friendly  leagues  compofe,      X2« 

And  Janus'  dreadful  gates  for  ever  clofe. 

To  me  thy  prefent  godhead  (lands  confeft. 

Oh  let  thy  facred  fury  fire  my  brtaSt ! 

So  thou  vouchfafe  to  hear,  let  Phoebus  dwell 

6till  uninvok'd  in  Gyrrha^s  myftic  cell }  it^ 

*  By 
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By  roe  uncairfll^  let  iprightly  Bacchtt*  jfeign^ 
And  lead  the  dsuict  «R  Indian  Nyf^^'a  plain.- .  ^  ;^ 

To  thee,  O  CadGuv  att  »y  vows  belong;.  .      -.  ^ 

Do  thou  alone  infpjve  the  Roman  fong- 

And  now  the  nighty  ta(k  dernands  mar  cavc^       ly^ 
TIm  fatal  fonrcc  of  difcord  to  dec]a«e  ^  .  r 

What  canie  accurft  produced  the. due  events  jt 

Why  rage  (b  dire  the  madding  nations  cent,  St 

And  peace  wa»  driven  away  by  one  eon^mC.  -  J| 

But  thus  the  malice  of  ouc  hux  coamiajidsy  .  n^^i. 

And  nothing  great  to  long  duration  ftands  i 
Afpiring  Rome  had  nkn  too  much  in  he^^  .'i 

And  Aink  bcacathj  hec  own  unwitldy  vm^A,  { 

So  ihall  one  hour, at  laft  this  globe  contrpftl«  '  \      .  "% 
JBreak  up  the  vaft  «achiBe«  diflbWe  the- whole,  ^ 

And  time  no  more  tikrougb  meafiir'd  ages  roil.  j| 

Then  Chaos  hoar  flkall  feize  bis  former  right. 
And  reign  with  anarchy  and  ekkft  night  i 
The  ftarry  lamps  (hall  combat  in  the  iky. 
And  loft  and  blended  in  each  other  die  j  145; 

<)ciench'd  in  the  deep  the  lieavenly  firea  ihall  fall. 
And  ocean  caft  abroad  o'er-fpread  the  ball : 
The  moon  no  more  her  well-known  courie  ihall  run. 
But  rife  from  weftem  waves,  and  meet  the  fun  |. 
Ungovem^d  ihall  fhe  ^uit  her  ancient  way,  150 

Herfelf  ambitious  to  fupply  the  day : 
Confufion  wild  ihall  all  aroiwd  be  faurrd. 
And  difcord  and  diiorder  tear  the  world. 
Thus  power  and  greatnefs  to  deibm^ion  haile. 
Thus  bounds  to  human  happinefs  are  plac'd. 

And  Jove  forbids  proiperity  to  laft* 

Yet 
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Yet  Fortune,  \»hen  (he  meant  to  wreak  her  Hat?, 
From  foreign  foc«  preferv'd  the  Roman  ftate. 
Nor  fuffer'd  barbarous  hands  to  give  the  blow. 
That  laid  the  queen  of  earth  and  ocean  low  j  i6o 

To  Rome  herfelf  for  enemies  flic  fought, 
And  Rome  herfelf  her  own  deftruc^ion  wrought ; 
Rome»  that  ne'er  knew,  three,  lordly  heads  before, 
Firft  fell  by  fatal  partnerihip  of  power. 
What  blind  ambition  bids  your  force  combine  ?       165 
What  means  this  frantic  league  in  which  you  join  ? 
Miflaken  men  I  who  hope  to  fhare  the  fpoiJ, 
And  hold  the  world  within  one  common  toil  I 
While  earth  the  feas  fliall  in  her  bofom  bear. 
While  earth  herfelf  ihall  hang  in  ambient  air,         77* 
While  Phoebus  fliall  his  coniiant  taik  renew  ^ 
While  through  the  Zodiac  night  ihall  day  purfue ; 
No  faith,  no  truft,  no  friendship,  fti.ill  be  known     O 
Among  the  jealous  partners  of  a  throne ;  > 

B  ut  he  who  reigns,  fliali  ftrive  to  reign  aJone.  j 

Kor  feck  for  foreign  tales  to  make  this  good, 
Were  not  our  walls  firft  built  in  brother's  blood  ? 
Nor  did  the  feud  for  wide  dominion  rife, 
Nor  was  the  world  their  impious  fury's  prize ; 
Divided  power  contention  Itill  affords,  i$o 

And  for  a  village  ftrove  the  petty  lords. 

The  fierce  triumvirate  combin'd  in  peace, 
Preferv'd  the  bond  but  for  a  little  fpace. 
Still  with  an  aukward  difagreeing  grace. 
Twas  not  a  league  by  inclination  made,  185 

But  bare  agreement,  fuch  as  friends  perfuade. 

5  Deiire 
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Defire  of  %ar  in  either  chief  was  feen, 

Though  interpofing  Craflus  ftood  between. 

Such  in  the'midft  the  parting  Ifthmus  lies* 

While  fwelltng  feas  on  either  fide  ariie  $  t9# 

The  folid  boundaries  of  earth  reftrain 

The  fierce  Ionian  and  iEgean  main ; 

But)  if  the  mound  gives  way,  ftraigfat  roaring  load 

In  at  the  breach  the  ruflung  torrents  croud  $ 

Raging  they  meet>  the  dafhing  waves  run  high,      195 

And  work  their  foamy  waters  to  the  iky. 

So  when  unhappy  Craflas>  fadly  diin^ 

Dfd  with  his  blood  Aflyrian  Carre's  jrfain } 

Sudden  the  feeming  friends  in  arms  engage. 

The  Parthian  fword  let  loofe  the  Latian  rage.         %gm 

Ye  fierce  Arfacidat !  ye  foes  of  Rome, 

Now  triumph,  you  have  more  than  overcome « 

The  vanquifli'd  felt  your  viftory  from  far. 

And  from  that  field  received  their  civil  war. 

The  fword  is  now  the  umpire  to  decide,  105 

And  part  what  friendihip  knew  not  to  divide. 
'^Twas  hard,  an  empire  of  fo  vaft  a  fize. 
Could  not  for  two  ambitious  minds  Aiffice  $ 
The  peopled  earth,  and  wide-extended  main. 
Could  fumifli  room  for  only  one  to  reign.  %\% 

When  dying  Julia  firft  forfook  the  light. 
And  Hymen's  tapers  funk  in  endlefs  night. 
The  tender  ties  of  kindred-love  were  torn. 
Forgotten  all,  and  bury'd  in  her  urn. 
Oh  I  if  her  death  had  haply  been  delayed,  a  i ^ 

How  might  the  daughter  and  the  wife  perfuade ! 

Like 


I 
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Like  the  fam M  Sabiite  daitiw  (he  had  berti  fl*ii 
To  ftay  the  meeting  war^'^nd  flfand  betvtreen  V 
On  eithei:  hand  had  woo*d  them  to  accord^ 
^doth'd  her  fierce  father,  and  her  furio\is  lord. 
To  join  in  peace,  and  (htzih  the  ruthlefs  Tword. 
But  this  the  fatal  fitters  doom  deny'd ; 
The  friends  were  fever'd,  when  the  matron 'dy'd. 
The  rival  leaders  mortal  war  J>roclaim, 
JRage  fires  their  fouls  with  jealoufy  of  fame," 
And-emulation  fans'  the  rifing*  flame* 

Thee  Pompey  thy  paft  deeds' by  ttlms  lAfeft, 
And  jealous  glory  bums  within  thy  breaft  { 
Thy  fam'd  piratic  laurel  feems  to  fade, 
-.  Behieath  fuccefsful  Cacffar's  rifing  (hade  5  131& 

His  Gallic  wreaths  thou  vie^^ft  with  anxious  eyes 
Above  thy  naval  crowns  triumphant  rife. 
Thee,  Cxfar,  thy  long  labours  paft  incite. 
Thy  ufe  of  war,  and  cuftom  of  the  fight ; 
While  bold  ambition  prompts  thee  in  the  race,        135 
And  bids  thy  courage  fcorn  a  fecond  place. 
Superior  pbwer,  fierce  faftion's  deareft  care. 
One  could  not  brook,  and  one  difdain'd  to  fliart. 
Juftly  to  name  the  better  caufe  were  hard. 
While  greateft  names  for  either  fide  declared ;  440 

Victorious  Caefar  by  the  gods  was  crown'd, 
The  vanqui/h'd  party  was  by  Cato  own'd. 
Nor  came  the  rivals  equal  to  the  field ; 
One  to  increafing  years  began  to  yield. 
Old' age  came  creeping  in  the  peaceful  gown,  145 

And  civil  funftions  weighM  the  foldier  down  ; 

E  Difus'd 
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DifusM  to  armsy  he  turned  him  to  tiie  laws. 

And  pleasM  himfelf  with  popular  applaufe  | 

With  gifts  and  liberal  bounty  fought  for  fame. 

And  lov'd  to  hear  the  vulgar  /hout  his  name ;         a.50 

In  his  own  theatre  rejoiced  to  Ht, 

Amidft  the  noify  praifes  of  the  pit. 

Carelefs  of  future  ills  that  might  betide,  'j 

No  aid  he  fought  to  prop  his  failing  fide,  > 

But  on  his  former  fortune  much.velyM.  ^ 

Still  feemM  he  to  poiTefs,  and  fill  his  place  ;  156 

But  flood  the  fhadow  of  what  once  he  was. 

So,  in  the  field  with  Ceres'  bounty  fpread, 

Uprears  fome  ancient  oak  his  reverend  head ; 

Chaplets  and  facred  gifts  his  boughs  adorn,  x6o 

And  fpoils  of  war  by  mighty  heroes  worn. 

But,  the  firft  vigour  of  his  roQt  now  gone, 

He  (lands  dependent  on  his  weight  alone  j 

All  bare  his  naked  branches  are  difplayM, 

And  with  his  leaflefs  trunk  he  forms  a  fhade  :  -       %6$ 

Yet  though  the  winds  bis  ruin  daily  threat, 

As  every  blaft  would  heave  him  from  his  feat ; 

Though  thoufand  fairer  trees  the^iield,  fupplies. 

That  rich  in  youthful  verdure  round  him  rife ; 

Fix'd  in  his  ancient  flate  he  yields  to  none,  %jo 

And  wears  die  hpnaofs  of  the.  grove  alone. 

But  Cxiar's  greutntis,  and  bis  ftrength,  was  more 

Than  paft  renown  and  antiquated  power  ; 

*Twas  not  the  fime  of  what  Ite  once  ha.d  been, 

Or^liiJes  in  M.  records  and  annals  feen  |  ^^ 

But  *twas  a  valaor,  reftkfsj  unconfin'd. 

Will  U  M>-  rU'ftfs  cotild  fftt^-  oor  limits  brtfd  J 
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^Twas  ihame,  a  foldier's  ihame  untaught  to  yield. 
That  bluihM  for  nothing  but  an  ill-fougltf  .£eid; 
I^erce  in  his  hopes  he  lyas,  nor  knew  to  ftay,        .«te 
Where  vengeance  or  ambition  iied  the  way  |  ' 
Slill  prodigal  of  war  when€»*er  witfaftood, 

.  Nor  fparM  to  ftain  the  guilty  iword  with*  blotdi; 
Urging  advantage,^ Jie  improTM  all^>dds^ 
And  made  the  moft  c£'  fortune  and  the  gods  $         -sBf  • 
Pleased,  to  overturn  whate*«r  yi^ithheld  his  pritCi 
And  faw  the  ruin  with'  crjoicing  eyes* 
Such  while  earth  trembles,  and  heaTenthundenloudt 
Darts  the -fwift^ightning*  from  th& -rending  eloud} 
Fierce  through  the  day  it  faveaks,  and  in  its  flight  t^^ 
The  dreadful  blaft  confounds  the  gazer's  fightj 

.  Reiiftlers  in  its  courfe  delights  to-  rove» 
And  cleaves  the 'temples  of  its  mader  Jove : 
Alike  where-e'er  it  paffes  or  returns, 
With  equal  rage  the  fell  ticftroyer  bums ;     .  ^95 

Then  with  a  whirl  full  in  its  ftrength  retires, 
And  recolle^s  the  force  of  all  its.fcatterM  fires. 
Motives  like  thefe  the  leading  chiefs  infpir^ds 
But  other  thoughts  the  meaner  vulgar  firM. 
Thofe  fatal  ieeds  luxurious  vices  low,  30^ 

Which  ever  lay  a  mighty  people  low. 
To  Rome  the- vanquish- d  earth  her  tribute  paid. 
And  deadly  treafiires  to  her  view  difplayM  s 
Then  truth  and  fimple  manners  left  the  place. 
While  riot  rear'd  her  lewd  diihoneft  face  s  "jof 

Virtue  to.  full  profperity  gave  way. 
And  fled  from  rapine,  and  the  luit  of  pr^« 

£  a  Oft 
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~  On  ctajr  Uic  pioud  ptiken  anie^ 
And  isfifli  fotd  ock  common  vfe  lappKet* 
Their  fatihpn  firugil  tiMcf  ftand  abkon-M, 
And  Aib  noMr  mad  Afiic  ave  ciq>lor*d. 
For  high-pri&^ddaittticsy:  and  the  citron  board. 
In  iilkqi  wbea'tho  *unioa  men  appear. 
Which  maids  and  ypUtfaful  Jindes  Aovld  bfaiiito  wcnr^ 
Tk»t  age  bj  honeft  forertf  adom'd,  ■  s^ 

Which  t»nmglit  the  manly  Romant  ibrdi»  it  (corocdi 
Where-ever  aught  pemicKNii  doaa  .abound. 
For  hnmtf  9llr  lands  are  raniack'd  round. 
And  deju^r^^Hight  deaths  tji^  finking  ftate  confound. 
The  Cnrii>  and  (:a^iUi>  )kttk  field,  .sM 

To  vaflexten4ed  terriunrik^l  yield } 
And  foreign  tenants  reap  the  harveft-Aow, 
Where  once  the  great  Di^lator  held  tiie  plow. 

Rome,  ever  fond  of  war,  was  tirM  with  eafe } 
Ev'n  liberty  had  loft  the  power  to  pleafe ;  325 

Hence  rage  and  wrath  their  ready  minds  invade,.   . 
And  want,  could  every  wickednefs  perfuade : 
Hence  impious  power  was  firft  eileemM  a  good. 
Worth  being  fought  with  arms,  and  bought  with  blood: 
With  glory>  tyrants  did  their  country  awe,  5)0 

And  violence  prefcrib*d  the  rule,  to  law. 
Hence  pliant  fervile  voices  were  conftrain'd. 
And  force  in  popular  aifemblies  reign'd  $ 
Con  All  8  and  tribunes,  with  oppofmg  might. 
Join -d  to  confound  and  overturn  the  right :  ^35 

Hence  Iharaeful  magiftrates  were  made  for  gold. 
And  a  bafe  people  by  themfelves  were  fold : 

Hence 
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Hence  flaughter  in  the  vcAal  field  returnB^' 

And  Ronft  her  yearly  competitions  mourns  i' 

H«nce  death  unthrifty,  carelefs  to  repay,  *    340 

And  ufury  dill  watching  for  its  day : 

Hence  perjuries  in  every  wrangling  court ; 

And  war,  the  needy  bankrupt^  laft  refort. 

Now  Coefar,  marching  fwift  with  winged  hafte. 
The  funtmits  of  the  frozen  Alps  had  paftj  345 

With  vaft  events  and  enterprizes  fraught. 
And  future  wars  revolving  in  his  thought. 
^  ow  near  the  banks  of  Rubicon  he  ftood  { 
When  lo !  as  he  furveyM  the  narrow  flood, 
Amid  ft  the  duiky  horrors  of  the  night,  356 

A  wondrous  vifion  ftood  confeft  to  fight. 
Her  awful  head  Rome's  reverend  image  rearM^ 
Trembling  and  fad  the  matron  form  appeared  j 
A  towcry  crown  her  hoary  temples  bounds 
And  her  torn  trefles  rudely  hung  around  :  355 

Her  naked  arms  uplifted  ere  flie  fpoke, 
Then  groaning,  thus  the  mournful  filence  broke. 
Prefuraptuous  men !  oh,  whither  do  you  run  ? 
Oh,  whither  bear  you  thefe  my  enfigns  on  t 
l£  friends  to  right,  if  citizens  of  Rome,  3^ 

Here  to  your  utmoft  barrier  are  you  come. 
She  faid  ;  and  funk  within  the  clofing  (hade : 
A(lonifhment  and  dread  the  chief  invade ; 
Stiff  rofc  his  ftarting  hair,  he  ftood  difmay'd. 
And  on  the  bank  his  flackening  fteps  were  ftay'd.  ^6$ 
O  thou  (at  length  he  cry'd)  whofe  hand  controls 
The  forky  fire,  and  rattling  thunder  rolls ; 

E  3  Who  ■ 
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Who  from  thy  capitol's  exalted  height, 

Doft  o'er  the  wide-fpread  city  caft  thy  fight ! 

Ye  Phrygian  gods,  who  guard  the  Julian  line !       370 

Ye  mj-ileries  of  Romulus  divine  I 

Thou,  Jove !  to  whom  from  young  Afcanius  came 

Thy  Alban  temple,  and  thy  Latian  name : 

And  thou,  immortal  facred  Veftal  flamo  ! 

JBut  chief,  oh  !  chiefly,  thou,  majeftic  Rome  \ 

My  firft,  my  great  divinity,  to  whom 

Thy  ftill  fuccelsfui  Carfar  am  I  come  ; 

Nor  do  thou  fear  the  fword^s  deftruftive  rage, 

With  thee  my  arms  no  impious  war  (hall  wage. 

On  him  thy  hate,  on  him  thy  curfe  bellow,  ^%% 

Who  would  perfuade  thee  Caefar  is  thy  foe  j 

And  fmoe  to  thee  I  confccrate  my  toil. 

Oh  favour  thou  my  caufe,  and  on  thy  foldier  fmiles 

He  faiJ;  and  ftraight,  impatient  of  delay, 
Acrofs  the  fwelling  flood,  purfiied  his  way.  jS^ 

So  when  on  fultry  Libya's  defert  fand 
The  lion  fpies  the  hunter  hard  at  hand, 
Couch'd  on  the  earth  the  doubtful  falvage- lies. 
And  waits  a  while  till  all  his  fury  rife ; 
His  lafhing  tail  provokes  his  fwelling  fides,  ^^ 

And  high  upon  his  neck,  his  mane  with  horror  rides: 
Then  if  at  length  the  flying  dart  infeft, 
Or  the  broad  fpear  inwuic  bis  ample  breaft. 
Scorning  tiM:  vniond)  he  yawai  a  draulful  raiUG^. 
And  flj«s  like  iightT^bg  un  tbe  ho  Ail  e  Moor,  ^f%\ 

While  \i  jth  hot  (kj^^  die  ftrvtnt-  Itjfomer  glowij 
The  Rubicon  sm  htiml>l«  rivtr  fiQvtrs^ 

Thmm 
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Througii  lowly  vales  he  cuts  his  winding  way, 
And  rolls  his  ruddy  waters  to  the  fea. 
His  bank  on  either  fide  a  limit  ftands,  400 

Between  the  Gallic  and  Aufonian  lands. 
But  ftronger  now  the  wintery  torrent  grows, 
The  wetting  winds  hacr*thaw*d  ffte  Afpine  fiiows, 
And  Cynthia  rifing  with  a  blunted  beam  t 

In  the  third  circle,  drove  her  watery  teafn;  c4^^S 

A  fignal  fure  to  raife  the  fwelling  ftream.  ^ 

For  this,  toftem  the  rapid  water's  courfe,- 
Firft  plung'd  amidlt  the  floodthe  bolder  horfe-^ 
With  ftrengtli  opposM  again  ft  the  ftream  they  lead. 
While  to  the  fmootherfotd,  the  foot  with  eal'e  ruc«eed,. 

The  leader  now  had  pafs'd  the  torrent  o'er, - 
And  reachM  fair  Italy's  forbidden  fhore  : 
Then  rearing  on  the  hoftile  bank  his  head. 
Here  farewell  peace  and  injurM  laws  !  (he  faid.) 
Since  faith  is  broke,  and  leagues  are  fet  afide,  -j 

Henceforth  thou,  goddefs  Fortune,  art  my  guide ;      > 
Let  fate  and  war  the  great  event  decide.  ^ 

He  fpoke;  and,  on  the  dreadful  talk  intent^ 
Speedy  to  near  Ariminum  he  bent ; 
To  him  the  Balearic  fling  is  flow,  420 

And  the  fliaft  loiters  from  the  Parthian  bow.  • 
With  eager  marches  fwift  he  rcach'd  the  town,  '■% 

As  the  nudes  fled,  the  (Inking  ftars  were  gone,         > 
And  Lucifer  the  laft  vras  left  alone.  <3 

At  leiqitli  the  moni,  the  dreadful  morn  aroie,        425 
i    :  '  .yjWjfc  bmi  the  firft  tomaituoot  Fage  difclofe  t 

-•;  '/r-  ■  -B  4  Whether 
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Whether  the  ftormy  ibiith  prploiigM  the  nighty       .  «;  ' 

Or  die  good  gods  abhorrM  the  in;ip|ous  light,,  .  ^ 

The  clouds  a  while  withheld  the  mournful  li|^      ^ 

To  the  mid  Fotram  on  the  foldkr  paft'd.  43^- 

There  halted^  apd  his  vi^or  en^gns  placM  :  , 

With  dire  alarms  from  band  to  band  around^ 

The..£fe9  hoarfe  horn>  and  rajttling  trumpets  ibond.  - 

The  ftarting  citizens  uprear  their  beads  $ 

The  ]uftier  youth  at  once  forfake  their  beds  $  43-j;. 

Ha%  they  fnatch  the  weapons,  whicl^  among 

Their  houlhold-gods  in  peace  had  refted  long  ^ 

Old  bucklers  of  the  covering  hides  bereft. 

The  mouldering  frames  disjoined  and  barely  Icftj 

Swords  with  foul  ruft  indented  deep  they  take,       44^ 

And  ufelefs  fpears  with  points  inverted  ihake. 

Soon  as  their  crefls  the  Roman  eagles  rear'd. 

And  Caefar  high  above  the  reft  appearM ; 

Each  trembling  heart  with  fecret  horror  fhook, 

And  filcnt  thus  within  themfelves  they  fpoke.  445 

Oh,  haplefs  city  I  oh,  ill-fated  walls  ! 
Reared  for  a  curfe  fo  near  the  neighbouring  Gauls ! 
By  us  deftruftion  ever  takes  its  way, 
We  firft  become  each  bold  invader's  prey ; 
Oh,  that  by  fate  we  rather  had  been  plac*d  450 

Upon  the  confines  of  the  utmoft  eaft  ! 
'I'he  frozen  north  much  better  might  we  know. 
Mountains  of  ice,  and  everiafting  ihow. 
Better  with  wandering  Scythians  choofe  to  toam, 
Than  fix  in  fruitful  Italy  our  home. 
And  g!)ard  thefe  dreadful  paftages  to  Rome. 

Through 
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l^rdugh  thefe  the  Cimbrians  laid  Hefpena  waie ; 
l^rough  thefe  the  fwarthy  Cardiaguiian  paiiV]  5 
ME^enever  fortune  tiireats  the  Latian  ftate8>  • 
War,  death)  and  ruin,  enter  at  thefe  gates.  460- 

Ja  fecret  murmurs  thus  they  fought  relief, 
While  no  bold  voice  proclaimM  aloud  their  grief. 
O'er  all  one  deep,  one  hornd  filence  reigns ;  -^ 

J^  when  the  rigour  of  the  winter*8  chams,  > 

All  natui«,  heaven,  and  earth  at  once  conftrains ;     3 
The  tuneful  feathered  kind  forget  their  lays, 
Aad  ihivering  tremble  on  the  naked  fprays  i 
£v'*n  the  rude  feas  composM  forget  to  roar. 
And  freezing  billows  ftiffen  on  the  fhore. 

The  colder  (hades  of  night  forfook  the  iky,         479 
WJien  lo !  Bellona  lifts  her  torch  on  high : 
And  if  the  chief,  by  doubt  or  ihame  detained. 
Awhile  from  battle  and  from  blood  abftain'd  j 
Fortune  and  fate,  impatient  of  delay. 
Force  every  foft  relenting  thought  away.  475- 

A  lucky  chance  a  fair  pretence  fupplies. 
And  juftice  in  his  favour  feems  to  rife. 
New  accidents  new  ftings  to  rage  fuggeft. 
And  fiercer  fires  inflame  the  warrior*»  bread. 
The  fenate  threatening  high,  and  haughty  grown,  4S» 
Had  driven  the  wrangling  tribunes  from  the  town  \ 
In  fcom  of  law,  had  chacM  them  tbrot^h  the  gate, 
And  urg'd  them,  with  the  fadHous  Gracchi*s  fate. 
With  thefe,  as  for  redreis  their  courfe  they  fped 
To  Csiar'a  camp,  the  bufy  Curia  fled  $  485 

Cunor 
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Ctirio^  z  fpeaker  tarboknt  and  bold,  y^ 

Of  Tcnal  eloqacDCCy  that  ienr'd  for  gold,  >• 

And  prindplct  tbit  migjht  be  bongiit  and  (old.  3- 

A  tribune  opce  himi&M,  in  loud  dtbate, 
H^ftrofefor  poblicfineedomand  tbeftates  490 

Eflay*d  to  make  tbe  warring  nobles  boir. 
And  bring  die  potent  party-leaders  low. 
To  C«iar  tbnt,  while,  thoniaod  caines  in^ft. 
Revolving  round,  tbe  wairior**- anzi»us  breaft^. 
His  fpeeck  the  ready  ocatoraddreft. 

While  yet  my  voice  was  a(efnl  to  my  friendi     49^ 
While  *twas  allowed  me,  Cxiar  to  defend,    . 
While  yet  the  pleading  bar. was  left  me  free. 
While  I  could  draw  uncertain  Rome  to  thee  $ 
In  vain  their  f«rce  the  moocty  fathers  joined,  go0 

In  vain  ta  rob  thee  of  thy  power  combinM^ 
I  lengthen^  out  the  date  of  thy  command. 
And  fix'd  thy  conquering  fword  within  thy  hand. 
But  fmce  the  vanquifliM  laws  in  war  are  dumb^ 
To  thee,  behold,  an  exirdband  we  come;  505 

For  thee,  with  joy  oup  baniHiment  we  take. 
For  thee  our  boufliold  hearths  and  gods  £or{ake; 
Nor  hope  to  iee  our  native  city  more. 
Till  vi^ry  and  thou  the  lofs  reftore. 
Th'  unready  fa£tion,  yet  confused  with  iear,  ^x# 

Defencelefs,  weak,  and  unrefolvM,  appear ; 
Hafte  then  thy  towering  eagles  on  their  way : 
When  fair  occafion  calls,  'tis  htai  to  delay. 
If  twice  five  years  die  ftubbom  Gaul  withheld,. 
And  let  thee  hard  in  many  a  well-fought  field ;      5x5 

5  A 
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A  nobkr  labour  now  before  thee  lies. 

The  hazard  lefs,  yet  greater  far  the  prize : 

A  province  that,  and  portion  of  the  whole ; 

This  the  vafthead  that  does  mankind  control. 

Succefs-  Ihall  fure  attend  thee,  boldly  go  520 

And  win  the  world  -at  one  fuccefsful  biowv 

No  triumph  now  attends  thee  at  the  gate  ^ 

No  temples  for  thy  facred  laurel  wait : 

But  blalHng  envy:  hangs  upon  thy  name, « 

JJenies  thee- right,  and  robs  thee  of  thy  fame;  >      545. 

Imputes  as  crimes,  the  nations  overcome, . 

And  makes  it  treafbn  to  have  fought  for  Rome  s 

Ev'n  he  who  took  thy  Julia's  plighted  hand^. 

Waits  to  deprive  thee  of  thy  juH;  commands 

£ince  Pompey  then,  and  thofe  upon  his  fide,  ^V^ 

Forbid  thee,  the  world's  empire  to  divide  5 

Aflume  that.fway  which- beft  mankind  may  bear, 

And  rule  alone  what  they  diidain  to  (hare. 

He  faid  i  hi»  words  the  liftening  chief  engage, 
And  fire  his  breaft^  already  prone  to  rage.  531 

Not  peals  of  loud  applaufe  with  greater  force,.  ^ 
At  Grecian  Elis,  roufe  the  fiery  horfe ; 
When  eager  for  the  courfe  each  nerve  he  ftrains,' 
Hangs  on  the  bit,  and  tugs  the  ftubborn  reins. 
At  every  (hout  ere6ls  his  Quivering  ears,  549 

And  his  broad  -breaft  upon  the  barrier  bears. 
Sudden  h(v  bids,  the  troops  draw  out,  and  ftraight 
The  thronging  legions  round  their  enfigns  waits- 
Then  thus^  the  croud  compofmg  with  a  look, 
And  with  his  hand  commanding  iilenGC  fpokei.       54.5 

Fellows 


Fellows  in  znmtf  wlw  <hofe  witb  mc  tv  bear         ^ 
The  toils  and^ftiigetv  of  a  tedkms  T^rar,  > 

And  conqfpw  tOfMp  ten*  revolving  year  j  J 

See  what  rHwitd'  the  grateful  fenate  yields 
For  the  loft  btood  whidi  ftaihs  yon  northern  field  i  550 
For  wounda^  for  winter  camps,  for  Alpine  foowj 
And  all  the  deaths  the  brave  can  undergo. 
See  I  the  tumultuous  city  is  alann^d. 
As  if  another  Hannibal  were  armM : 
Tile  lufly  youth  are  cuIFd  to  fill  the  bands,  555 

And  each  tall  grove  falls  by  the  fhipwright^s  hands} 
Fleets  are  equippM,  the  field  with  armies  ipread> 
And  all  demand  ddroted  Csefar^s  head. 
If  thus,  while  fortune  yields  us  bet-applicnfe, 
WJiile  the  gods  call  Hs  on  and  own  onr  caufe,        56b 
If  thus  returning  conquerors  they  treat. 
How  had  they  usM  us  flying  from  defeat ; 
if  fickle  chance  of  war  had  prov'd  unkind. 
And  the  fierce  Gauls  purfued  us  from  behind  f        564 
But  let  their  boafted  hero  leave  his  home,  <n 

Let  him,  diflblvM  with  lazy  leifure,  come,  > 

With  every  noify  talking  tongue  in  Rome :  3 

Let  loud  Marcellus  troops  of  gown-men  head, 
And  thdr  great  Cato  peaceful  burghers  lead. 
Shall  his  bafe  followers,^  a  venal  train,  570 

For  ages,  bid  their  idol  Pompey  reign  ? 
Shall  his  ambition  ftill  be  thought  no  crime^ 
His  breach  of  laws,  and  triumph  ere  the  time  ? 
Still  fhall  he  gather  honours  and  command,. 
Ajid  grafp  all  rule  in  his  rapacious  hand  f  575 

4  What 
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What  need  I  name  the  violated  Istws, 

And  famme  made  the  fervant  of  his  caufe  ? 

Who  knows  not,  how  the  tremhimg  Judge  beheld 

The  peaceivl  court  with  armed  legions  filled  j 

When  the  bold-  loldiery  juftice  to  -defy,  ^Z^ 

In  the  mid  Forum  rearM  his  eniigns  high ; 

When  glittering  f¥Kirds  the  pale  aflembly  fcarM,       <% 

When  a]l  for  death  and  flaughter  ftood  prepar*d»        > 

And  Pompey*s  arms  were  guiky  Mllo^ft  g«^urd  ?         J 

And  new,  difdainiBg  peace  and  needfol  eafe,  585 

Nothing  but  rule  and  government  cain  pleafe^ 

Afpiring  ftill,  as  eT«r,  to  be  great> 

He  robs  his  age  of  reft,  to  vex  the  ftate :  ■ 

On  war  intent,  to  that  he  bends  his  cares. 

And  for  the  field  for  battle  now  prepares.  59* 

He  copies  from  his  mafter  Sylla  well. 

And  would  the  dire  example  far  excel. 

Hyrcanian  tigers  fiercenefs  thus  retain. 

Whom  in  the  woods  their  horrid  mothers  train. 

To  chace  the  herds,  and  furfeit  on  the  (lain. 

Such,  Pompey,  ftill  has  been  thy  greedy  thirft,       596 

In  early  love  of  impious  flaughter  nurft ; 

Since  firft  thy  infant  cruelty  eflay'd 

To  liclc  the  curft  di6fcitor's  reeking  blade. 

None  ever  give  the  falvage  nature  o'er,  600 

Whofe  jaws  have  once  been  drenched  in  floods  of  gore. 
But  whither  would  a  power  fo  wide  extend  ? 

Where  will  thy  long  ambition  find  an  end  ? 

Remember  him  who  taught  thee  to  be  great ; 

Let  him  who  chofe  to  quit  the  fovereign  feat. 

Let  thy  own  Sylla  warn  thee  to  retreat. 

Perhaps, 
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Perhaps,  for  that  too  boldly  I  witbfiand, 

Kor  yield  my  conqperLtig  taglea  on  cominand; 

Since  the  Ciiiciaji  pii*ate  fbikes  his  failj 

Since  o'er  tjie  Pontic  king  thy  ^k;m&  pre^^iiJ  j  ^to 

§jni:e  the  poor  prince,  a  weary  life  o'er-pail. 

By  thee  snd  poifoii  is  fiibdu^id  at  JaJl;^ 

l^erhaps,  4?j;e  kiteJl  province  yec  remaiiifij 

And  vajifj\Ti{h*d  Csf fkr  mutt  receive  t!iy  chains. 

But  thoagkiny  iqi>otira  lofe  tht-ir  jull  reward,  &^j 

Yet  let  the,  lenate  thefe  my  friends  njgard  ^ 

Wl;atc'er  py  lot,  my  brave  victorious  banifi 

,  J^eferve  to  triumpbj  whoibeVr  commands* 
Where  ill  all  my  weary  veteran  reft  ?  Oh  where 
Shall  vircuc  worn  with  years  iiad  aims  repair  ?        £i^ 
"Wliat  town  is  for  his  late  repofe  affign'd  ? 
Where  are  the  promisM  lands  he  hop'd  to  find. 
Fields  for  his  plow,  a  con  a  try  village  Jeat,  I 

Seme  little  comfortable  fafe  retrearj 
Where  ffii  ling  agje  at  length  fmm  toil  may  ceafe,     £15 
And  wafte  the  poor  remains  of  life  with  peace  f 
But  march  f  Your  long-vi£lorious  en%ns  rear, 

.  Let  valour  in  its  own  juft  cauie- appear. 
When  for  redrefs  intreating  armies  call, 
They  who  deny<juft  things,  permit  them  all.  6^ 

Tb&  righteous  gods  ihall  furely  own  the  caufe. 
Which  feeks  not  fpoil,  nor  empire,  but  the  laws.       » 

.  Proud  lofds  and  tyrants  to»<iepofe  we  come, 
And  fave  from  flavery  fubmifiive  Rome.  ^' 

He  faid ;  a  doubtful  fuUen  murmuring  found      6^5 

.^«n  through- the  junrefolviBg  vulgar  round  4 

The 
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^Thc  feeds  of  piety  their  rage  reftrain^d. 

And  fomewhat  of  their  country's  love  remainM  i 

Thefe  the  rude  i^UIions  of  their  foul  withdood. 

Elate  to  conquelij  and  inur'd  to  blood  :  64A 

But  ibon  the  momentary  virtue  faii'dy 

And  war  and  dread  of  Cxfar's.  frown  prevailed. 

Straight  Lelius.  from  amidft  the  reft  ilood  forth. 

An  old  centurion  of.  diftinguifli'd  worth  j 

The  oaken  wreath  his  hardy  temples  wor«>  645 

Maij^  of  a  citizen  preferv'd  he  bore. 

If  againft  thee  (he  cryM)  I  may  exclaim, 
Tbou  greateft  leader  of  the  Roman  name  j 
If  ^ruth  for  injured  honour  may  be  bold. 
What  lingering:  patience  does  thy  arms  withhold  ?  650 
Caoft  thou  xiiftrud  our  faith  fo  often  try'd* 
In  thy  long  wars  not  (hrinking  from  thy  (ide  ? 
While  in  my  veins  this  vital  torrent  flows, 
This  heaving  breath  within  my  bolbni  blows  5 
While  yet  thefe  arms  fufficient  vigour  yield  .  6*55 

To/iart  the  javelin,  and  to  lift  the  fhijeld  j 
While  thefe  remain,  my  general,  wilt  thou  own 
The  vile  dominion  of  the  lazy  gown  ? 
Wilt  thou  the. lordly  fenate  choore  to  bear, 
Kather  thaii  conquer  in  a  civil  war  ?  660 

With  thee  the  Scythian  wilds  we  'U  wauder  o'er. 
With  thee  the  burning  Libyan  fands  explore. 
And  tread  the  Syrf  s  inhoipl table  fhore. 
Behold  !  thisjiand,  to  nobler  labours  traipM, 
^or.  thee  the  fervile  oar  has  not  difdain'^,  665 

Fnr 
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For  thee  the  fwelling  feas  were  taught  to  plow,  *% 

Through  the  Rhine's  whirling  ftream  to  force  thy  prow^  > 

That  all  the  vanqniih'd  world  to  thee  Anight  bowi      3 

E«rch  faculty,  each  power,  thy  will  obey. 

And  inclination  ever  leads  the  wsiy.  .670 

No  friend,  no  fellow-citizen  I  know, 

Whom  Ceefar^s  trumpet  once  proclaims  a -foe. 

By  the  long  labours  of  thy  fword,  I  fwear. 

By  all  thy  fame  acquired  in  ten  yeare  war. 

By  thy  paft  triumphs,  and  by  thofe  to  <:ottie,  .6y^ 

(No  matter  wfccre  the  ranquifh*d  be,  nor  whom) 

Bid  me  to  ftiike  my  deareft  brother'  dead. 

To  bring  my  aged  father's  hoary  head. 

Or  ftab  the  pregnant  partner  of  my  bed  5 

Though  nature- plead,  and  ftop  my  trembling  hand,- 6S« 

I  fwear  to  eitecUte  thy  dread  command. 

Doft  thou  delight  to  fpoil  the  wealthy  gods. 

And  fcattei-  flames  througli  all  their  proud  abodes? 

See  through  thy  camp  our  ready  torches  bum, 

Moneta  foon  her  fmking  fane  (hall  moum.  ^85 

Wilt  thou  yon  haughty  faftious  fenate  brave. 

And  awe  the  Tufcan  river's  yellow  wave  ? 

On  Tiber's  baiik  thy  enfigns  fhall  be  plac'd. 

And  thy  bold  foldier  lay  Hefperia  wafte. 

Doft  thou  devote  fome  hoftile  city's  walls  ?  690 

Beneath  our  thundering  rams  the  ruin  falls  ; 

She  falls,  ev'n  though  thy  wrathful  fentence  doom 

The  world's  imperial  miftrefs,  mighty  Rome. 

He  faid  ;  the  ready  legions  vow  to  join 
Their  chief  belov'd,  in  every  bold  defign  j  695 

All 
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All  li£t  their  well*aj>proying  I^ands  on  high. 
And  rend  with  peals  of  loud  applaufe  the  iky. 
.Such  is  the  found  w^en  Thracian  Boreas  fpreads 
His  yreighty  wing  o'er  Offa's  piney  heads  ? 
At  once  the  noify  groves  are  all  inclinM^  yo% 

Andy  bendingy  roar  beneath  the  fweeping  wind  ^ 
At  once  their  rattling  b^ranches  all  they  rear^ 
And  drive  the  leafy  clamour  through  the  air. 

Cj^iar  with  joy  the  ready  bands  beheld, 
Urg*d-«n  by  fate,  and  eager  for  the  field  i  705 

Swift  orders  ftraight  the  fcattcr'd  warriprs  call^ 
From  every  part  qf  wide-extended  Gaul  j 
Apd,  left  his  fortune  languiih  by  delay, 
To;^ome  the  moving  enfigns  (peed  their  way. 

Some,  at  the  bidding  of  the  chief,  forfake  7x9 

Their  fix'd  encampment  near  the  Leman  lake,: 
Some  from  Vpgefus'  lofty  rpcks  withdraw, 
PlacM  on  thofe  heights  tl^ie  Ljngones  to  ayre.; 
Th^  Lingones  ftili  frequent  in  alarms. 
And  rich  in  many-colourM  painted  arms.  7x5 

Others  from  Ifara's  low  torrent  came, 
Who  winding  keeps  through  many  a  mead  his  n^me^ 
But  feeks  ^e  fca  with  waters  not  his  own, 
Lofjt  and  cppfounded  in  phe  nobjef  I^hone. 
Their  ganifon  the  Ruthen  city  fend,  72^ 

Whofe  youth's  long  locks  in  yellow  rings  depend. 
No  more  the  Varus  and  the  Aux  feel 
The  lordly  burden  of  the  Latian  keel. 
Alcides'  fane  the  troops  commanded  leave, 
W^gx  winding  rocks  the  peaceful  flood  receive  j     72 j 
F  "'  ' Npr 
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Nor  Coras  there,  nor  Zephynis  refort. 
Nor  roll  nidc  furges  in  the  Sacred  Port  j 
Circius'  Joud  blsi  alone  is  heard  to  roar. 
And  vex  the  fafcty  of  Monoechns'  fliore. 
The  legions  move  from  Gallia's  fartheft  fide,  73) 

WaihM  by  the  reftlefs  ocean's  various  tide  j 
Now  o*)er  the  land  flows  in  the  pouring  n^ain,  'l 

Now  rears  the  land  its  rifing  heail  ag^n,  f 

And  Teas  and  earth  alternate  rule  maintain.  J 

If  driven  by  winds  £rom  the  tar  diftant  pole,  735 

This  way  and  that,  the  floods  revoMng  roll  | 
Or  if,  compeird  by  Cyntlua's  filver  beam. 
Obedient  Tethys  heaves  the  fwelling  ftreamj 
Or  if,  by  heat  attraaed  to  the  flcy. 
Old  ocean  lifts  his  heavy  waves  on  high. 
And  briny  deeps  the  wafting  fun  fupply  ; 
What  caufe  foe'er  the  wondrous  motion  guide, 
And  prefs  the  ebb,  or  raife  the  flowing  tide  j 
Be  that  your  talk,  ye  fages,  to  explore, 
Who  fearch  the  fecret  fprings  of  nature's  power :    745 
To  me,  for  fo  the  wifer  gods  ordain, 
Untrac'd  the  myftery  ihall  ftill  remain. 
From  fair  Nemoflus  moves  a  warlike  band, 
From  Atur's  banks,  and  the  Tarbellian  (brand, 
Where  winding  round  the  coaft  purfues  its  way,      759 
And  folds  the  fea  within  a  gentle  bay. 
The  Santones  are  now  with  Joy  releaft 
From  hoftile  inmates,  and  their  Roman  gueft. 
Now  the  Bituriges  forget  their  fears. 
And  Sueflbns  nimble  with  unwieldy  ipears ;  75.5 
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'Exult  the  Leuci,  and  theRemi.now, 
'Expert  in  javelins,  and  the  bending  bow. 
The  Belgae  taught  on  cover'd  wains  to  ride. 
The  Sequani  the  wheeL'ng  hoHe  to  guide; 
The  boJd  Averni  who  from  Ilium  come,  760 

And  boaft  an  ancient  brotherhood  with  Rome  $ 
The  Nervi  oft  rebelling,  oft  fubdued, 
Whofe  hands  in  Gotta's  (laughter  were  imbrued  ; 
Vangiones,  like  loofe  Sarmatians  dreft. 
Who  with  rough  hides  their  brawny  thighs  inytSi  i  765 
Satavians  fierce,  whom  brazen  tttunps  delight, 
And  with  hoarfe  rattlings  animate  to  fight ) 
The  nations  where  the  Cinga's  waters  ilpw, 
And  Pyrenaean  mountains  (land  in  fnow  ^ 
Thofe  where  flow  Arar  meets  the  rapid  Rhone,       770 
And  with  his  (b-onger  flream  is  hurry'd  downj 
Thofe  o'er  the  mountains  lofty  fummit  fpread. 
Where  high  Gehenna  lifts  her  hoary  head  f 
With  thefe  Ihfe  Trevir,  and  Ligurian  fhorn, 
Whofe  brow  no  more  long  falling  locks  adorn ;      77s 
Though  chief  amongft  the  Gauls  he  wont  to  deck, 
With  ringlets  comely  fpread,  his  graceful  neck^ 
And  you  where  Hefus'  horrid  altar  flands. 
Where  dire  Teutates  human  blood  demands  j 
^yhcre  Taranis  by  wretches  is  obey'd,  780 

And  vies  in  daughter  with  the  Scythian  maid  : 
All  fee  with  joy  the  war's  departing  rage. 
Seek  diftant  lands,  and  other  foes  engage. 
You  too,  ye  bards !  whom  facred  raptures  fire, 
U'o  chaunt  your  heroes  to  your  country's  lyre  ;       785 
F  z  Who 
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Who  confecrate,  in  your  immortal  ftraiti. 
Brave  patriot  ^uh  in  nghteoiis  battle  Jiam  | 
Securely  itovr  the  tuneful  talk  renew» 
And  nobkft  themes  in  deathless  fong$  pwrfue* 
The  Druids  now,  while  arins^  are  heard  no  more,   73a 
Old  myilcriea  and  barbarous  rites  reftoret 
A  tribe  who  lingular  religion  love> 
And  haunt  the  lonely  coverts  of  the  grove* 
To  thefe,  and  thele  of  all  mankind  alonc^ 
Th^  gods  afe  fure  reveard,  or  fure  unknown.        795 
If  dying  mortals  doom*  they  fmg  aright, 
Ko  gholls  defcend  to  dwell  in  dresxlfnl  night : 
No  parting  fouls  to  grifly  Pbito  go> 
Nor  feek  the  dreary  tilent  Jhades  below ; 
But  forth  they  fly  immortal  in  their  kind,  Soo 

And  other  bodies  in  new  worlds  they  find, 
Thtis  life  for  ever  runs  its  endlefs  race. 
And  like  a  linej  death  but  divides  the  fpttce, 
A  ftop  which  can  but  for  a  moment  laft, 
A  point  between  the  future  and  the  pafl:»  305 

Thi-ice  happy  they  beneath  their  northern  flcjes, 
Who  that  worft  fear,  the  fear  of  death,  defpifc  | 
Hence  they  no  cares  for  this  frail  being  feel, 
But  rufh  undaunted  on  the  pointed  ft  eel  ; 
Provoke  approaching  fate,  and  bi-avely  fcorn  Sia 

To  fpare  that  life  which  muft  fo  (bon  return. 
You  too  tow'rdji  Rome  advance,  ye  warlike  band, 
That  wont  the  /haggy  Cauci  to  withitand  j 
WTiomonce  a  better  order  did  allign, 
To  g^ard  the  paUes  of  the  German  Khirie ;  lf|^ 

*  .  Now 
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Nc^  from  the  fencelefs  banJcB  you  march  away. 
And  leave  the  world  the  fierce  barbariaaft  prey.. 

While  thus  the  niunerous  troops^  from  every  part, 
AfTemblingy  raife  their  daring  leader^s  heart;         819 
O^r- Italy  he  takes  his  warlike  way»  . 
The  neighbouring  towns  his  fummonsftraight  obey. 
And  on  their  walls  his  enfigns  high  diiplay. 
Mean- while  the  bufy  meflengq:  of  ill. 
Officious  Fame,  fuppljes  new  terror  ftill : 
Atfaou&nd  ilaughtersy  and  ten  thoufand  fears,      825 
She  whifpers  in  the  trembling  vulgaris  ears. 
Now  cpmes  a  frighted  meflenger,  to  tell 
Of  ruins  which  the  country  round  befel  \   . 
The  foe  to  fair  Mevania's  walls  is  paft. 
And  lays.Clitumnus^  fruitful  paftures  waftei         830 
Where  Nar's  white  waves  with  Tiber  mingling  fall. 
Range  the  rough  German  and  the  rapid  Gaul. 
But  when  himfelf,  when  Caefar  they  would  paint. 
The  ftronger  image  makes  defcription  faint ; 
No  tongue  can  fpeak  with  what  amazing  dread       835 
Wild  thought  prefents  him  at  his  army^s  head  \ 
Unlike  the  man  familiar  to  their  eyes^   ■ 
Horrid  he  feems,  and  of  gigantic  fize  1 
UnnumberM  eagles  rife  amidft  his  train, 
And  millions  feem  to  hide  the  croudedplain*  *       84.6 
Around  him  all  the  various  nations  join, 
Between  the  fnowy  Alps  and  diftant  Rhine. 
He  draws  the  fierce  barbarians  from  their  home,        -y 
With  rage  furpafiing  theirs  he  feems  to  come,  > 

And  urge  them  on  to  fpoil  devoted  Rome,  ^ 

F  3  Thus 
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Tbas  fear  does  half  the  work  of  tjtTsg  fainf  j  ^ 

And  cowards  thus  thfir  own  TJiisfortuncs  fraitiei 

By  their  Qwn  feigning  fancies  ire  betray'd, 

And  groan  beneath  thoft  iiJs  themfehes  have  made* 

Nor  thefc  alarms  the  croud  alone  inftft,  ?S^ 

But  ran  alike  through  every  heating  brraft^ 

With  equal  dread  the  grave  Patricians  fhoofc^ 

Thtir  feat^  abandoned,  and  the  court  foribok. 

The  fcattenog  fathers  quit  the  p^bUc  caxe. 

And  bid  the  confuls  for  the  war  prepare.  ^^^Fj^ 

KefolvM  on  flight,  yet  ft]  II  unknowing  whene 

To  fly  from  danger,  or  for  aid  repair »  *'^      ^ 

Hafty  and  headlong  differiug  paths  they  tread^         '  ^ 

As  blind  mipiilfe  and  wild  diftraflion  lead  j  c 

The  croud>  a  hurrying,  hcartlefa  train,  fucceed*       J' 

Who  that  the  kmentable  Gght  beheld,  t6o 

The  wreUhed  fugitives  that  hkL  the  field,  ^ 

Would  not  haye  thought  the  flanies,  with  rapid- hafte' 

Peftroyirig  -wide,  had  laid  their  city  wafte  y 

Or  groaning  eartb  had  ihook  beneatb  their  feet,      96$ 

While  threatening  fabrics  nodded  o*er  the  iftreet.         » 

By  fuch  unthinking  raihnef»  were  they  led ;  ■  J 

Such  was  the  madnefs  which  their  fears  had  bred^: '     i 

As  if,  of  every  ©ther  hope  bereft. 

To  fly  from  Rome  were  all  the  fafety  left*  Syo 

So  when  the  ftormy  South  is  heard  to  roar. 

And  rolls  huge  billows  from  the  Libyan  fliore  ^ 

When  rending  iails  flit  with  the  driving  blaft, 

And  with  a  crafti  down  comes  the  lofty  maft  j 

Some  coward  mafter  leaps  from  off  the  deek,  S75 

And,  hafty  to  defpair,  prevents  the  wreck .j 

And 
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And  ^ongh  the  bark  tfabroken  hold  her  way, 
His  trembling  crew  all  plunge  into  the  Tea. 
Fitm  doubtful  thus  they  run  to  certain  harint> 
And  flying  from  the  city  rufli  to  arms.  8?o 

.    .    Then  fons  forfook  their  fires  un-nerv'd  and  old, 
■         Nor  weeping  wives  their  huibands  could  withhold ; 
^r       Each  left  his  guardian  Lares  tinador'd, 

Nor  with  one  parting  prayer  their  aid  implorM  i 
None  ftopMy  or  fighing  tum*d  for  one  laft  view,     8S5 
Or  bid  the  city  of  his  birth  adieu. 
The  headlong  crowd  regardlefs  urge  their  way^ 
Though  ev*n  their  gods  and  country  a(k  their  ftay^ 
And  pleading  nature  beg  them  to  delay. 

Whatraeans,yegodsl  this  changing  in  your  doom  fttfo 
Freely  you  grant,  but  quickly  you  refume. 
Vain  is  the  Ihort-liv'd  fovercigniy  you  lend  j 
The  pile  you  raife  you  deign  not  to  defend. 
See  where,  forfaken  by  her  native  bands. 
All  defolate  the  once-great  city  ftands  1  I9; 

She  whom  her  fwarming  citizens  made  proud. 
Where  once  the  vanquiOi'd  nations  wont  to  croud, 
Within  the  circuirt>f  whoic  ample  fpace 
Mankind  might  meet  at  once,  and  find  a  place  | 
*  A  wide  dcfencelef;  defcrt  new  Ihe  lit^t,  yc« 

And  yicids  hehclf  the  victor's  eaiy  pzize. 
The  camp  intrtnch'd  fee  jreit  {jun:il>rrt  vitlds, 
Tbcuch  ho^iie  arm*  btfrt  :i;e  rt-ir^-t/v-jfir-j^  htiit  j 
Rode  b2riiw&  cf  caith  the  hsifry  'X'iCitt  reu-s. 
And  in  lit  n;rfy  -waII  iojj*::*  r.it  f*-jfc , 
l^Tiile,  Ksxc,  iitj  £0^%  t:;  uruAUtt  Ji'j:a  afi 
And  Jiiittx  il  *Jit  vtn-  T.'crr:t  cf  Wu;  ^ 
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Nor  on  thy  towers  depend,  uor  rampants  height, 
Nor  trufi  their  fafcty  with  the^^  for  a  night. 

Vet  one  ^xeufe  ahiblv'^d  the  panic  dread  j  $ii> 

The  vui^r  juftiy  fcaj'*d  when  Ponipey  fled. 
Afidj  left  iWeet  hope  might  mitigate  their  woesi 
And  expectation  hetter  times  difclofe^ 
On  every  bre3ft  prefaging  terror  fate. 
And  thrfaten'd  pjam  fom^  yet  more  diimal  fate.     915 
Tlje  gods  declare  tl^elr  menaces  around. 
Earth  J  ah\  and  feasj  in  prodigies  abound  ; 
Xben  ftarsj  unknown  beforej  appeared  to  bunij 
And  foreign  flames  about  the  pole  to  turn  % 
Unufual  fires  by  night  were  fcen  to  fly,  fi^ 

And  dart  obliquely  through  the  gloomy  fky, 
Thto  horrid  cumets  fhook  their  fatal  hair, 
And  bade  proud  royalty  for  change  prepare  i 
Now  dart  iVift  lightnings  through  the  azure  clear, 
And  meteors  now  in  various  forms  appear :  915, 

'Some  like  the  javelin  (hoot  extended  long. 
While  fome  like  fpreading  lamps  in  heaven  are  hung* 
And  though  n*  gathering  clouds  tlie  day  control, 
Througli  ikies  fere'ne  portentous  thunders  roll ; 
Fierce  blading  bolts  from  northern  regions  come,   939 
vAnd  aim  their  vengeance  at  imperial  Rome. 
The  flars,  that  twinkled  in  the  lonely  night. 
New  lift  their  bolder  head  in  day^s  broad  light. 
The  moon,  in  all  her  brother's  beams  arrayM, 
Was  blotted  by  the  earth's  approaching  (hade  :        9^5 
The  Tun  himfelf,  in  his  meridian  race,  ' 
In  fable  darknefs  veil'd  his  brighter  face  j 

The 


LUCAN'S  FHARSALIA^  Book  L        f ) 

The  trembling  world  beheld  his  fyding  ny. 

And  mourned  defpairing  for  the  lofs  of  day* 

Such  was  he  feen,  when  backward  to  the  eaft         940 

He  fied^  abhorring  dire  Thyeftes'  feaft. 

Sicilian  ^tna  then  was  heard  to  roar» 

While  Mulciber  let  loofe  his  fiery  ftore  s 

Nor  rofe  the  flames,  but  with  a  downward  tide 

Towards  Italy  their  burning  torrent  guide ;  945 

Charybdis'  dogs  howl  doleful  o*er  the  flood,  , 

And  all  her  whirling  waves  nm  red  with  blood  j 

The  Veflal  fire  upon  the  altar  dy'd. 

And  o'er  the  (acrifice  the  flames  divide  $ 

The  parting  points  with  double  ftreams  afcend>       f  50 

To  ihew  the  Latian  feftivals  mufl:  end : 

Such  from  the  Theban  brethren's  pile  arofe> 

Signal  of  impious  and  immortal  foes. 

With  openings  faft  the  gaping  earth  gave  way« 

And  in  her  inmoft  womb  received  the  day.  955 

The  fwelling  feas  o'er  lofty  mountains  flow. 

And  nodding  Alps  ihook  off  their  ancient  fnow. 

Then  wept  the  demi-gods  of  mortal  birth. 

And  fweating  Lares  trembled  on  the  hearth* 

In  temples  then,  recording  ftories  tell,  969 

Untouched  the  facred  gifts  and  garlands  fell. 

Then  birds  obfcene,  with  inaufpicious  flight. 

And  fcrearaings  dire,  prophan'd  the  hailow'd  light. 

The  falvage  kind  forfook  the  defert  wood. 

And  in  the  ftreets  difciosM  their  horrid  brood.        965 

Then  fpeaking  beafls  with  human  founds  were  heard^ 

^nd  monihrous  births  the  teeming  mothers  fcar'd. 

Amoi^ 
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Among  th«  crouds  re!i§:ioi!S  fesra  difperfe 

The  fawft  of  Sibykj  and  foreboding  verle, 

B^Uona's  pn^fti,  a  barbarous  frantic  tmin,  97^  ( 

Whofe  mingled  arms  a  thouHind  wOiiiidB  difddnj 

Tofs  their  wild  locks,  and,  with  a  dtfmal  yellj 

The  wrathful  god*  and  coming  woc^  to^^:t^tl, 

Lamenting  gh(?ft&  amidft  tbch-  aftict  mourn, 

^jtd  groan ingfi  echo  from  the  tnarble  uri!,  jjj 

The  rattUcg  clank  uf  tirms  is  hcai^d  around, 

An4  wiee«  !ond  id  toriply  woods  rcibufld* 

Grim  fpeftrcs  evcry-where  tifFnght  the  eye. 

Approaching  glare,  and  pais  w:th  horror  by, 

A  fury  fierce  about  the  ctt)>^  walks,  ^fo 

Hell-bornj  and  horribk  of  ijze,  ftie-  ftalks  r 

A  flaming  pine  ftic  brandifh«  ia  air. 

And  hi  fling  loud  itp-nfe  her  fnaky  hair  s 

Wherc-e'tr  hcf  roond  accurft  the  monfter  lakes, 

TJ*  pale  inliabjtant  htsr  hoviie  forf^kcSi   *'    ♦"'  jSj 

Such  to  LytfUrgtis- Sfvas  thfi  phantom  feeft. 

Such  th6'di#e  vifioihs  of  th*  Theban  queen  ;         

Such,  at  his  cruel  ftepmother's  command^ 

Before  Alcides,  did  Meg«ra  ftand* 

With  dread,  till  then  unknown,  the  hero  dibok,     99^ 

Though  he  had  dar'd  on  hell's  grim  king  ta  loolu 

Amid  the  deepeft  filence  of  the  night,  < 

Shriil'-founding  clarions  animate  the  fight  j 

The  (houts  of  meeting  armies  feem  to  rife. 

And  the  loud  battle  flvakes  the  gloomy  flcies*  995 

!Pead  Sylla  in  the  Martian  field  afcends, 

And  mifchiefs  miglity  as  his  own  portends* 

Near 
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Near  Anio>  ftream  old  Marius  rears  his  head ; 
The  hinds  beheld  bis  grifly  form,  and  fled. 

The  ftate  thus  threatenM,  by  old  cuftom  taught,  looo- 
For  counfcl  to  the  Tufcan  prophets  fought : 
OJF  thefe  the  chief  for  learning  famM,  and  age, 
Ahins  by  name,  a  renerable  fage. 
At  Luna  livM ;  none  better  could  defcry 
What  bodes  thelightning^s  j  oumey  through  the  iky;  1 00  5- 
I^faging  veins^  and  fibres  weir  he  knew. 
And  omens  read  aright,  from  every  wing  that  flew. 
Firft  he  commands  to  bum  the  monftrolus  breed. 
Sprung  from  mix*d  fpecies^  and  difcordant  feed  5 
Forbidden  and  accurfed  births,  which  come  10 10 

"Where  nature's  laws  defign'd  a  barren  womb. 
Next,  the  remaining  trembling  tribes  he  calls. 
To  pafs  with  folemn  rites  about  their  walls, 
In  holy  march  to  viiit  all  around, 
And  with  luftrations  purge  the  utmeft  bound.        10 15 
The  fovereign  priefts  the  long  proceflion  lead. 
Inferior -orders  in  the  train  fucceed, 
Aray'd  all  duly  in  the  Gabine  weed. 
There  the  chafte  head  of  Vefta's  choir  appears, 
A  facred  fillet  binds  her  reverend  hairs  9  1020 

To  her,  in  fole  preeminence,  is  due, 
Phrygian  Minerva's  awful  fhrine  to  view. 
Next  the  fifteen  in  order  pafs  along. 
Who  guard  the  fatal  Sibyls'  fecret  fong : 
To  Almon's  ftream  Cybcle's  form  they  bear,         1025 
And  wafti  the  goddefs  each  returning  year. 
The  Titian  brotherhood,  the  Augurs  band, 
Obferving  flights  on  the  left  lucky  hand  j 

The 
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The  fevcn  ordaiaM  Jo¥e*s  holy  feail  to  deck  j 

The  Salii  blithe^  with  bucklers  on  the  neck  ^  io}o 

All  mai^hing  In  tbtir  order  JuJl  appear : 

And  laA  the  generous  Flatncns  clofe  the  rear. 

While  the^  through  ways  uncouth^  and  tirefoTDe  grouni 

Patient  perform  their  long  laborious  roLindt 

Artms  collects  the  marks  of  heaveti's  dre^d  Bzms  ^ 

In  earth  he  hides  them  with  religious  hand, 

Munpurs  a  prayer,  then  gives  the  phce  a  name. 

And  bids  the  ^x'd  Bi dental  hallow'd  Jland., 

Next  from  the  herd  a  chofen  male  is  foughty 

And  foon  before  the  ready  aJtar  brought,  104,(1 

And  now  the  feer  the  facriiice  btgan^ 

The  pouring  wine  upon  the  viilim  ran  ; 

The  mingled  meal  upon  his  brow  was  plic'd^ 

The  crooked  kniie  the  deftin'd  ime  had  traced  j 

When  with  relud^ant  rage  th"*  impatient  beaft         <04J 

The  rites  nnplealing  to  the  God  confeft* 

At  length  compel rd  his  ftubbom  head  to  bow, 

Vanquiih'd  hf  yields  him  to  the  fatal  blow  ; 

The  gufliing  veins  no  chearfui  crimfon  pour. 

But  ftain  with  poifonous  bkck  the  facrcd  flo{?r«      1050 

The  paler  prophet  ftood  with  horror  ftruck^ 

Then  with  a  ba%  hand  the  entrails  tookj 

And  fought  the  angry  gods  again  $  but  there  -^ 

Prognoftics  worfe,  and  fadder  figns,  appear  5  '  i 

The  pallid  guts  with 'fpots  were  marbled  o'er,       to^^ 

With  thin  cold  ferum  ilain'd,  and  livid  gore  5 

The  liver  wet  with  putrid  ftreams  'he  fpyM, 

And  veins  that  threatened  on  the  hoftile  iide : 

Part 
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he  heaying  kings  is  no  where  found, 

iner  films'  the  feverM  entrails  boun4  9     / 1069 

.  motion  ftirs-the  panting  heart; 

iky  ir«fl*els  euse  on  every  part  $ 

1,  where  wrapt  the  clofe  inteftines  lie, 

ts  dark  recedes  to  the  eye* 

ligy'fuperiorthreaten'd'ftHly  .  10(5 

ar-failing  harbinger  of  ill : 

ht  fibrous,  liver*8  rtiing  hekl, 

i  rival  profninenceis  ipread; 

and  poor  the  friendly  part -appears, 
de,  fickly,  withering  vifiige  wears  $        •  1070 
gh  and^^ll  the  adverfe  veflels  ride, 
e, '.  impetuous,  on  their  puiple  ride. 

the  fi^  forefaw  th*  impending  fate  % 

(he  cry*d}  forbid  me  to  relate 
»es  on  this  xlevoted  people  wait, 
thou,  Jove,  in  thefe  our  rites- partake, 
:  propitious  on  the  prayer  we  make ; 
dful  Stygian  gods  this  vi6^im  ckum, 
ur  facrifice^the  Furies  came. 
79t  fear  command  us  to  be  dumb ;  2oS« 

what  worfe  than  what  we  fear  fhall-come. 
the  gods  be  gracious  from  on  high,  O 

ter  profperous  event  fupply,  p 

\y  err,  and  augury  may  lye ;  j 

'  be  falfe,  by  which  our  fires  divinM,      2085 
;es  taught  diem»  to  abufe  mankind, 
kly  he  the  prophecy  expreft, 
ling  Aing  the  double-dealing  prieft. 

.But 
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But  Figulus  exclaims  (to  fciencc  bred, 
And  in  the  gods  myfterious  fecrsts  read ;  209^ 

Whom  nor  ^Egyptian  Memphis'  fons  excellM, 
.Nor  with  more  fkiil  the  rolling  orbs  beheld  : 
Well  could  he  judge  the  labours  of  the  fphere. 
And  calculate  the  juft  revolving  year). 
The  ftars  (he  cries)  are  in  confufion  hurPd,  109 J 

And  wandering  error  quite  mifguides  the  world  j 
/Or,  if  the  laws  of  nature  yet  remain, 
Some  fwift  deftru£lion  now  the  Fates  ordain.* 
Shall  earth^s  wide  opening  jaws  for  ruin  call^ 
And  linking  cities  to  the  centre  fall  ?  no* 

Shall  raging  drought  infeft  the  fultry  iky  ? 
Shall  faithlefs  earth  the  promised  crop  deny  ? 
Shall  poifonous  vapours  o'er  the  waters  brood. 
And  taint  the  limpid  fpring  and  filver  flood  ? 
Ye  gods  !  what  ruin  does  your  wrath  prepare  I      1 105 
Comes  it  from  heaven,  from  earth,  from  feas,  or  air? 
The  lives  of  many  to  a  period  hafte. 
And  thoufands  (hall  together  breathe  their  laft. 
If  Saturn's  fullen  beams  were  lifted  high. 
And  baneful  reign'd  afcendant  o'er  the  Iky,  2  no 

Then  moift  Aquarius  deluges  might  rain. 
And  earth  once  more  lie  funk  beneath  the  main  < 
Or  did  thy  glowing  beams,  O  Phoebus,  fliine 
Malignant  in  the  Lion's  fcorching  fign. 
Wide  o'er  the  world  confuming  fires  might  roll,   11x5 
And  heaven  be  feen  to  flame  from  pole  to  pole : 
Through  peaceful  orbits  thefe  unangry  glide. 
But,  God  of  Battles  1  what  doft  thou  provide  ? 
Who  in  the  threatening  Scorpion  doft  prefidc  ? 

4  With 
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With  potent  wrjith  around  thy  influence  ftreams,  1x20 

And  the  whole  monfter  kindles  at  thy  beams  | 

While  Jupiter's  more  gentle  rays  decline, 

And  Mercury  with  Venus  faintly  fliine  i 

The  wandering  lights  are  darkened  all  and  gone. 

And  Mars  now.  lords  it  o'er  the  heavens,  alone,     1125 

Orion's  ftarry  falchion  blazing  wide. 

Refulgent  gKtters  by  his  dreadful  fide.    '. 

War  comes,  and  fsilvage  flaughter  muli  abound. 

The  fword  of  violence  /hall  right  con&und :. 

The  blacked  crimes  fair  virtue's  name  fhall  wear. 

And  impious  fury  rage  for  many  a  year.  f  <3Jt 

Yet  a(k  not  thou  an  end  of  arms,  O  Rome, 

Thy  peace  muft  with  a  lordly  m after  come. 

Protra£l  deftru£Uon,  and  defer  thy  chain. 

The  fword  alone  prevents  the  tyrant's  reign. 

And  civil  wars  thy  liberty  maintain. 

The  heartlefs  vulgar  to  the  fage  give  heed. 
New  rifing  fears  his  words  foreboding  bi'eed. 
When,  lo  I  more  dreadful  wonders  ftrike  their  eyes. 
Forth  through  the  ftreets  a  Roman  matron  flies,    1 140 
Mad  as  the  Tlu^cian  dames  that  bound  along. 
And  chant  Lyaeus  in  their  frantic  fong  : 
Enthufiaftic  heavings  fwell'd  her  breaft. 
And  thus  her  voice  the  Delphic  god  confcft : 

W  here  doft  thou  fnatch  me.  Paean !  wherefore  bear  114.5 
Through  cloudy  heights  and  tra£^s  of  pathlefs  air  ? 
I  fc;e  Pangxan  mountains  white  with  fnow, 
^mus  and  wide  Philippi's  fields  below, 
Siy,  Phoebus,  wherefore  docs  this  fury  rife  ? 

Vhat  mean  thcfe  fpears  and  fliields  before  my  eyes  ?  1 1 50 
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1  fee  the  Roman  battles  croud  the  plain  \ 

I  fee  the  war,  but  feek  the  fbe  in  vain. 

Aguin  I  fly,  I  feek  the  fifing  day", 

Where  Nile's  Egyptian  waters  take  their  way  ; 

I  CcCf'l  know  upon  the  guilty  ihore,  ^^SS 

The  heroes  headlefs  tnink  befmear^'d  with  gorf  * 

The  Syrts  and  Libyan  fands  beneath  me  Hc^ 

Thither  Ematbia's  foattef  d  relics  fly* 

Now  o'er  the  clo\idy  Alps  I  ftretch  ray  flight* 

And  foar  above  Pyrene's  airy  height :  J^6f 

To  (Lome,  my  native  Rome,  I  turn  again. 

And  fee  the  fcnatc  seeking  wjth  .the  flain. 

Again  the  moving  chiefs  their  arms  prepare  j 

Aj^ain  I  follow  through  the  woild  the  war* 

Oh,  give  me,  Phorbus  i  give  me  to  explore,  T 

Son>e  region  new,  fome  undifcover^d  Ihore  i  S 

, .  I  faw  Philippics  fatal  fields  be  fore  ♦  3 

She  faid  :  the  weaiy  rage  begsn  to  <^eaie, 

.^And  left  the  fainnng  pipphetefs  in  p^<icc. 
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BOOK      II, 

THBARGUMBNT* 

Amidft  fhc  general  conftemation  that  fore-ran  the 
Civil  War,  the  poet  introduces  an  old  man  giving 
an  account  of  the  miferies  that  attended  on  that  <x 
Marius  and  Sylla ;  and  comparing  their  prefent  cir- 
cnmftances  to  thofe  in  which  the  commonwealth 
*was  when  ftat  former  war  broke  out.  Brutus  con- 
fults  with  Cato,  whether  it  were  the  dutv  of  a 
private  man  to  concern  himfelf  in  the  public  trou* 
Dies }  to  which  Cato  replies  in  the  affirmative  s 
Then  follows  his  receiving  Marcia  again  from  the 
tomb  of  Horten fius .  While  Tompey  goes  to  Capua, 
»C«far  makes  himfelf  mafter  of  the  greateft  part  of 
Italy,  and  among  the  reft  of  Coranium^  where 
Doraitius,  the  governor  for  Pompey,  is  feized  by 
his  garrifon,  and  delivered  to  Caefar,  who  pardons 
and  difmilfes  him. 

Pompey  in  an  oration  to  his  army  makes  a  trial  of 
itheir  difpofition  to  a  general  battle ;  but  not  finding 
it  to  anfwer  his  expe^at«on,  he  fends  his  Ton  to  folicit 
•  the  aiTidance  of  his  friends  and  allies  j  then  marches 
himfelf  to  Brundufmm,  where  he  is  like  to  be 
ihut  up  by  Caefar,  and  elcapes  at  length  with  much 
difficulty. 

NOW  manifeft  the  wrath  diviiK  appeared. 
And  nature  through  the  world  the  war  declared  J 
Teeming  with  monfters,  facred  law  (he  broke. 
And  dire  events  in  all  her  works  befpoke,  4 
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Xhoa  Jorf  J  who  ^ft  in  hcaTen  fifprcjneljr  rwgn. 
Why  does  ihj  provideiicc  tKdc  £g^s  arda:ii« 
And  give  u$  pretcimCf  to  mcreaic  our  jiaJn  ? 
J>oub3y  we  bear  ilij  dr^iid-iafli^mg  dcFomj 

And  feel  our  miferies  before  ihcy  come* 

Whether  the  great  crtitiTig  parent  Q>u\j  lo 

WhcQ  firft  froin  Chsos  rude  ht  formed  ibc  ^bolcj 

DifposM  futurity  With  certain  handj 

And  b^e  the  rttccfTary  casiffs  ftand ; 

.Made  one  decree  for  crer  to  remain. 

And  bo\)iid  himfdf  in  fa^tc'i  ettrr-rj  ch^ni  if 

Ot  whether  fickle  fort  one  leads  the  dance, 

Nothing  is  tix^d,  but  all  thing*  come  by  chsuce  | 

Whatever  thou  fhajt  ordaio,  thou  ruling  power. 

Unknown  and  fnddtn  be  the  dreadful  hour  a 

Let  moit^h  to  thtjir  future  fate  be  hlindj  x^ 

And  hope  relieve  the  nuiferable  mind. 

While  thus  the  wretched  citizens  behold 
What  certain  ills  the  faithful  gods  foretold  ; 
Juftice  fufpends  her  courle  in  mournful  Rome, 
And  all  the  noify  courts  at  once  are  dumb  j  25 

No  honours  fhine  in  the  diftinguifh'd  weed. 
Nor  rods  the  purple  magiftrate  precede : 
A  difmal  filent  forrow  fpieads  around. 
No  groan  is  heard,  norpne  complaining  found. 
So  when  feme  generous  youth  refigns  his  breath,        30 
And  parting  finks  in  the  laft  pangs  of  death  j 
With  ghaftly  eyes,  and  many  a  lift-up  hand. 
Around  his  bed  the  ftill  attendants  jftand  j 


LUCAN'S  PHARSALTA,  Book  II.        «j 

No  tongue  as  yet  prefumes  his  fate  to  tell. 

Nor  fpeaks  aloud  the  folcmn  laft  farewell  5  35 

As  yet  the  mother  by  her  darling  lies. 

Nor  breaks  lamenting  into  frantic  cries  5 

And  though  he  ftiffens  in  her  fond  embrace* 

His  eyes  arc  fet,  and  livid  pale  his  face ; 

Horror  a  while  prevents  the  fwelling  tear,  44 

Nor  is  her  paflion  grief,  as  yet,  but  fear  5 

In  one  fix'd  pcfture  motionlefs  fhc  keeps. 

And  wonders  at  her  woe  before  fhe  weeps^ 

The  matrons  fad  their  rich  attire  lay  by, 

And  to  the  temples  madly  crowding  fiy  :  45 

Some  on  the  ihrines. their  gufhing  forrows  po«ir. 

Some  dafh  their  breafts  againft  the  marble  floofj 

Some  on  the  iacred  tbrdholds.rend  their  hair. 

And  howling  feek  the  gods  with  horrid  prayec* 

Nor  Jove  received  the  wailing  fuppliants  all,  50 

Jn  various-  fanes  on  various  powers  they  call.* 

No  altar  then,  no  god  was  left  alone, 

Unvex'd  by  feme  impatient  parent's  moan. 

0.£  thefe,  one  wretch  her  grief,  above  the  reft, 

With  vifage  torn,  and  mangled  arms  confeft.  55 

Ye  mothers  !  beat  ((he  cry'd)  your  bofoms  now. 

Now  tear  the  curling  honours  from  your  brow ; 

The  prefent  hour  cv'n  all  your  tears  demands. 

While  doubtful  fortune  yet  fufpended  ftands. 

Whtai  one  fhall  conquer,  then  for  joy  prepare,  60 

The  viftor  chief,  at  leaft,  ihall  end  the  war. 

Thus,  from  rcnew'd  complaints  they  feek.  relief. 

And  only  find  fre(h  caufes  out  for  grief. 
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The  men  tooj  as  to  d liferent  caraps  tlie:y  go. 
Join  their  fad  voices  to  the  public  woe  j  6^ 

Impatient  to  the  gods  they  ravfe  their  cry. 
And  tbtis  expoftulate  with  thofc  on  high  j 

Oh  htitptefs  times  1  oh  that  we  had  been  bom. 
When  Caiihsge  made  our  vanqtiiih'd  country  moum  I 
Weil  bad  we  then  been  numbered  with  the  flain        jg 
On  Trebia'$  banlcs,  or  Caivnae's  fatal  plain. 
Nor  a/k  we  peLice,  yc  powers,  nor  foft  repoft  j 
Give  UE  new  wars,  and  multitudes  of  foes ; 
Let  every  potent  city  arm  for  liglit. 
And  ajl  the  neighbour  nations  roiind  unite;  yj 

From  Median  Sufa  let  the  Panhians  tome, 
And  MaiTagctes  beyond  their  Ifter  roam  : 
Let  Elbe  and  Rhine's  unconqucr'd  iprings  fend  forth 
The  yeljow  Suevi  from  the  fartheft  north  : 

Let  the  conrpiring  world  in  arms  engage.  So 

And  fave  us  only  from  domeftic  rage. 

Here  let  the  hoftile  Dacian  inroads  make, 

And  there  his  way  the  Gete  invader  take. 

Let  Caefar  in  Iberia  tame  the  foe  ; 

Let  Fompey  break  the  deadly  eaftem  bow. 

And  Rome  no  band  unarmed  for  battle  know. 

But  if  Hefperia  ftand  condemnM  by  fate, 

And  ruin  on  our  name  and  nation  wait ; 

Now  dart  thy  thunder,  dread  almighty  fire. 

Let  all  thy  flaming  heavens  defcend  in  fire  |  f^ 

On  chiefs  and  parties  hurl  thy  bolts  alike, 

And,  ere  their  crimes  have  made  them  guilty,  ftitke. 
5  I8 
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Is  it  a  caufe  fo  worthy  of  our  care^ 
That  power  may  fall  to  this,  or  that  man*s  (hare  ? 
Do  we  for  this  the  gods  and  confcience  brave,  95 

That  one  may  rule,  and  make  the  reft  a  flavc  ? 
When  thus  ev*n  liberty  we  fcarce  fhould  buy^ 
But  think  a  civil  war  a  price  too  high. 

Thus  groan  they  at  approaching  dire  events. 
And  thus  expiring  piety  laments.  too 

Mean -while  the  hoary  fire  his  years  deplores^ 
And  age  that  former  miferies  reftores  i 
He  hates  his  weary  life  prolonged  for  woe, 
Worfe  days  to  fee,  more  impious  rage  to  know. 
Then  fetching  old  examples  from  afar,  105 

Twas  thus  (he  cries)  Fate  ufher'd  in  the  war  : 
When  Cimbrians  fierce,  and  Libya's  fwarthy  lord. 
Had  fairn  before  triumphant  Mari us*  fword: 
Yet  to  Mintumas  s  marfh  the  vi£lor  fled. 
And  hid  in  oozy  flags  his  exil'd  head,  no 

The  faithlefs  foil  the  hunted  chief  rellev'd. 
And  fedgy  waters  fortune's  pledge  received. 
Deep  in  a  dungeon  plungM  at  length  he  lay. 
Where  gyves  and  rankling  fetters  eat  their  way. 
And  noifome  vapours  on  his  vitals  prey.  i 

OrdainM  at  eafe  to  dine  in  wretched  Rome, 
He  fuffer'd  then,  for  wickednefs  to  come. 
In  vain  his  foes  had  arm'd  the  Cimbrian's  hand, 
Peath  will  not  always  wait  upon  command  5 
About  to  ftrike,  the  flave  with  horror  (hook,  no 

The  ufelefs  fteel  his  loofening  gripe  forfook  j 
Thick  flafhing  flames  a  light  unufual  gave. 
And  fudden  fhone  around  the  gloomy  cave  ^ 
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Dreadfijl  the  Goda  of  guilt  before  hfm  ftoodj 

j^nd  Marius  tfmble  in  future  blood  j  jtj 

When  th\is  a  voice  began  :  Rafli  man  forbear. 

Nor  touch  that  head  which  fate  refolves  to  fpare  ( 

Thoufsnds  are  dooin'd  beneath  his  nrm  to  bleed, 

An  J  countltffs  deaths  betiJr^  his  own  decreed; 

1  liy  wrath  and  purpofe  to  dcftroy  is  v^iin  :  1 30 

Would*ii  rhou  avepge  thee  for  thy  nation  ilain  ? 

Frefei  ve  thi^  man  |  and  in  Torn e  coming  iby 

7  he  Cimbrian  Qaughter  well  he  ihall  i^epay, 

No  pitying  gpd.  no  power  to  movials  good* 

Could  five  a  falvage  wretch  who  }oyd  in  blood  :      115 

But  Fate  xcIcrvM  him  to  peiforni  its  doom. 

And  te  the  rrjinlfter  of  wrath  to  Kome. 

By  f^vcUing  feas  too  favourably  tofi, 

Saftly  he  reach'd  Nuraidia's  bijitiU  ceaAi 

Tht'iL^j  driven  from  man,  to  wiJds  he  took  hb  way,    140 

And  on  the  earth,  where  once  he  conquered,  lay  ; 

There  in  the  lone  unpeopled  defert  field. 

Proud  Carthage  in  her  niins  he  beheld  5 

Ainldft  her  afhes  pleased  he  fat  him  down, 

And  joyM  in  the  deRruftion  of  the  town.  14^ 

The  genius  of  the  place,  with  mutual  hate, 

Ke:  r\l  its  fad  head,  and  fnuTd  at  Marius'  fate  5 

Each  with  delight  furvey'd  their  fallen  foe, 

And  each  forgave  the  gods,  that  laid  the  other  low. 

'I'hcrc  with  new  fury  was  his  foul  pcirtll,  150 

And  Libyan  rage  colk<fi:ed  in  his  brcaft. 

Soon  as  returning  fertune  own'd  his  caufe, 

Tioops  cf  i;.voiling  bond-men  forth  lie  drr.wi  j 

Cut- 
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Gut-throats  and  flaves  refort  to  his  commandi 

And  arms  were  given  to  every  bafer  hand.  155 

None  worthily  the  leader's  ftandard  bore, 

Unftain'd  with  blood  or  blacked  crimes  before: 

Villains  of  fame,  to  £11  his  bands,  were  fought. 

And  to  his  camp  increafe  of  crimes  they  brought. 

Who  can  relate  the  horrors  of  that  day,  160^ 

When  firft  thefe  walls  became  the  vigor's  prey  I 

With  what  a'ftride  devouring  Slaughter  paft. 

And  fwept  promifcuous  orders  in  her  ha(le ! 

0*er  noble  and  plebeian  ranged  the  fword  i 

Nor  pity  or  remorfe  one  paufe  afford.  16*5' 

The  Aiding  ftieets  with  blood  were  ciotted  o'er. 

And  facred  temples  ftood  in  pools  of'  gore. 

The  ruthlcfs  ftcel,  impatient  of  delay, 

Forbade  the  fire  to  linger  out  his  day  : 

It  (truck  the  bending  father  to  the  earth,  170  "• 

And  cropt  the  wailing  infant  at  his  birth; 

(Can  innocents  the  rage  of  parties  know, 

And  they  who  ne'er  offended  find  a  foe  ?) 

Age  is  no  plea,  and  childhood  no  defence,  • 

To  kill  is  all  the  murderer's  pretence*  17$^ 

Rage  flays  not  to  inquire  who  ought  to  die. 

Numbers  muft  fall,  no  matter  which,  or  why  j 

Each  in  his  hand  a  grlcfly  viiage  bears, 

And  as  the  trophy  of  his  virtue  wears. 

Who  wan  ts  a  pri  zc,  ftraight  rufhes  through  the  flreets,  1 80 ' 

And  undiftinguiflrd  mows  the  lirft  he  meets  j 

The  trembling  crowd  with  fear  ofScious  ftrive. 

And  th'  fe  who  ki  s  the  tyrant's  hand  furvive*  • 
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And  porttuJe  Izfttj  at  a  price  A»  bale  !  tW^ 

Wbit  tliougli  the  Jword  wa$  ux^itcr  of  tocct  doom* 

Tboagji  Mxnvs  ctxiM  hatt  giTca  you  jfaf»  to  come^ 

Can  Rom^s  li¥C  by  in^jtty  fe  isc^n  f 

But  fboD  your  chan^ng  forhine  ihifti  the  fcenei 

Short  if  your  date;  you  only  live  to  motini  t^ 

Yoijr  hopcv  dccerr'd,  and  Sylla'a  fwift  return* 

The  vulgar  falU,  and  none  latnent*  his  fatr^ 

^olTow  hz5  kardiy  Itrfurc  for  the  gteat. 

What  tears  could  Bcbitjs''  hitiy  death  depli>rc  ! 

A  thoufaud  haiids  his  mangled  cnrcafe  tore  j  195 

Hi«  IcaEtter'd  entrath  round  the  ilrectr  wtne  toft. 

And  ia  a,  moment  ail  the  m^n  was  loft. 

\Vlio  wept,  Antoniut'  mtird^r  to  behold^ 

\V1iofe  moving  tongue  the  mtfcbjef  oft  foretold  ? 

^I^.U.  V.    iuio  rtgw  »i.«  i:.v^u^..C<^  «^   i»«.^  y  ZO«. 

The  barbarous  foldier  fnatch'd  his  hoary  head  i 

Dropping  he  bore  it  to  bis  joyful  lord. 

And  while  he  feaffed  placM  it  on  the  boards 

The  Crafli'  both  by  Fiinbria*s  band  was  flain. 

And  bleeding  magiftrates  the  pulpit  ftain.  j^o^ 

Then  did  the  doom  of  that  neglefting  hand| 

Thy  fate,  O  holy  Scsvola,  command  j 

In  vain  for  fuccour  to  the  gods  he  fties,. 

The  prieft  before  the  Vcftal  altar  dies : 

A  feeble  ftream  pour'd-forth  the  exhaufted  Cre^       ai3# 

And  fpar'd  to  quench  the  evcrliving  fire. 

The  feventh  returning  Fafces'now  appear. 

And  bring  ftem  Marius'  lateft  deftin'd  yeart 
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Thus  the  long  toils  of  changing  life  o^erpaft, 
Jfoaiy  and  full  of  days  he  breath'd  his  laft.  ax 5 

While  Fortune  frown'd,  her  fierceft  wrath  he  bore. 
And  while  ihe  fmird  enjoyM  her  amj^eft  power  i 
All  various  turns  of  good  and  bad  he  knew. 
And  provM  the  moft  that  chance  or  fate  could  do. 

What  heaps  of  flain  the  Colline  gate  did  yield  t  22^ 
What  bodies  ftrow*d  the  Sacriportah  field, 
When*  empire  was  orddinM  to  change  her  ieat^ 
To  leave  her  Rome>  and  make  Praenefte  great  I ' 
When  the  proud  Samnites  troops  the  flate  defyM, 
In  terms  beyond  their  Caudine  treaty^s  pride*  125. 

Nor  Sylia  with  lefs  cruelty  returns. 
With  equal  rage  the  fli?rce  avenger  bums : 
What  blood  the  feeble  ^ity  yet  retained, 
With  too  (evere  a  healiifg  hand  he  drained*: 
Too  deeply  was  the  feakhing  fteel  employed,  tym 

What  maladies  had  hiirt,  the  leach  deftroy'di 
The  guilty  only  were  of  life  bereft : 
Alas  I  the  guilty  only  then  were  left, 
DilTembled  hate  and  rancour  rangM'at  will. 
All  as  they  pleasM  took  liberty  to  kill  5  23-5. 

And  while  revenge  no  longer  fear'd  the  laws. 
Each  private  murder  was  the  public  caufe. 
The  leader  bade  deftroy :  and  at  the  word, 
The  mafter  fell  beneath  the  fervant's  fword". 
Brothers  on  brothers  were  for  gifts  beftow'd,  24a 

And  fens  contended  for  their  father's  blood. 
For  refuge  fome  to  caves  and  forefts  fled  5 
Some  to  the  lonely  roanfions  of  the  dead  y 

Somei, 
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"'f ,  to  prevent  the  ci*t»cl  vlclqr,  die  5 
fe  ftongled  haii^  from  fal^J  beams  on  higU  | 
Ic  thofe,  from  top&  of  ijfty  turrrtsi  tin  own. 
Came  hi^adlong  on  tht  daHtiiig  pavement  tlown. 
Some  fof  their  funeral*  the  v/ood  prtpure* 
Ai\d  buiid  the  ftcri:d  piic  with  huiiy  circ ; 
Then  bkcding  tn  the  kindiir.g  jlantes  ihey  prefs. 
And  Rom  [in  rites,  wlulc  ytt  tlity  may,  jvuflTcli, 
Pale  hea^s  of  Maria Ji  chiefs  'H^  borne  on  high, 
And  hcap'd  togriher  in  the  Forym  lie , 
Thne  join  rhc  intcting  flaiightci-a  of  the  ccvro, 
Tber^  each  pcrfonaing  villain's  deeds  arr  known, 
^o  fight  like  this  the  Thia^^ian  f tables  knew,. 
Ants; us'  Libyan  f^xjtls  to  theic  were  few  i 
Nor  Greece  beheld  fo  m^Jly  fuitors  fall. 
To  grace  the  Piiiiq  tyrant^s  horrid  haU, 
At  length,  whun  putrid  gore,  with  fuul  tUi'J^rac?, 
Hid  the  diftinguifh'd  features  of  the  face. 
By  night  the  miferable  parents  canae, 
And  bore  their  fons  to  feme  forbidden  flame. 
Wcii  I  remember,  in  that  woeful  reign. 
How  I  my  brother  fought  amongft  the  flain  j 
Hopeful  by  ftealth  his  poor  remains  to  burn, . 
And  clofe  his  afties  in  a  peaceful  urn  ; 
His  viliige  in  my  trembling  hand  I  bore. 
And  turn'd  pacific  Sylla's  trophies  o'er ; 
Full  many  a  mangled  trunk  I  try'd,  to  fee 
Which  carcale  with  the  head  would  bell  agree. 
Why  nK>i]ld  my  grief  to  Catulus  return, 
And  tclJ  the  vidim  offerM  at  his  urn  j 
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^When,  ftruck  with  horror,  the  relenting  (hiule 
Beheld  his  wrongs  too  cruelly  repay 'd  ?  475 

I  Taw  where  Marius'  haplefs  brother  ftood. 
With  limbs  all  torn,  and  coverd  o>r  with  blood; 
A  thoufand  gaping  wounds  increased  his  pain. 
While  weary  life  a  paffage  fought  in  vain ; 
That  mercy  ftiil  his  ruthlefs  foes  deny,  a  So 

And,  whom  they  mean  to  kill,  forbid  to  die. 
This  from  the  wrift  the  fuppliant  hands  divides. 
That  hews  his  arms  fram  off  his  naked  fides  $ 
Otie  crops  his  breathing  nbftriis,  one  his  ears. 
While  from  the  roots  his  tongue  another  tears  5      185  - 
Panting  awhile  upon  the  earth  it  lies. 
And  with  mute  motion  trembles  ere  it  dies  : 
Laft,  from  the  facred  caverns  where  they  lay. 
The  bleeding  orbs  of  fight  are  rent  away. 
Can  late  pofterity  believe,  whene'er  -% 

This  tale  of  Marius  and  his  foes  they  hear,  >  • 

They  could  infiift  fo  much,  or  he  could  bear  ?  ^  . 

Such  is  the  broken  carcafe  feen  to  iie, 
Cruflrd  by  fome  tumbling  turret  from  on  high  j 
Such  to  the  (horc  the  fr.ipwreckt  corfe  is  home,       295  • 
By  rending  rocks  and  greedy  monilcrs  torn. 
Miftakcn  rage !  thus  mangling  to  dilgrace. 
And  blot  the  lines  of  Mcrius*  hated  face ! 
■What  joy  can  Sylla  take,  unlefs  he  know 
A  nd  mark  the  features  of  his  dying  foe  ?  joo 

Fortune  beheld,  from  her  Praenedine  fane, 
Her  helplefs  worfhipers  around  her  /lain  j 
Or.e  hour  of  fate  was  common  to  them  all, 
And  like  one  nun  flic  faw  a  ^'coplc  fall. 

Then 
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Then  dy*d  the  lufty  youth  m  manly  bloom,  305 

Helperia's  flower^  and  hope  fcr  times  to  come; 

Their  blood,  Rome's  only  ftrengih^  diftains  the  fold, 

Ordajn'd  th'  afleinbliiig  centurice  to  hold» 

Numbers  h:ive  olt  been  knowi],  on  fea  and  land. 

To  fink  0^  old  by  dtatli's  dcftru£^ive  hand  ;  310 

Battles  with  multitudes  hs^ve  ^rown  the  plain^ 

And  many  perifh  on  the  ftoimy  main ;  ^ 

E[irth(}i3ake^  deAroy^  malignant  vapours  hhO^  fl 

And  pi  agues  and  famines  lay  whole  nations  waile : 

But  juftice,  fure,  was  never  I'eenj  till  now^j  jij 

To  mailacre  her  thoulands  at  a  blow. 

Satiety  of  death  the  vj£iors  prove. 

And  {Jowly  through  th'  incumbering  rum  mofve  t 

Ko  many  fall,  there  fcarce  is  room  for  morcj  -j- 

The  dying  nod  on  thofc  who  fell  before ,  3^0^ 

Crouding  in  heaps  thtir  murderers  they  aid. 

And,  by  the  dead,  the  liv^ing  are  o>rkid- 

Mean  while  the  ftein  dictator,  ftom  on  high. 

Beholds  the  llaughter  with  a  fcarkfs  eye  j 

Nor  fighsj  to  think  his  dread  commands  ordain       315 

JSo  many  thouiand  wretches  to  be  flatn. 

Amidit  the  Tiber's  waves  the  load  h  thrown. 

The  torrent  rolls  the  guilty  burden  down; 

Till  rifing  mounds  obftruft  his  watery  way> 

And  carcafes  the  gliding  veflels  ftay»  330 

But  foon  another  ftream  to  aid  him  rofe. 

Swift  o^er  the  fields  a  crimfon  deluge  flows : 

The  Tufcan  river  fwell*  above  his  fhorcs, 

^ad  floating  bodies  to  the  land  reflores ; 
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Struggling  at  length  he  drives  his  rufhing  flood,     335 
And  dyes  the  Tyrrhene  ocean  round  with  blood. 
Could  deeds  like  thefe  the  glorious  flile  demand 
Of  profperous,  and  faviour  of  the  land  ? 
Could  this  renown,  could  thefe  atchicvements  build 
A  tomb  for  Sylla  in  the  Martian  field  ?  34^ 

Again,  behold  the  circling  woes  return^ 
Again  the  curfe  of  civil  wars  we  mourn ; 
Battles  and  blood,  and  vengeance,  fliall  fucceed. 
And  Rome  once  more  by  Roman  hands  fkUl  bleed. 
Or  if,  for  hourly  thu«  our  fears  prefage,  34.5 

With  wrath  more  fierce  the  prefent  chiefs  (hall  rage, 
Mankind  ihall  fome  unheard-of  plagues  deplore. 
And  grone  for  miferies  unknown  before. 
A^rius  an  end  of  exile  only  fought ; 
Sylla  to  crufli  a  hated  faftion  fought ;  35© 

A  larger  recompence  thefe  leaders  claim. 
And  higher  is  their  vafi:  ambition's  aim : 
Could  thefe  be  fatisfy*d  with  Sylla^s  power ; 
Nor,  all  he  had  poiFeiiing,  afk  for  more ; 
Neither  had  force  and  impious  arms  employM,        355 
Or  fought  for  that  which  guiitlefs  each  enjoy'd. 
Thus  wept  lamenting  age  o'er  haplefs  Rome, 
Reincmbering  evils  paft,  and  dreading  thofe  to  come* 
But  Brutuv'  temper  fail'd  not  with  the  reft,  n 

Nor  with  the  common  weaknefs  was  oppreft ;  > 

Safic  and  in  peace  he  kept  his  manly  breaft.  3 

*Twas  when  the  folemn  dead  of  night  came  on,        ^ 
When  bright  Califto  with  her  ihining  fon  .  > 

I  horn  half  their  circle  round  the  pple  had  run  j  ^    ' 

Whca 


^  R  O  W  £  •  S    P  O  E  M  S. 

When  BnituSy  oo  the  huff  times  intent,  3(5 

To  virtuous  Gate's -humble  dwelling  went: 
Waking  he  fonnd  him,  careful  for  the  ftate. 
Grieving  and  fearing  for  his  country's  fate  ; 
For  Rome,  and  wretched  Rome,  alone  he  fearM  ; 
Secure  within  himfdf,  and  for  the  worft  prepared.  370 

To  him  thus  Bmtus  fpoke :  O  thou,  to  whom 
Forfaken  Virtue  flier-,  as  to  her  home, 
Drivn  out,  and  by  an  impious  age  oppreft. 
She  finds  no  room  on  earth  but  Cato's  breaft : 
There,  in  her  one  good  man,  (he  reigns  fecure,      375 
Fearlefs  of  vice,  or  fortune's  bofHIe  power. 
Then  teach  my  foul,  to  doubt  and  error  prone. 
Teach  me  a  refolution  like  thy  own. 

.*l-et  partial  favour,  hopes,  or  intereft  guide. 
By  various  motives,  all  the  worlJ  belide. 
To  Pompey-s  or  ambitious  Caffar's  fide  j 
Thou,  Cato,  art  my  leader.     V/hcther  peace 
And  calm  repofe  amidft  thefe.ftorms  (hall  pleafe: 
Or  whether  v/ar  thy  ardour  (hall  engage. 
To  gratify  the  madnefs  of  this  age. 
Her  J  with  the  fa£llous  chiefs,and  urge  the  peoples  rage, 
The  rufiian,  bankrupt,  loofe  adulterer, 
All  who  the  power  of  laws  and  juftice  fear. 
From  guilt  learn  fpecious  reafons  for  the -war. 
By  ftaning  want  and  wickcdnefs  prepared,  390 

Wifely  they  arm  for  fafcty  and  reward. 

'Eut,  oh  !  what  caufe,  what  reafon,  canft  thou  find  ? 

Art  thou  to  arms  for  love  of  arms  inclined? 

a  Haft 
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*Haft  thou  the  manners  of  this  age  withftood,  -y 

And  for  Co  many  years  been  fmgly  good,  > 

To  be  repay'd  with  civil  wars  and  blood  ?  ^ 

Let  thofe  to  vice  inur'd  for.  arms  prepare. 

In  thee  'twill  be  impiety  to  dare ; 

Prefci-ve  at  leaft,  ye  gods,  thefe  hands  from  war. 

Nor  do  thou  meanly  with  the  rabble  join,  400 

Nor  grace  their  caufe  with  fuch  an  arm  as  thine. 

To  thee,  the  fortune  of  the  fatal  field 

Inclining,  unaufpicious  fame  fhall  yield'; 

Kach  to  thy  fword  (hall  prefs,  and  wiih  to  be 

I  mputed  as  thy  crime,  and  charg'd  on  thee.  4.05 

Happy  thou  wert,  if  with  retirement  bkft, 

Which  noife  and  fa«^ion  never  (hould  moleft. 

Nor  break  the  facred  quiet  of  thy  bread  5 

Where  harmony  and  order  ne'er  (houM  ceafe. 

But  every  day  fhould  take  its  turn  in  peace.  410 

So,  in  eternal  (teddy  motion,  roll 

The  radiant  fpheres  around  the  ftarry  pole  : 

Fierce  lightnings,  meteors,  and  the  winter's  ftoma, 

Earth  and  the  face  of  lower  heaven  deform, 

Whilft  all  by  nature's  laws  is  calm  above;  41^ 

No  tcmpeft  rages  in  the  court  of  Jove. 

Light  particles  and  idle  atoms  fly, 

Tofs'd  by  the  winds,  and  fcatter'd  round  the  iky  j 

While  the  more  folid  paiis  the  force  refift. 

And  fixM  and  ftable  on  the  centre  reft.  42# 

Cxfar  fnall  hear  with  joy,  that  thou  art  join'd 

I  With  fighting  fa«5lions,  to  difturb  mankind  : 
Though  fworn  his  foe,  he  fliall  applaud  thy  choice, 
And  think  his  wicked  war  approv'd  by  Cato's  voice. 
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-Seet  IionRrtDfwdltbeiriiiiglity  leider^sibte,  4:15- 

The  confuls  and  die  finrik  ienate  wait : 

£t*ii  Cato^s  (Uf  to  Pompey*s  yoke  rnnft  bow. 

And  all  mankind  are  ilaves  but  Cefiu-  now. 

if  war,  however,  be  at  laft  onr  doom. 

If  we  WBmtt  ann  lor  Liberty  and  Rome :  ^9 

While  undecided  yet  their  fate  depends, 

Caefiu-  and  Pbmpey  are  alike  my  finendt  $ 

Which  party  I  Audi  choofe,  is  yet  to  know. 

That  let  the  war  decide;  who  conquers  is  my  fioe. 

Thus  fpoke  the  youth.    When  Cato  dms  eatpieft  435 
The  ftcred  counfds  of  his  inmoft  breaft : 

Brutus  I  with  thee,  I  own  the  dime  is  great  {       ^ 
MHdi  dieey  ^s  impious  dvil  war  I  haftej  '  V 

But  Virtue  blindly  fbllows,  led  by  Fate.  ^ 

Anfwer  yourfelves,  ye  gods^  and  fet  me  free  ;       440 
If  1  am  guilty,  *ti8  by  your  decree. 
If  yon  fair  lamps  above  ihould  lofe  their  light. 
And  leave  the  wretched  world  in  endlefs  night ; 
If  Chaos  ihould  in  heaven  and  earth  prevail. 
And  univerfal  nature^s  frame  ihould  fail :  445 

What  Stoic  would  not  the  misfortune  ihare. 
And  think  that  desolation  worth  his  care  ? 
Princes  and  nations  whom  wide  feas  divide. 
Where  other  fburs  fir  diftant  heavens  do  guide. 
Have  brought  their  enfigns  to  the  Roman  fide. 
Iforbid  it,  gods  !  when  barbarous  Scythians  come 
From  their  cold  north,  to  prop  declining  Rome, 
That  I  ihould  fee  her  fall,  and  fit  fecure  at  home. 
As  fome  unh^py  fire  by  death  undone, 
RobbM  of  his  age^s  joy,  his  only  ion,  45$ 
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Attends  the  funeral  with  pious  care. 

To  pay  his  laft  paternal  office  there ; 

Takes  a  fad  pleafure  in  the  <;roud  to  go. 

And  be  himfelf  part  of  the  pompous  woe  5 

Then  waits  till,  every  ceremony  paft,  460 

His  own  fond  hand  may  light  the  pile  at  laft. . 

So  fixM,  ib  faithful  to  thy  caufe,  O  Rome, 

With  fuch  a  conftancy  and  love  I  come> 

KefolvM  for  thee  and  liberty  to  mourn. 

And  never  !  never  fbom  your  fides  be,  torn  ;  465 

Refolv*d  to  follow  ftill  your  common  fate. 

And  on  your  very  names,  and  laft  remains  to  wait. 

Thus  let  it  be,  fmce  thus  the  gods  ordain  } 

Since  hecatombs  of  Romans  muft  be  ilain, 

Aftift  the  facrifice  with  every  hand,  47© 

And  give  them  all  the  ftaughter  they  demand. 

O  !  were  the  gods  contented  with  my  fall. 

If  Cato^s  life  could  anfwer  for  you  all. 

Like  the  devoted  Decius  would  I  go. 

To  force  from  either  fide  the  mortal  blow. 

And  for  my  country's  fake,  wifli  to  be  thought  her  foe. 

To  me,  ye  Romans,  all  your  rage  confine. 

To  me,  ye  nations  from  the  barbarous  Rhine, 

Let  all  the  wounds  this  war  (hall  make  be  mine. 

Open  my  vital  ftreams,  and  let  them  run, 

Oh,  let  the  purple  facrifice  atone 

For  all  the  ills  offending  Rome  has  done. 

If  ilavery  be  all  the  faction's  end. 

If  chains  the  prize  for  which  the  fools  contend, 
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To  me  convert  the  war«  Jet  me  be  (lain ; 

Me,  only  me,  who  fondly  ftrm,  in  vain. 

Their  ufelefa  laws  and  freedom  to  maintain  i  . 

So  may  the  tynuit  iafely  mount  his  throne. 

And  rale  his  flavet  ip  peace,  when  I  am  gone. 

How-e'er,  iince  free  as  yet  from  his  command,       490 

For  Pompey  and  the  comqionwealth  we  ftand. 

Nor  he,  if  fortune  fhould  attend  his  arms. 

Is  proof  againft  ambition's  fatal  charms ; 

But,  urg'd  with  greatnefs,  and  defire  of  fway. 

May  dare  to  make  the  vanquiih*d  world  his  prey*  495 

Then,  left  the  hopes  of  empire  fwell  his  pride. 

Let  him  remem.ber  I  was  on  his  fide ; 

Nor  think  h^  conquerM  for  himfelf  alone. 

To  make  the  harvbft  of  the  war  his  own. 

Where  half  the  toil  was  ours.     So  fpoke  the  fagc. 

His  words  the  liftening  eager  youth  engage 

Too  much  to  love  of  arms,  and  heat  of  civil  rage, 

Now  'gan  the  fun  to  lift  his  dawning  light, 
Before  him  fled  the  colder  ihades  of  night  j 
When  lo  !  the  founding  doors  are  heard  to  turn,     505 
Chafte  Martia  comes  from  dead  Hortenfius*  urn.. 
Once  to  a  better  hu(band's  happier  bed, 
With  bridal  rites,  a  virgin  was  ihe  led : 
When,  every  debt  of  love  and  duty  paid. 
And  thrice  a  parent  by  Lucina  made,  510 

The  teeming  matron,  at  her  lord's  command. 
To  glad  Hortenfius  gave  her  plighted  hand; 
With  a  fair  ftock  his  barren  houfe  to  grace. 
And  mingle  by  the  mother's  fide  the  race. 

At 
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tlength  this  hufband  in  his  afties  laid^  515 

And  every  rite  of  due  religion  paid. 
Forth  from  his  monument  the  mournful  dame. 
With  beaten  breads,  and  locks  diftieverd,  came ; 
Then  with  a  pale  dejefted  rueful  look, 
Thus  pl^afmg,  to  her  former  lord  flie  fpokc  :  520 

Whil^  nature  yet  with  vigour  fed  my  veins. 
And  m^de  me  equal  to  a  mother*s  pains. 
To  thee  obedient,  I  thy  houfe  foribok. 
And  to  my  arms  another  hulband  took : 
My  powers  at  length  with  genial  labours  worn,      515 
Weary  to  thee,  and  wafted,  J  return. 
At  length  a  barren  wedlock  let  me  prove. 
Give  me  the  name,  without  the  joys  of  love  j 
No  more  to  be  abandoned,  let  me  come. 
That  Cato's  ivij'e  may  live  upon  my  tomb.  530 

So  fhall  my  truth  to  lateft  times  be  read. 
And  none  fliaJl  afk  if  guiltily  I  fled. 
Or  thy  command  eftrang'd  me  from  thy  bed. 
Nor  aik  I  now  thy  happinefs  to  (hare, 
I  feek  thy  days  of  toil,  thy  nights  of  care  :  535 

Give  m*,  with  thee,  to  meet  my  country's  foe. 
Thy  weary  marches  and' thy  camps  to  know; 
Nor  let  porter ity  with  fhamc  record, 
Cornelia  follow'd,  Martia  left  her  lord. 

She  faid  :  The  hero's  manly  heart  was  raov'd,     540 
And  the  chafte  matron's  virtuous  fuit  approved. 
And  though  the  times  far  differing  thoughts  demand, 
Though  war  difl'ents  from  Hymen*8  holy  band  % 
In  plain  unfolemn  wife  his  faith  he  plights. 
And  calls  the  gods  to  view  the  lonely  ritet.  545 
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No  gaiiandt  gty  die  dmrfbl  portal  ciawnM, 

Nor  woolly  fillets  wove  die  pofts  anniiid  $ 

No  geouJ  bed,  with  rich  embroiileiy  gncM, 

On  ivofj  iepe  in  lofty  ftate  was  placM  i 

No  hjineiieal  torch  preceding  fhone,  55®  i 

No  matron  pot  the  toweiy  finondct  on,  ^    ^ 

Nor  bade  her  feet  the  facred  threfliold  flian.  '^ 

No  ydlow  Tcil  was  loofely  thrown,  to  hide 

The  rifing  blnflies  of  the  trembling  bride ; 

No  glittering  zone  her  flowing  garments  boimdy      555    ■ 

Nor  fparkling  gems  her  neck  encompalsM  romid  j 

No  filken  fcarf,  nor  decent  winding  lawn. 

Wis  o*er  her  naked  arms  and  ihonlders  drawn  x 

Bnty  as  (he  was,  in  faperal  attire. 

With  all  die  fadnefs  foirow  could  infpire,  560 

With  eyes  deje^M,  with  a  joylefs  face. 

She  met  her  hulband^s,  like  a  ron''s  embrace. 

No  Sabine  mirth  provokes  the  bridegroom's  cars. 

Nor  fprighdy  wit  the  glad  affembly  chears. 

No  friends,  not  ev'n  their  children  grace  the  fcaft,  565 

Brutus  attends,  their  only  nuptial  gueft  : 

He  ftands  a  witnefs  of  the  filent  rite. 

And  fees  the  melancholy  pair  unite. 

Nor  he,  the  chief,  his  facred  vifage  chcar'd. 

Nor  fmooth*d  his  matted  locks,  or  horrid  beard ;    57* 

Nor  deigns  his  heart  one  thought  of  joy  to  know. 

But  met  his  Martia  with  the  fame  ftem  brow. 

(For  when  he  faw  the  fatal  faftions  arm. 

The  coming  war,  and  Rome's  impending  harm  5 

Regardlefs  quite  of  every  other  care,  575 

Uiiihorn  he  left  his  loofe  negle^ed  hair  $ 

4  Rude 
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Rude  hung  the  hoary  honours  of  bis  head. 

And  a  foul  growth  his  mournful  cheeks  o'erfpread. 

No  flings  of  private  hate  his  peace  infeft. 

Nor  partial  favour  grew  upon  his  breaft  j  580 

But,  fafe  from  prejudice,  he  kept  his  mind 

Free,  and  at  leifure  to  lament  mankind.) 

Nor  could  his  former  love's  returning  fire,  y 

The  warmth  of  one  connubial  wifli  infpire,^  > 

But  ftrongly  he  withftood  the  juft  defire.  ^ 

Thefe  were  the  flrifter  manners  of  the  man. 

And  this  the  ftubborn  courfe  in  which  they  ran  { 

The  golden  mean  unchanging  to  purfue, 

Conftant  to  keep  the  purposM  end  in  view  j 

Heligioufly  to  follow  nature's  laws,  590 

And  die  with  pleafure  in  his  country's  caufe^ 

To  think  he  was  not  for  himfelf  defign'd. 

But  born  to  be  of  lufe  to  all  mankind. 

To  him  'twas  feafting,  hunger  to  reprefs ; 

And  home-fpun  garments  were  his  coftly  drefs :      595 

No  marble  pillars  rear'd  his  roof  on  high, 

'Twas  warm,  and  kept  him  from  the  winter  flcy  : 

He  fought  no  end  of  marriage,  but  increafe. 

Nor  wiih'd  a  pleafure,  but  his  country's  peace: 

That  took  up  all  the  tendereft  parts  of  life,  60% 

His  country  was  his  children  and  his  wife. 

From  juftice'  righteous  lore  he  never  fwerv'd, 

But  rigidly  his  honefty  preferv'd. 

On  univeri'al  good  his  thoughts  were  bent. 

Nor  knew  what  gain,  or  felf-affeftion  meant  j         605 

And  while  his  benefits  the  public  fhare, 

Cato  was  always  lafl  in  Cato's  care, 

H  3  Mft^tL* 


J 


lit  ROWE'S    POEMS* 

Mc4Tiliittfj  the  trembling  troops >  by  Pampty  led, 
Hflfty  to  Phrygian  Capua  were  fled, 
Rcfolvin, ,  here  to  fix  the  moving  wir,  $tm 

H*'  ttdU  bii  fcattci'' J  Itgions  frOm  afar  j 
Hire  Uc  ikcrccn  iht  tlarmg  foe  tt>  waitj 
AnJ  prgvc  at  once  tiic  great  event  of  fatf ; 
Whcjt  A|«nft<r>t'ft  drlightfwl  fhatlfis  ^rife. 
And  lift  HefpMia  lofty  to  ihc  Hticf,  €i| 

ftfrtwern  the  higher  antl  infi^rior  fea, 
The  bTi^.cxt;m!ed  mountain  take»  hia  wayj 
Pifii  and  Aocon  bound  bl&  flopmg  fides, 
WaJhM  by  th«r  Tyrrhrnc  and  Dnlmatic  tides; 
Kich  in  the  treafme  of  bis  watery  ftoixsj 
A  thoufanti  Jiving  fpiings  and  ft  reams  he  poms, 
And  fcekn  ihe  diffVjx-nt  fcaa  by  different  (Horcs. 
From  hj!*  kTi  falls  Croflumium*8  r^ipid  fiood,, 
And  fwift  Metanms  red  with  Punic  blood  j 
There  gentle  Sapis  with  Ifaurus  }oin8,  §t^ 

And  Sens  there  the  Senones  confines ; 
Rough  Aufidus  the  meeting  ocean  braves^ 
And  laflies  on  the  lazy  Adrians  waves ; 
Hence  vaft  Eridanus  with  matchlefs  force^ 
Prince  of  the  ftreams,  dire^Vs  his  regal  courfe ;       630 
Proud  with  the  fpoiU  of  fields  and  woods  he  flows. 
And  drains  Hefperia's  rivers  as  he  goes. 
His  facred  banks,  in  ancient  tales  renownM, 
Fiift  by  the  fpreading  poplar's  (hade  were  crown'd  ; 
When  the  fun  s  fiery  ttceds  forfook  their  way,         635 
And  downwai-d  drew  to  eai'th  the  burning  day  i 
When  every  flood  and  ample  lake  was  dry, 
The  Po  alone  his  channel  could  fupply. 

Hither 
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If  ither  rafli  Phaeton  was  headlong  driven,' 

Atid  in  thefe  waters  quenchM  the  flames  of  heaven*  64^ 

Nor  wealthy  Nile  a  fuller  dream  contains^ 

Though  wide  he  fpreads  o>r  Egypt's  fiattei;"|>kint  |  • 

Nor  Ifter  rolls  a  larger  torrent  down^ 

Sought  he  th^  fea  with  waters  all  his  own ; 

But  meeting  floods  to  him  their  homage  pay,  64 j; 

And  heave  the  blended  river  on  his  way* 

Thefe  from  the  left ;  while  from  the  right>  there  com© 

The  Rutiiba  and  Tiber  dear  to  Romr; 

Theme  f.iles  Vulturnus'  fwift-iefcending^ flbbd, 

And  Sarnus  hid  beneath  his  mifty  cloud  $  6$6 

Thence  Lyris,  whom  the  Vcftin  fountains  aid. 

Winds  to  the  fea  through  clofe  Marica*s  fhade  3 

Thence  Siler  through  Salemtan  paftures  fallSf 

And  (hallow  Macra  creeps  by  Lyna's  walls. 

Bortiering  on  Gaul  the  loftieft  ridges  rife,  655 

And  the  low  Alps  from  cloudy  heights  defpife  5 

Thence  his  long  back  the  fruitful  mountain  bows> 

Beneath  the  Urabrian  and  the  Sabine  plows  j 

The  race  primaeval,  natives  all  of  old. 

His  woody  rocks  within  their  circuit  hold ;  66o- 

Far  as  Hefperia's  utmoft  limits  pals. 

The  hilly  father  runs  his  mighty  mafs  j 

Where  Juno  rears  her  high  Lacinian  face. 

And  Scylla^s  raging  dogs  moleft  the  main. 

Once,  farther  yet  ('tis  faid)  his  way  he  took,  665 

Till  through  his  fide  the  feas  confpiring  broke  { 

And  ftill  we  fee  on  fair  Sicilians  fands 

Where,  part  of  Apennine,  Pelorus  Hands. 

H  4  But 
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But  Caefar  for  deftru^tioa  eager  bums^ 
Free  poflaget  and  bloodlefs  ways  he  fcoms  }  €7^  ' 

In  fierce  confli&iiig  fields  hit  arms  delight. 
He  joys  to  be  o|^pos*dy  to  prove  his  mighty 
Reiiftlefs  through  the  widening  breach  to  go. 
To  burft  the  gate,  to  lay  the  bulwark  lowj 
To  bum  the  villages,  to  wafte  the  plains^  $75 

And  maflacre  the  poor  labosious  fwains. 
Abhorring  law,  he  choofes  to  offend^ 
And  blufhes  to  be  thought  his  eountry*t  fiiend. 
The  Latian  cities  now,  with  bufy  care. 
As  various  they  inclined,  for  arms  prepare.  6%q 

Though  doomed  before  the  war^s  £rft  rage  to  yield» 
Trenches  they  dig,  and  ruin'd  walls  rebuild  -, 
Huge  ftone  and  darts  their  lofty  towers  fupply^ 
And  guarded  bulwarks  menace  from  on  high. 
To  Pompey's  part  the  proner  people  lean,  685 

Though  Caefar's  ftronger  terrors  ftand  between. 
So  when  the  blads  of  founding  Aufter  blow. 
The  waves  obedient  to  his  empire  flow  j 
And  though  the  ftormy  god  fierce  Eurus  frees. 
And  fends  him  rufhing  crofs  the  fwelling  feas  j        69^ 
Spite  of  his  force,  the  billows  yet  retain 
Their  former  courfe,  and  that  way  roll  the  main  } 
The  lighter  clouds  with  Eurus  driving  fweep. 
While  Aufter  ftill  commands  the  watery  deep. 
Still  fear  too  fare  o'er  vulgar  minds  prevails,  695 

And  faith  before  luccefsful  fortune  fails. 
Etrnria  vainly  trufts  in  Libo's  aid. 
And  Umbria  by  Thermus  is  betray'd  5 
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Sjlhf  unmindful  of  his  fathers  fame. 

Fled  at  the  dreadful  found  of  Csefar^s  name.  70^ 

Soon  as  the  horfc  near  Auximon  appear, 

Ketreating  Varus  owns  his  abjeft  fear. 

And  with  a  coward's  hafte  negleds  his  rear } 

On  flight  alone  intent,  without  delajr. 

Through  rocks  and  devious  woods  he  wings  his  way.  705 

Th'  Efculean  fortrefs  Lentulus  forfakes, 

A  fwift  purfuit  the  fpeedy  vi£):or  makes  | 

All  arts  of  threats  and  promifcs  applyM, 

He  wins  the  faithlefs  cohorts  to  his  fide. 

The  leader  with  his  enfigns  fled  alone,  710 

To  Caefar  fell  the  foldier,  and  the  town. 

Thou,  Scipio,  too  doft  for  retreat  prepare  $ 

Thou  leav'ft  Luceria,  truftcd  to  thy  care? 

Though  troops  well  tryM  attend  on  thy  command, 

(The  Roman  power  can  boaft  no  braver  band)        ji$ 

By  wily  arts  of  old  from  Caefar  rent, 

Againft  the  hardy  Parthians  were  they  fentj 

But  their  firft  chie^  the  legion  now  obeys. 

And  Pompey  thus  the  Gallic  lofs  repays  j 

Aid  to  his  foe  too  freely  he  affords,  yf 

And  lends  his  hoftile  father  Roman  fwords. 

But  in  Corfii\ium  bold  Domitius  lies, 
And  from  his  walls  th'  advancing  power  defies  j 
Secure  of  heart,  for  all  events  prepar*d, 
He  heads  the  troops  once  bloody  Milo's  guard.      715; 
Soon  as  he  fees  the  cloudy  duft  arife, 
And  glittering  arms  reflc6l  the  funny  fkies : 
Away,  companions  of  my  arms  !  he  cry'd. 

And  hafte  to  guard  the  river's  (edgy  fide  i 

Bceak 
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Tkoo  '^^seff  ^odf  Jd  all  thf  f«»iz&tai&s  ^, 

And  w^lkmg  faid  Cbf  ttamy  terreot  Bam  i 

lifvcf!  ta  tbr  nfsoA  brink  th^  rapsd  ftrviaii,  7^f 

Bear  d<Mra  the  piankst  and  ^rerf  flooiing  beam  j 

Upo«  thj  liaiik$  tbc  lingripg'  wir  dclav,  "% 

He  c«^'d  i  a^nd,  ftvcotzsg  fwifilj  cTDfi  the  plal% 
Drew  dcFwn  the  fi&Idkr  to  tht  floc^d  in  T>in, 
For  C^efar  caHjf  fr^iu  the  n^tgbbouriQg  ^eld,  749 

Th«  (riirpdre  ta  ohilnifl  his  march  beheid : 
Kindiing  to  wradi,  oh  hafeft  fear  \  (he  cries) 
To  whom  nor  towtxs,  nor  OielFerij^g  walls  iu^ce* 
Aie  thefe  your  cowird  iiratagems  of  war  ? 
Hope  ytfU  with  brooks  my  coTiquerin^  arms  to  bar  f  74^ 
Though  Nile  and  Ifter  ihould  my  way  coDtrol, 
Though  Iwclling  Ganges  ihould  to  guard  you  roll. 
What  ftreamty  what  floods  foe'er  athwart  me  falJ, 
V/ho  paft  the  Rubicon  (hall  pafs  them  ail. 
Hafte  to  the  paOage  then,  my  friends.  He  faid  ;       75a 
Swift  as  a  dorm  the  nimbly  horfe  obeyed  j 
Acrofs  the  flream  their  deadly  darts  they  throwj 
And  from  their  Nation  drire  the  yielding  foe : 
The  vigors  at  their  eafe  the  ford  explore. 
And  pafs  the  undefended  river  o'er,  755 

The  vanquifh'd  to  Corfiniura's  Ilrength  retreat. 
Where  warlike  engines  round  the  ramparts  threats* 
Clofc  to  the  wall  the  creeping  <vinea  lies. 
And  mighty  towers  in  dread  approaches  rile. 

But  fee  the  (lain  of  war  !  the  foldier*s  (hame  I       760 
And  vile  diihonour  of  the  Latian  name !  The 
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The  faithlcfs  garrifon  betray  the  town, 

And  captive  drag  their  valiant  leader  down. 

The  noble  Roman,  fearlefs,  though  in  bands, 

Jirfcre  his  haughty  fellow-fubjeft  ftands,  76^ 

With  looks  ereft,  and  with  a  daring  brow, 

Death  he  provokes,  and  courts  the  fatal  blow : 

But  Caefar's  arts  his  inmoft  thoughts  dcfcry. 

His  fear  of  pardon,  and  defire  to  die. 

From  me  thy  forfeit  life  (he  faid)  leceive,^  770 

And,  though  tepining,  by  ray  bounty  live  ; 

That  ail,  by  thy  example  taught,  may  know. 

How  Cxfar*s  mercy  treats  a  vanquiih*d  foe  ; 

Still  arm  againft  me,  keep  thy  hatred  ftill. 

And  if  thou  conquer'ft,  ufe  thy  conqueft,  kill.       775 

Returns  of  love,  or  favour,  feek  I  none  5 

Nor  give  thy  life  to  bargain  for  my  own. 

So  faying,  on  the  inflant  he  commands 

To  loofe  the  galling  fetters  from  his  hands. 

Oh-  fortune  !  better  were  it,  he  had  dy'd,  780- 

And  fpar'd  the  Roman  (hame,  and  Cxfar's  pride. 

What  greater  grief  can  on  a  Roman  feize. 

Than  to  be  forc'd  to  live  on  terms  like  thefe  I 

To  be  forgiven,  fighting  for  the  laws. 

And  need  a  pardon  in  his  country*s  caufe!  785 

Struggling  with  rage,  undaunted  he  repreft 

The  fwelling  pailions  in  his  labouring  breaft ; 

Thus  murmuring  to  himfclf :  Wilt  thou  to  Rome, 

Bafe  as  thou  art,  and  feek  thy  lazy  home  ? 

To  war,  to  battle,  to  deftruftion  fly,  790 

And  haftc,  as  it  becomes  thee  well,  to  die  j 

Provoke 
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Provoke  the  worft  efie6U  of  detdly  ftnfe. 
And  rid  thee  of  this  Caefar^s  gift,  thit  life. 

Meanwiiiley  unknowing  of  the  captiv^d  chiefs 
Pompey  prepaiet  to  march  to  his  relief.  79^ 

He  means  the  fcattering  forces  to  unite. 
And  with  increafe  of  ftrength  expeft  the  fight. 
Refolving  with  the  following  fun  to  move, 
Firft  he  decrees  the  foldier^s  heart  to  prove : 
Then  into  words  like  thefe,  rever'd,  he  broke,        Soo 
The  iilent  legions  liftening  while  he  fpokes 

Ye  brave  avengers  of  your  country's  wrong. 
You  who  to  Rome  and  liberty  belong  ; 
Whofe  breafts  our  fathers  virtue  truly  warms, 
Whofe  hands  the  fenate*s  facred  order  arms  $  805 

With  chearful  ardor  meet  the  coming  fight. 
And  pray  the  gods  to  fmile  upon  the  right. 
Behold  the  mournful  view  Hefperia  yields. 
Her  flaming  villages  and  wafted  fields  ! 
See  where  the  Gauls  a  dreadful  deluge  flow,  Sxo 

And  fcorn  the  boundaries  of  Alpine  fnow. 
Already  Caefar's  fword  is  ftain'd  in  blood. 
Be  that,  ye  gods,  to  us  an  omen  good  ; 
That  glory  ftill  be  his  peculiar  care. 
Let  him  begin,  while  we  i'uftain  the  war.  815 

Yet  call  it  not  a  war  to  which  we  go  5 
We  feek  a  malefaflor,  not  a  foe  ; 
Rome's   awful  injured  majefty  demands 
The  punifhment  of  traitors  at  our  hands. 
If  this  be  war,  then  war  was  wag'd  of  old,  Sao 

By  curft  Cethegus,  Catiline  the  bold. 

By 
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By  every  villain*s  hand  who  durft  confpire 

In  murder,  robbery,  or  midnight  fire. 

Oh  wretched  rage  !  thee,  Caefar,  fate  defignM^ 

To  rank  amongil  the  patrons  of  mankind ;  815' 

With  brave  Camillus  to  enrol  thy  fame* 

And  mix  thee  with  the  great  Metelli's  name  t 

While  to  the  Cihna^s  thy  fierce  foul  inclinesy 

And  with  the  flaughter-loving  Marii  joins* 

Since  then  thy  crimes,  like  theirs,  for  juflice  call,    830 

Beneath  our  axe's  vengeance  fhalt  thou  fall : 

Thee  rebel  Carbo's  fentence,  thee  the  fate 

Of  Lepidus  and  bold  Sertorius  wait. 

Believe  me  yet,  (if  yet  I  am  believ'd) 

My  heart  is  at  the  talk  unpleafmg  griev'd  j  835 

I  mourn  to  think  that  Pompey*8  hand  was  chofey 

His  Julia's  hoftile  father  to  oppofe. 

And  mark  thee  down  amongil  the  Roman  foes. 

Oh  that,  returned  in  fafety  from  the  eaft, 

This  province  viftor  Craffus  had  poflTeft  5  849 

New  honours  to  his  name  thou  might'ft  aflPord^ 

And  die  like  Spartacus  beneath  his  fword  : 

Like  him  have  fall'n  a  viftim  to  the  laws, 

The  fame  th'  avenger,  and  the  fame  the  cau£e. 

But  fmce  the  gods  do  otherwife  decree,  845 

And  give  thee,  as  my  iateft  palm,  to  me ; 

Again  my  veins  confefs  the  fervent  juice. 

Nor  has  ray  hand  forgot  the  javelin^s  ufe. 

And  thou  fhalt  leani,  that  tbofe  who  humbly  know 

To  peace  and  juii  authority  to  bow,  850 

Can,  when  their  country^s  caufe  demands  their  caie, 

Kefumc  their  ardor,  aad  return  to  war. 

But 
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But  let  bim  tkink  mj  former  rigour  fled  ; 
Diftruft  not,  youp  yotir  gcaerars  tioory  head  ; 
The  mirks  q£  age  and  long  declimng  y^r&,  B^§ 

Wiiich  I  yo\»r  ieadec  1  his  whole  army  wears  : 
Agt  flill  i*  fit  to  toimiei>  or  roinraaTtdj 
But  falters  in  an  unperforming  hand. 
Whatever  fuperior  power  a  people  free 
Could  to  tlidr  fd!ow-dttEen  decree,  %6a 

AU,  lawful  glbrieii,  have  my  forty  net  known, 
And  reached  all  htJghts  of  grtatndVbut  a  crown  j 
Who  to  be  morej  than  Pompey  was,  defiic*. 
To  kingly  rule,  and  tyranny  afpirea, 
AmLdH  TTiy  ranks,  a  vecer^k  band,  t$^ 

The  Confcripl:  Fathers  and  the  Coufuh  ftand. 
And  (ball ^ the  Tenate  and  the  vanquifh'd  fiatc 
Upon  vi£tonous  Caclar's  triumph  wait  ? 
Forbid  it,  gods,  in  honour  of  mankind ! 
Fortune  is  not  fo  fhamclefs,  nor  fo  blind.  870 

What  fame  atchievM,  what  unexampled  praife^ 
To  thefe  high  hopes  the  daring  hero  raife  ? 
Is  it  his  age  of  war,  for  trophies  calls 
His  two  whole  years -fpent  on  the  rebel  Gauls  ? 
Is  it  the  hoftile  Rhine  foribok  with  hafte  ?  875 

Isfk  the  fhoaly  channel  which  he  paft^ 
That  Ocean  huge  he  talks  of  ?  does  he  boaft 
His  flight  on  Britain's  new*difcoverM  coaft  ? 
Perhaps  abandoned  Rome  new  pride  fupplies, 
He  views  the  naked  town  with  joyful  eyes^ 
While  from  his  rage  an  armed  people  flies. 
But  know,  vain  man,  no  Roman  fled  from  thee  j 
They  left  their  wall$>  *ti$  true  $  but  'twas  to  follow  me. 

Me, 
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Me,  who  ere  twice  the  moon  her  orb  renewM, 
The  pirates  formidable  fleet  fubdued  :  885 

Soon  a;;  the  fea  my  ihining  enfigns  bore, 
Vanquifh'd  they  fled,  and  fought  the  fafer  (hore ; 
Humbly  content  their  forfeit  lives  to  fave, 
And  take  the  narrow  lot  my  bounty  gave. 
By  me  the  mighty  Mithridates  chac'd,  890 

Through  all  the  windings  of  his  Pontus  pafs'd. 
He  who  the  fate  of  Rome  delayed  fo  long. 
While  in  fufpcnce  uncertain  empire  hung  $ 
He  who  to  Sylla*8  fortune  fcom*d  to  yields 
To  my  pre  vailing. arms  refign'd  the  field  :  895 

Driven  out  at  length,  and.-prefs'd  where-e'er  he  fled. 
He  fought  a  grave  to  hide  his  vanquiih'd  head. 
O'er  the  wide  world  my  vai'ious  trophies  rife. 
Beneath  the  vaft  extent  of  diftant  ikies ; 
Me  the  cold  Bear,  the  northern  climates  know,         900 
And  Phafis'  waters  through  my  conqueds  flow  j 
My  deeds  in  -^gypt  and  Syene  live, 
Where  high  meridian  funs  no  fhadow  give. 
Hefperian  Baetis  my  commands  obeys. 
Who  rolls  remote  to  iieek  the  weflern  feas.  905 

By  me  the  captive  Arabs  hands  were  bound. 
And  Colchians  for  their  i*avifliM  fleece  renowned  5 
O'er  Afia  wide  my  conquering  enfigns  fpread, 
Armenia  me,  and  lofty  Taurus  dread  $ 
To  me  fubmit  Cilicia's  warlike  powers,  910 

And  proud  Sophene  veils  her  wealthy  towers  : 
The  Jews  I  tam'd,  who  with  religion  bow 
To  feme  mj(itrlo\i%  name,  which  none  befide  them  know. 

If 
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Is  there'a  land,  to  fmn  ap  all  at  iaft. 

Through  which  mj  arms  with  conqueft  have  not  paft  f 

The  world,  by  me,  the  world  is  oyercome. 

And  CwStt  finds  no  enemj  but  Rome. 

He  iaid«    The  croud  in  dull  fufpenfion  hung. 

Nor  widi  applauding  acclamations  rung ; 

Ko  chearful  ardour  waves  the  lifted  hand,  9x« 

Nor  military  cries  the  fight  demand. 

The  chief  perceived  the  foldier^s  fire  to  fail. 

And  Csefar's  fame  forerunning  to  prevail  j 

His  eagles  he  withdraws  wirh  timely  care. 

Nor  trufts  Rome^s  fates  to  fuch  uncertain  war.        925 

As  vdien,  with  iiiry  ftung  and  jealous  rage. 

Two  mighty  bulls  for  ibvereignty  engage  $ 

The  vanquifliM  fsu*  to  banifliment  removes. 

To  lonely  fields  and  unfrequented  groves  5 

There,  for  a  while,  with  confcious  (hatne  he  burns,     930 

And  tries  on  every  tree  his  angry  horns  : 

But  when  his  former  vigour  ftands  confeft. 

And  larger  mufcles  (hake  his  ample  breaft. 

With  better  chance  he  feeks  the  fight  again, 

And  drives  his  rival  bellowing  o'er  the  plain  5  935 

Then  uncontroPd  the  fubje6l  herd  he  leads, 

And  reigns  the  mafter  of  the  fruitful  meads. 

Unequal  thus  to  Caefar,  Pompey  yields 

The  fair  dominion  of  Hefpena's  fields  : 

Swift  through  Apulia  march  his  flying  powers,      94JO 

And  feek  the  fafety  of  Brundufium's  towers. 

This  city  a  Di&x^n  people  hold, 

Mat  fkc'd  by  tall  Athenian  barks  of  old  i 

When 
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When  with  fklfe  omens  from  the  Cretan  ihor^ 

Their  fable  fail«  viftorious  Thcfeus  bore.  94.5 

Here  Italy  a  narrow  length  extend s. 

And  in  a  fcanty  flip  projefted  ends. 

A  crooked  mole  around  the  waves  (he  winds. 

And  in  h^r  folds  the  Adriatic  lunds.  ,  949 

Nor  yet  the  bending  fliores  could  form  a  bay, 

Did  not  a  barrier  ifle  the  winds  delay, 

And  break  the  feas  tempeftuous  in  their  way. 

Huge  mounds  of  rocks  are  plac'd  by  nature's  hand. 

To  guard  around  the  hofpitable  ftrand ; 

To  turn  the  ftorra,  repulfe  the  rufhing  tide,  955 

And  bid  the  anchoring  bark  fecurely  ride. 

Hence  Nereus  wide  the  liquid  main  difplays. 

And  fpreads  to  various  ports  his  watery  ways  § 

Whether  the  pilot  from  Corcyra  ftand. 

Or  for  Illyrian  Epidamnus'  ftrand.  9/)# 

Hither  when  all  the  Adriatic  roars, 

And  thundering  billows  vex  the  double  ihores  $ 

When  fable  clouds  around  the  welkin  fpread. 

And  frowning  ftorms  involve  Ceraunia's  head  j 

When  white  with  froth  Calabrian  Safon  lies,  965 

Hither  the  terapcft-beaten  veffel  flies. 

Now  Pompey,  on  Hefperia's  utmoft  coaft, 
Sadly  furvev'd  how  all  behind  was  loft  j 
Nor  to  Iberia  could  he  force  his  way  5 
Long  interpofmg  Alps  his  paifagc  ftay.  97* 

At  length  amongft  the  pledges  of  his  bed. 
He  chofe  his  eldeft-bom ;  and  thus  he  faid  t 

Hafte  thee,  my  fon  1  to  every  diftant  land| 
And  bid  the  nations  roufe  at  my  command  j 

I  Where 
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Where  famM  Euphrates  flows,  or  whgre  the  Nile     975  1 

With  muddy  waves  improves  the  fattening  foil  j- 

Where-e'er  diffused  by  vi6lory  and  fame, 

Thy  father's  arms  have  borne  the  Roman  name. 

Bid  the  Cilician  quit  the  fliore  again,- 

And  ft  retch  the  fwelling  canvas  on  the  main :  980 

Bid  Ptolemy  with  my  Tigranes  come. 

And  bold  Pharnaces  lend  his  aid  to  Rome. 

Through  each  Armenia  fpread  the  loud  alarm. 

And  bid  the  cold  Riphean  mountains  arm, 

Pontus  and  Scythia's  wandering  tribes  explore,        985 

The  Euxine  and  Mseotis'  icy  ihore  5 

Where  heavy-loaded  wains  flow  journeys  tak-e. 

And  print  with  groaning  wheels  the  frozen  lake. 

But  wherefore  fhould  my  words  delay  thy  hafte  ?   * 

Scatter  my  wars  around  through  all  the  eaft.  990 

Summon  the  vanquifh'd  world  to  fliare  my  fate. 

And  let  my  triumphs  on  my  enfigns  wait. 

But  you  whofe  names  the  Roman  annals  bear. 

You  who  diftinguifli  the  revolving  year  5 

Ye  confuls  !  to  Epirus  ftraight  repair,  995' 

With  the  firft  northern  winds  that  wing  the  airj 

From  thence  the  powers  of  Greece  united  raife. 

While  yet  the  wintery  year  the  war  delays. 

So  fpoke  the  chief}  his  bidding  all  obey  j 
Their  fliips  forfake  the  port  without  delay, 
And  fpeed  their  paflage  o'er  the  yielding  way. 

But  Caefar,  never  patient  long  in  peace, 
Nor  trufting  in  his  fortune's  prefent  face  j 
Clofely  purfues  his  flying  fon  behind. 
While  yet  his  fate  continued  to  be  kind,  1005 

Such 
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"Such  towns,  fuch  fortrefles,  fuch  hoftile  forced 
Swept  In  the  torrent  of  one  rapid  courfe  j 
Such  trains  of  long  fuccefs  attending  ftill. 
And  Rome  herfelf  abandon'd  to  "his  will ; 
Komc,  the  contending  party's  no"blefl:  prize,  ioi4 

To  every  wi(h  but  Casfar's  might  fuffice. 
But  he  with  empire  fir'd  and  vaft  defires. 
To  all,  and  nothing  lefs  than  all,  afpiresj 
Hej-eckons  not  the  paft,  while  aught.remain'd 
Great  to  be  done,  or  mighty  to  "be  gain'd.         •    10 15 
Though  Italy  obey  his  wide  command. 
Though  Pompey  linger  01^  the  fartheft  ftrand. 
He  grieves  to  think  they  tread  one  common  land  5 
His  heart  difdains  to  brook  a  rival  power, 
Ev''n  on  the  utmoft  margin  of  the  fhore  j  xoio 

Nor  would  he  leave,  or  earth,  or  ocean  free  ; 
The  foe  he  drives  from  lands,  he  bars  from  fea. 
With  moles  the  opening  flood  he  would  reftrain. 
Would  block  the  port,  and  intercept  the  main  ^ 
But  deep  devouring  feas  his  toil  deride. 
The  plunging  quarries  fink  beneath  the  tide. 
And  yielding  fands  the  rocky  fragments  hide. 
Thus,  if  huge  Gaurus  headlong  fhould  be  thrown. 
In  fathomlefs  Avcrnus'  deep  to  drown  j 
Or  if  from  fair  Sicilians  diftant  ftrand,  1030 

Eryx  uprooted  by  fome  giant  hand. 
If,  ponderous  with  his  rocks,  the  mountain  vaft, 
Amidft  the  wide  -/Egean  fliould  be  caft  j 
The  rolling  wavcR  o'er  either  mafs  would  flow. 
And  each  be  loft  witliin  the  depths  below,  103  5 
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When  no  firm  bafis  for  his  work  he  £ound» 
But  ftill  it  faiPd  in  ocesuf  s  faidilefs  ground. 
Huge  trees  and  barks  in  mafly  chains  he  bound. 
For  planks  and  beams  he  ravages  the  wood. 
And  the  tough  boom  extends  acrofs  the  flood.      1040 
Such  was  the  road  by  haughty  Xerxes  made. 
When  6*er  the  Hellefpont  his  bridge  he  laid. 
Vaft  was  the  taik,  and  daring  the  deiigny  'p 

Europe  and  Aiia^s  diftant  ihores  to  join,  V 

And  make  the  world's  divided  parts  combine*  »        3 
Proudly  he  pafs'd  the  flood  tumultuous  o'er, 
Fearlefs  of  waves  that  beat,  and  winds  that  roar : 
Then  fpread  his  fails,  and  bid  the  land  obey. 
And  through  mid  Athos  find  his  fleet  a  way. 
Like  him  bold  Caefar  yok'd  the  fwelling  tide,        X05« 
Like  him  the  boifterous  eltfnents  defy'd  ; 
This  floating  bank  the  ftraitening  entrance  bound. 
And  rifing  turrets  trembled  on  the  mound. 
But  anxious  cares  revolve  in  Pompey's  breail. 
The  new  furrounding  Ihores  his  thoughts  moleft  j  105  j 
Secret  he  meditates  the  means,  to  free 
And  fpread  the  war  wide-ranging  o'er  the  fea. 
Oft  driving  on  the  work  with  well-fill'd  fails. 
The  cordage  ftretching  with  the  frefliening  gales. 
Ships  with  a  thundering  fliock  the  mole  divide,     io4« 
And  through  the  watery  beach  fecurely  glide. 
Huge  engines  oft  by  night  their  vengeance  pour. 
And  dreadful  fhoot  from  far  a  fiery  fhower  j 
Through  the  black  (hade  the  darting  flame  defcends. 
And  kindling  o'er  the  wooden  wall  extends.         Z065 
4  At 
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At  length  arrivM  with  the  revolving  night. 
The  chofen  hour  appointed  for  his  flight ; 
He  bids  his  friends  prevent  the  feaman^s  roar. 
And  ftill  the  deafening  clamour$  on  the  ihore  j 
No  trumpets  may  the  watch  by  hours  renew,        X070 
Nor  founding  fignals  call  aboard  the  crew. 
The  heavenly  Maid  her  courfe  had  almoft  run. 
And  Libra  waked  on  the  rifmg  fun  j 
When  hufh'd  in  filence  deep  they  leave  the  land :       j 
No  loud-mouth'd  voices  call  with  hoarfe  commiand,    > 
To  heave  the  flooky  anchors  from  the  fand.  3 

Lowly  the  careful  raafter's  orders  paft,. 
To  brace  the  yards,  and  rear  the  lofty  maft  j 
Silent  they  fpread  the  fails,  and  cables  haul. 
Nor  to  their  mates  for  aid  tumultuous  call.  jqSo 

The  chief  himfelf  to  fortune  breath'd  a  prayer. 
At  length  to  take  him  to  her  kinder  care  j 
That  fwiftly  he  might  pafs  the  liquid  deep, 
And  lofe  the  land  which  fhe  forbad  to  keep. 
Hardly  the  boon  his  niggard  fate  allowM,  1085 

Unwillingly  the  murmuring  feas  were  plowed  j 
The  foamy  furrows  roar'd  beneath  his  prow. 
And  founding  to  the  fhore  alarm'd  the  foe. 
Straight  through  the  town  their  fwift  puifuit  they  Iped, 
(For  wide  her  gates  the  faithlefs  city  fpread)  1090 

Along  the  winding  port  they  took  their  way. 
But  grievM  to  f,nd  the  fleet  had  gain'd  the  fea. 
Ctcfar  with  rage  the  lefllning  fails  defcries, 
And  thinks  the  conqueft  mean,  though  Pompey  flies.  1094 
I  3  A  nar- 
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A  13 arrow  pafs  ihe  hornetJ  mok  divides,  -j 

Narrow  as  that  where  Euripus'  ftro^g  tides  > 

Bc:iton  Euboeail  Chalcis^  rocky  fides  :  i 

Here  two  tall  flii^s  become  tht  vi^or*s  prey; 
Jiill:  in  the  fti'ait  tb^y  ftuck.  j  the  foes  belay  j 
The  crooked  grappling' s  iUcly  hold  they  caf^^        iioQ 
Then  drag  fhem  to  the  hof^ile  fhore  with  hafte. 
Here  civil  daughter  firfl  the  Tea  profanes j 
And  purple  Nereua  blufh*d  in  gxiilty  fiains^ 
The  reft  purfue  their  courfc  before  the  wmd, 
ThefV  of  the  rear-mo  ft  only  lefi  behind*  lioj, 

So  when  tHc  Pagafocan  Argo  bore 
The  Grecian  heroes,  to  the  Cokbian  Jliore  i 
Earth  her  Cyaneiin  i^ands  floating  feot. 
The  bold  adventurers  paiTage  to  prevent  j 
But  the  fam'd  bark  a  fragment  only  loft,  iiitt 

"While  fwiftly  o'er  the  dangieroos  gnlf  flie  croft  ; 
Thundering  the  maintains  met,  and  fhook  the  main^ 
But  move  to  more,  fmce  that  attempt  was  vain. 
Now  through  night's  ihade  the  early  dawning  broke. 
And  changing  fkies  the  coming  fun  befpokej        11X.5 
As  yet  the  morn  was  dreft  in  dufky  white. 
Nor  purpled  o'er  the  eaft  with  ruddy  light ; 
At  length  the  Pleiads  fading  beams  gave  way. 
And  dull  Bootes  languifh'd  into  day ; 
Each  larger  ftar  withdrew  his  fainting  head,  iiip 

And  Lucifer  from  ftronger  Phoebus  fled  j 
When  Porapey,  from  Hefperia's  hoftile  Ihprc 
Efcaping,  for  the  azure  Offin  bore, 
O  hero,  happy  once,  once  ftil'd  the  Great  I 
What  turns  prevail  in  thy  uncertain  fate  I  ri»5 
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How  art  thou  changM  fince  fovereign  of  the  main. 

Thy  natives  coverM  e'er  the  liquid  plain  ! ."' 

When  the  fierce  pirates  fled  before  thy  prow, 

Where-ever  waves  could  waft,  or  winds  could  blow ! 

But  fortune  is  grown  weary  of  thee  now. 

With  thee,  thy  fons,  and  tender  wife,  prepare 

The  toils  of  war  and  banifhment  to  bear  j 

And  holy  hou/hold-gods  thy  forrows  ihare* 

And  yet  a  migh ty 'exile  ihalt  thou  go. 

While  nations  follow  to  partake  thy  woel  113^ 

Far  lies  the  land  in  which  thou  art  decreed; 

Unjuftly,  by  a  villain^s  hand  to  bleed. 

Nor  think  the  gods  a  death  fo  diflant'dobniy 

To  rob  thy  aflies  of  an  urn  in  Rome  j 

But  ^rtune  favourably  removed  the  crime,  jt^o 

And  forc'd  the  guilt  on  Egypt's  curfed  clime  j 

The  pitying  powers  to  Italy  were  good. 

And  fav'd  her  from  the  ftain  of  Pompey's  blood. 
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The  Third  Book  bq;ins  with  the  rdaticm  of  Ffuagefm 
dream  in  his  Toyage  from  ItUj..  Cselar,  wko  Iwi 
driven  him  from  thence,  after  Moding  Curio  to  pro* 
vide  com  in  Sicily,  retnms  to  Rome:  there  d£^ 
daining  the  fingie  <^pofitioa  of  L.  Metelhn^  fimm 
tribune  of  ibe  people,  he  bpeaks  open  Ae  Tes^te- 
of  Saturn,  and  feizes  on  the  noblic  treafure.  Tmbi 
follows  an  account  of  the  leveral  different  naliioiit. 
that  took  part  with  Pompey.  From  Rome  CseAir 
paiTes  into  Gaul,  where  the  Maffiliins,  who  woe 
inclinable  to  Pompey,  iend  an  embafiy  to  propdGt 
a  neutrality ;  this  Cadfar  refufea,  and  befiege»  the: 
town.  But  meeting  with  more  difficulties  than  ht 
cxpefted,  he  leaves  C.  Trebonius  his  lieutenant 
before  Maflilia,  and  marches  himfelf  into  Spain, 
appointing  at  the  fame  time  D.  Brutus,  Admix^  cS 
a  navy  which  he  had  built  and  fitted  out  with  great 
expedition.  The  MafTilians  likewife  fend  out  their 
fleet,  but  are  engaged  and  beaten  at  fea  by  Brutus, 

THROUGH  the  mid  ocean  now  the  navy  fails. 
Their  yielding  canvas  ftretch'd  by  fouthern  gales.. 
Each  to  the  vaft  Ionian  t\ims  his  eye. 
Where  feas  and  fkies  the  profpe£l  wide  fupply  : 
But  Pompey  backward  ever  bent  his  look,  5 

Nor  to  the  laft  his  native  coaft  forfook. 
His  watery  eyes  the  leflening  objects  mourn. 
And  parting  Ihorcs  that  never  fliall  return  j 

Still 
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ScEI  the  lovM  land  attentWe  they  pmfve. 

Till  the  tall  hills  are  yeird  in  cloudy  blue» 

Till  all  is  loft  in  air,  and  vaniih'd  from  his  view. 

At  length  the  weary  chieftain  funk  to  reft. 

And  creeping  {lumbers  footh'd  his  anxious  breaft : 

When,  lo  \  in  that  ihort  moment  of  rtpoCs, 

His  Julians  ihade  a  dreadful  vifion  roie  i  i^ 

Through  gaping  earth  her  ghaftly  head  (he  rear'd. 

And  by  the  light  of  livid  flames  appearM. 

Thy  impious  arms  (ihe  cry*d)  my  peace  infeft. 

And  drive  me  from  the  maiifions  of  the  bleft  t 

No  more  Elyfium^s  happy  fields  I  know,  2a 

Dragg'd  to  the  guilty  Stygian  ihades  below: 

I  faw  the  Fury's  horrid  hands  prepare 

New  rage>  new  flames  to  kindle  up  thy  war. 

The  fire  no  longer  trufts  his  fingle  boar, 

JBut  navies  on  the  joylefs  river  float.  2y 

Capacious  hell  complains  for  want  of  room, 

And  feeks  new  plague8*for  multitudes  to  come. 

Her  nimble  hands  each  fatal  fifier  plies. 

The  fifters  fcarcely  to  the  tafk  fuflice. 

When  thou  wert  mine,  what  laurels  crown'd  thy  head  f 

Now  thou  hafl  changM  thy  fortune  with  thy  bed. 

In  an  ill  hour  thy  iecond  choice  was  made. 

To  flaughter  thou,  like  Crafius,  art  bctrayM, 

Death  is  the  dower  Cornelia's  love  affords, 

Ruin  ftill  waits  upon  her  potent  lords  :  3^ 

While  yet  my  aihes  glowM,  ihe  took  my  place. 

And  came  a  harlot  to  thy  loofe  embrace. 

But  let  her  partner  of  thy  warfare  go, 

Lst  her  by  land  and  iea  thy  iabour»  kaow  ^ 
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In  all  thy  brokoi  (Leq^i  I  will  be  nest,  ^ 

In  all  thy  dnanu  fad  Julia  (hall  appear. 

Your  loves  Ihall  find  no  moment  for  delight. 

The  day  ihall  all  be  Cae(ar*8y  mine  the  night. 

Not  the  dull  ftream,  where  long  oblivions  roll. 

Shall  blot  thee  out,  my  hulband,  from  ray  foul.      4^ 

The  powers  beneath  my  conftancy  approve. 

And  bid  me  follow  wherelbe'er  you  rove. 

Amidft  the  joining  battles  will  I  ftand. 

And  ftill  remind  thee  of  thy  plighted  hand* 

Nor  think»  thofe  iacced  ties  no  more  remain ; 

The  fword  of  war  divides  the  knot  in  vain. 

That  very  yvar  ihall  make  thee  mine  again. 

The  phantom  (jpokt,  and,  gliding  from  the  place, 
Deluded  hg:  aftonilh*d  lord's  embrace. 
But  he,  though  gods  forewarn  him  of  his  fate,         55 
And  furies  with  deftruftion  threatening  wait. 
With  new  refolves  his  conftant  bofom  warms. 
And  fure  of  ruin  ruihes  on  to  ^rms. 
What  mean  thefe  teiTors  of  the  night  ?  he  cries  5 
Why  dance  thefe  viiions  vain  before  our  eyes  ?  60 

Or  endlefs  apathy  fucceeds  to  death. 
And  fenfe  is  loft  with  our  expiring  breath  j 
Or,  if  the  foul  fome  future  life  ihall  know,. 
To  better  worlds  immortal  ihall  ihe  go  : 
Whatever  event  the  doubtful  queftion  clears,  65 

Death  muft  be  ftill  unworthy  of  our  fears. 

Now  headlong  to  the  weft  the  fun  was  fled. 
And  half  in  feas  obfcur'd  his  beamy  head ; 
Such  feems  the  raoon,  while,  growing  yet,  ihe  ihincs. 
Or  wainln?  from  her  fuller  orb  declines  i     ,  70 

Whea 
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When  hofpi table  ihores  appear  a^  hand,  '   ■    • 
Where  fair  Dyrrachium  fpreads  h«r  friefldly  ftrandv 
The  feamen  furl  the  canvas,  itrike  the  maft. 
Then  dip  their  nimble  oars,  and  landward  hafte. 

Thus,  while  they  fled,  and  leflening  by  degrees    75 
The  navy  feem'd  to  hide  beneath  the  feas  5 
Caefar,  though  left  the  matter  of  the  field, 
With  eyes  unpleasM  the  foes  efcape  beheld : 
With,  fierce  impatience  victory  he  fcoms. 
And,  viewing  Pompey's  flight,  his  fafety  mourns.    So 
To  vanqui(h*feems  unworthy  of  his  care, 
Unlefs  the  blow  decides  the  lingering  war. 
No  bounds  his  headlong  vafl:  ambition  knows^ 
Nor  joys  in  ought,  though  fortune  al!  beftows. 
At  length  his  thoughts  from  arms  and  vengeance  ceafcr^ 
And  for  awhile  revolve  the  arts  of  peace  5 
Careful  to  purchafe  popular  applaufe. 
And  gain  the  lazy  vulgar  to  his  caufe, 
He  knew  the  conttant  pra6lice  of  the  great. 
That  thofe  who  court  the  vulgar  bid  them  eat.  f9 

When  pinch'd  with  want,  all  reverence  they  withdraw  j 
For  hungry  multitudes  obey  no  law : 
Thus  therefore  faflions  make  their  parties  good. 
And  buy  authority  and  power  with  food. 
The  murmurs  of  the  many  to  prevent,  95 

Curio  to  fruitful  Sicily  is  fent. 
Of  old  the  fwelling  feas  impetuous  tide 
Tore  the  fair  ifland  from  Hefperia's  fide : 
Still  foamy  wars  the  jealous  waves  maintain. 
For  fear  the  neighbouring  lands  fliould  join  again,  to* 

SardiB^i 
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Sardinia  too^  wtaemA^d  ftr  ydlaw  fidds. 

With  SicDj  IMT  iNrnttkoot  trUmte  yiddf  I 

No  Imdi «  gWM  of  fklKT  tillage  boaft^ 

Nor  waft  Mve  plenfy  t0  tht  Homaa  oaaft  I 

Not  Libyt  nmn  abounds  in  wealthy  grain,  105 

Nor  tndi  a  fnlkr  harvieft  fpteads  die  plain ; 

Though  nortfaen  winds  their  cloiidy  treafom  bear« 

To  temper  well  the  Tod  and  fulcry  air. 
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And  fattening  rains  incveaie  the  prosperous  year. 

This  done,  to  Rome  his  way  the  leader  took :     110 
His  train  the  rougher  fliews  of  war  forfook  $ 
No  force,  no  fears  their  hands  unarmed  bear. 
But  looks  of  peace  and  gentlenefs  they  wear. 
Oh !  had  he  now  his  country^s  friend  retum'd, 
Hadncme  but  barbarous  foes  his  cooqueft  mourned  {    1 1 5 
What  fwarming  crouds  had  iflued  at  the  gate. 
On  the  glad  triumph^s  lengthening  train  to  wait  I 
How  might  his  wars  in  various  glories  fhine. 
The  ocean  vanquiih'd,  and  in  bonds  the  Rhine  I 
JQow  would  his  lofty  chanot  roll  along,  120 

Through  loud  applaufes  of  the  joyful  throng  \        ^ 
How  might  he  view  from  high  his  captive  thralls. 
The  beauteous  Britons,  and  the  noble  Gauls  j 
But,  oh  !  what  fatal  honours  has  he  won  ! 
How  is  his  fame  by  victory  undone  !  1*5 

No  cheerful  citizens  the  viftor  meet. 
But  hufh'd  with  awful  dread  his  pafiage  greet. 
He  too  the  horrors  of  the  croud  approvM, 
Joy'd  in  their  fears,  and  wifh'd  not  to  be  lov'd. 

Now  fteepy  Anxur  paft,  and  the  moiil  way,         1^0 
Which  o'er  the  faithlefs  Pomtine  marfhes  lay; 

Through 
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Through  Scythian  Dianas  Arieinian  gpx)v«f 

Caefar  approach'd  the  fane  of  Alban  Jove, 

Thither  with  yearly  rites  the  confuls  coixic» 

And  thence  the  chief  furveyM  his  natire  Rome  s     135 

Wondering  awhile  he  view'd  her  from  afar. 

Long  from  his  eyes  withheld  by  diftant  war. 

Fled  they  from  thee,  Thou  Seat  of  God»  I  (he  cry'd) 

Ece  yet  the  fortune  of  the  fight  wa«  try'd  ? 

If  diou  art  left,  what  prize  can  eaith  afford,    .       140 

Worth  the  contention  of  the  warrior*f  iWerd  f 

Well  for  thy  iafsty  now  the  gods-  provide, 

Since  Parthian  inroads  fpore  thy  naked  fide  3 

Silica  yet  no  Scythians  and  Pannonians  join^ 

Nor  warlike  Daci  with  the  Oetes  conit»ne  |  145 

No  foreign  armies  are  againft  thee  led, 

While  thou  art  curft  with  fuch  a  coward  headt 

A  gentler  fate  the  heavenly  powers  beftow, 

A  Civil  War,  and  Caefar  for  thy  foe. 

Pe  faid  ;  and  ftraight  the  frigged  city  fought: 
The  city  with  confnlion  wild  was  fraught. 
And  labouring  fhook  with  every  dreadful  thought. 
They  think  he  comes  to  ravage,  fack,  and  bum } 
Religion,  gods,  and  temples  to  overturn. 
Their  fears  fuggeft  him  willing  to  porfue  255 

Whatever  ills  unbounded  power  can  do. 
Their  hearts  by  one  low  palHon  only  move. 
Nor  dare  fhew  hate,  nor  can  dif&mble  love. 
The  lurking  fathers,  a  di/hearten^d  band,  1 59 

Dtawn  from  their  houfes  forth,  by  proud  command. 
In  Palatine  Apollo^s  Temple  meet, 
Aad  fadly  view  the  confuU  empty  featj 

No 
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No  rods 9  no  chairs  curule,  adorn  the  place. 

Nor  purple  magiftrates  th*  affembly  grace. 

Caefar  is  all  things  in  himfelf  alone,  1(5 

The  filent  court  is  but  a  looker-on ; 

With  humble  votes  obedient  they  agree. 

To  what  their  mighty  fubjeft  (hall  decree : 

Whether  as  King,  or  God,  he  will  be  fear'd. 

If  royal  thrones,  or^altars,  ihall  be  rear'd.  fy^ 

Ready  for  death,  oi^anilhment,  they  ftand. 

And  wait  their  doom  from  his  difpoflng  hand : 

But  he,  by  fecret  Shame's  reproaches  ftaid, 

JBlufh'd  to  command,  what  Rome  would  have  obcy'd; 

Yet  Liberty,  thus  .flighted  and  betray'4,  171 

One  J  aft  effort  with  indignation  made^ 

One  man  flie  chofe  to  try  th'  unequal  fight, 

And  prove  the  power  of  juftice  againft  might. 

While  with  rude  uproar  armed  hands  eflay 

To  make  old  Saturn's  treafuring  fane  their  prey  j    iSo 

The  bold  Metellus,  carelefs  of  his  fate, 

Rufli'd  through,  and  ftood  to  guard  the  Holy  Gate* 

So  .daring  is  the  fordid  love  of  gold  ! 

So  feailel's  death  and  dangers  can  behold ! 

Without  a  blow  defencelefs  fell  the  laws  ;  1^5 

While  wealth,  the  bafeft,  moft  inglorious  caufe, 

Againft  opprefling  tyranny  makes  head. 

Finds  hands  to  fight,  and  eloquence  to  plead. 

The  buftling  tribune,  ftruggling  in  the  croud. 

Thus  warns  the  vi^lor  of  the  wrong  aloud  ;  299 

Through  me,  tliou  robber  I  force  thy  horrid  way^ 
My  facred  blood  fliall  ftain  thy  impious  prey, 

f  But 
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i  are  gods,  to  urge  thy  guilty  fate ; 

geance  on  thy  faciilege  ftiall  wait. 

er,  by  the  tribunes  curfe  purfued,  195 

too  late,  the  violation  rued. 

en  my  breail,  nor  fliall  the  crime  difpleafe, 

ud  is  usM  to  fpeflacles  like  thefe, 

aken  city  are  we  left, 

le  with  her  nobleft  fons  bereft.  200 

feek*ft  thou  ours  ?  Is  there  not  foreign  gold  ? 

0  be  fack'd,  and  people  to  be  fold  ? 
Dfe  reward  the  ruffian  foWier's  toil  5 
him  with  thy  ruin'd  country's  fpoil. 

i  not  war?  Let  war  thy  wants  provide.         205 
)ke.     The  vi£lor,  high  in  wrath,  reply'd  : 
►t  thy  foul  with  hopes  of  death  fo  vain, 

1  of  thine  my  conquering  fword  (hall  ftain. 
ss  and  thy  popular  command, 

er  make  thee  worthy  Caefar's  hand.  21 « 

1  thy  country's  fole  defender !  thou  1 

erty  and  Rome  be  fall'n  fo  low ! 

iy  nor  chance  breed  fuch  confufions  yet, 

the  mean  fo  rais'd,  nor  funk  the  great ; 

3  themfelves  would  rather  choofe  to  be        215 

'd  by  Caefar,  than  prefcrv'd  by  thee. 

d.     Tlie  ftubborn  tribune  kept  his  place, 

ngtr  redden'd  on  the  warrior's  face  j 

thful  hand  defcending  grafp  d  his  blade, 

If  forgot  the  peaceful  part  he  play'd,  ftz| 

^otta,  to  prevent  the  kindling  fire, 

oth'd  the  rafh^^etellus  to  retire* 

Whci^ 


A 


%%%  ROW  E*S    POEMS. 

Where  kings  prcrail,  ail  Liberty  is  loft^ 
And  none  but  lie  wko  idgns  can  freedom  boofti 
Some  fhadow  of  tke  blifr  dioa  (kak  letaiii,  9%$ 

Choofing  to  do  wbat  ibfCfcign  powers  crdam  : 
Vaiiqiuih*d  and  long  acctiAomM  to  fobniit, 
l^th  patience  uadenieadi  our  loads  we  fit  j 
Oisr  chains  alone  our  ilavifli  fears  carculisy 
While  we  bear  ill,  we  kaow  not  to  refide.  S30 

Far  hence  the  fatal  treaivres  let  iHra  bear» 
The  (eeds  of  mifchiefy  and  diecaufe  of  war. 
Free  ftates  might  well  a  loft  like  tiiis  dcfrfocei 
In  iervitode  none  mift  the  public  ftore, 
ibid^tis  the  curfe  of  kings  for  fubje^s  to  be  poor, 

The  tribune  with  finwilling  Heps  wididrewy 
While  impious  hands  the  rude  aflauk  renew  s 
The  brazen  gates  with  diundering  ftrokes  reibund, 
And  the  Tarpeian  mountain  rings  around. 
At  lengtn  the  facred  ftore-houfe,  open  laid,  240 

The  hoarded  wealth  of  ages  paft  difplayM  ; 
There  might  be  feen  the  fums  proud  Carthage  lent. 
Her  long-impending  ruin  to  prevent. 
There  heap'd  the  Macedonian  trcafurcs  fhone. 
What  great  Flaminius  and  ^milius  won 
From  vanquifliM  Philip,  and  his  haplefs  Ton. 
There  Jay,  ^at  flying  Pyrrhus  loft,  the  gold 
•ScomM  by  the  patriot's  honcfty  of  old ; 
Whatc*er  our  parfimonious  fires  could  fave. 
What  tributary  gifts  rich  Syria  gave;  250 

The  hundred  Cretan  cities  ample  fpoil ; 
What  Cato  gathered  from  the  Cyprian  ide. 

Riches 
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'IRiches  of  captive  kings  by  Pompey  born,  *> 

Inhappier  days  his  triumph  to  adorn,  >» 

From  utmoft  India  and  the  rifing  morn ;  J 

Wealth  infinite,  in  one  rapacious  day. 
Became  the  needy  foldiws  lawkfs  preys 
And  wretched  Rome,  by  robbery  laid  low. 
Was  poorer  than  the  bankrupt  Csefar  now. 

Meanwhile  the  world,  by  Pompey's  fate  alarm''d,  26» 
Nations  ordainM  to  (hare  his  fall  had  arm'd. 
Greece  firft  with  troops  the  neighbouring  war  fupply'd. 
And  fent  the  youth  of  Phocis  to  his  fide  j 
From  Cyrrha  and  Amphifa's  towers  they  mov'd. 
And  high  Parnaffus  by  the  Mufe  belov'd  j  265 

Cephiflus'  facred  flood  aflTiftance  lends. 
And  Dirce's  fpring  his  Theban  leaders  fends. 
Alphaeus  too  affords  his  Pifa's  aid  :  . 
B-y  Pifa's  walls  the  ftream  is  firft  conveyed, 
Then  feeks  through  Teas  the  lov'd  Sicilian  maid. 
From  Maenalus  Aicadian  (hepherds  fwarm. 
And  warriors  in  Herculean  Trachyn  arm  j 
The  Dry  opes  Chaonia's  hills  forfook, 
And  Sellae  left  Dodona's  filent  oak. 
Though  Athens  now  had  drained  her  naval  ftore,    275 
And  the  Phoebean  arfenal  was  poor. 
Three  (hips  of  Salamis  to  Pompey  came. 
To  vindicate  their  ifle's  contefted  name. 
And  juflify  the  antient  Attic  claim. 
Jove*8  Cretan  people  haftening  to  the  war,  »89 

The  Gnofiian  quiver  and  the  (haft  prepare ; 
The  bending  bow  they  draw  with  deadly  art. 
And  rival-cv'n  the  flving  Parthian's  dart. 
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With  Athamans  who  in  die  woods  delist. 

With  Dardan  Oriconiana  unite  i  ftl5 

With  thefe  th*  EacheliflB  who  the  name  partake^ 

Since  Theban  Cadmus  firft  became  a  fiiake  i 

The  Colchians  planted  on  lilyrian  ihorea. 

Where  rufliiBg  down  Abffitot  foamy  j-oars  i 

With  thofe  where  Peneus  runs,  and  hardy  fwains,  190 

Whoft  ploughs  divide  lolcos*  fruitful  plains« 

From  thence,  ere  yet  the  ieaman's  art  was  taught. 

Rude  Argo  through  the  deep  a  paflage  fought  1^ 

She  firft  explored  the  diftant  foreign  land. 

And  ihewM  her  ftrangers  to  the  wondering  ftrand :   195 

Then  nations  nations  knew,  in  leagues  were  joinM, 

And  univerfal  commerce  mixM  mankind. 

By  her  mjade  bold,  the  daring  race  defyM 

The  winds  tempeftuous,  and  the  fwelling  tide ; 

Much  (he  enlarged  deftru6lion's  ample  power,  300 

And  opcnM  ways  to  death  unknown  before. 

Then  Pholoe's  heights,  that  fabled  Centaurs  boaft. 

And  Thracian  Haemus  then  his  warriors  loft. 

Then  Strymon  was  forfook,  whofe  wintery  flood 

Commits  to  warmer  Nile  his  feathered  brood  $         305 

Then  bands  from  Cone  and  from  Peuce  came,^ 

Where  Ifter  lofes  his  divided  ftream  j 

From  Idalis  where  cold  Caicus  flows, 

And  where  AaKbe,  thin,  her  fandy  furface  ftrowsj 

From  Pytace,  and  fad  Celenae''s  walls,  310 

Where  now  in  ftreams  the  vanquifh'd  Marfyas  falls : 

Still  his  lamenting  progeny  deplore 

Minerva's  tuneful  gift,  and  Phoebus'  power  j 

WhUe 
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While  through  ftecp  banks  his  torrent  fwift  he  leads. 
And  with  Maeander  wihds  among  the  meads.  315 

Proud  Lydia's  plains  fend  forth  her  wealthy  fons, 
Paftolus  there,  and  golden  Hermus  runs  i 
From  earth's  dark  womb  hid  treafures  they  convey. 
And  rich  in  yellow  waters  rife  to  day. 
•From  Ilium  too  ill-omen*d  enfigns  move,  320 

Again  ordain'd  their  former  fate  to  prove  ; 
Their  arms  they  rang'd  on  Pompey's  haplefs  fide. 
Nor  fought  a  chief  to  Dardan  kiijgs  ally*d : 
Though  tales  of  Troy  proud  Caeiar's  lineage  grace. 
With  great  jSneas  and  the  Julian  race.  315 

The  Syrians  fwift  Orontes'  banks  forfake. 
And  from  Idume's  palms  their. journey  takes 
Damafcus  obvious  to  the  driving  wind. 
With  Ninos'  and  with  Gaza''8  force  is  joined. 
Unftable  Tyre  now  knit  to  firmer  ground,  330 

With  Sidon  for  her  purple  fliells  renowned. 
Safe  in  the  Cynofure,  their  glittering  guide. 
With  well-dire£led  navies  ftem  tlie  tide. 
Phoenicians  firll,  if  ancient  fame  be  true. 
The  facred  niyftery  of  letters  knew  j  335 

They  firft,  by  found  in  various  lines  defign'd, 
Expreft  die  meaning  of  the  thinking  mind ; 
The  power  of  words  by  figures  rude  conveyed, 
And  ufeful  fcience  evcrlafting  made. 
Tlien  Memphis,  ere  the  reedy  leaf  was  known,       34.0 
Engrav'd  her  pi-ecepts  and  her  arts  in  ftonej 
While  animals  in  various  order  plac'd. 
The  learned  hieroglyphic  column  gracM. 
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i'hcn  left  they  lofty  Taurus'  fpreading  grove, 

And  TarfoS|  built  by  Perfeus,  born  of  Jove ;        34^ 

Then  Mallian,  and  Coryciaii  towers  they  leave. 

Where  mouldering  roclcs  difclofe  a  gaping  cave. 

The  bold  Cilidan},  pirates  now  no  inorcj 

Unfurl  a.  juftcr  fail,  ?nd  ply  the  oar  i 

To  Egr'E  port  they  gg^ihcr  all  around,  35© 

The  fhores  with  ftvouting  mariners  re  found. 

Far  in  the  call  war  fpreads  the  loud  alarm. 

Where  worfbipefB  of  diftant  Ganges  arm  ; 

Right  to  the  breaking  day  his  wjitcrs  run. 

The  only  ftre^m  that  braves  the  rlfmg  fun,  35 j 

By  this  ftrong  flood j  and  by  the  ocean  bound j 

Proud  Alexander's  arms  a  limit  found  ; 

Vain  in  his  hopes  the  youtb  had  grafp'd  at  all. 

And  bis  vaft  thought  took -in  the  vanquifh'd  ball  j 

But  own'd,  when  forc'd  from  Ganges  to  retreat,     36« 

The  world  too  mighty,  and  the  taik  too  great. 

Then  on  the  banks  of  Indus  nations  rofe, 

Where  unperceiv'd  the  mixM  Hydafpes  flows  : 

In  numbers  vaft  they  coaft  the  rapid  flood. 

Strange  in  their  habit,  manners,  and  their  food.     J65 

With  faffron  dyes  their  dangling  locks  they  ftain,     -> 

With  glittering  gems  their  flowing  robes  conftrain,    > 

And  quaflF  rich  juices  from  the  lufcious  cane.  J 

On  their  own  funerals  and  death  they  fmile. 

And  living  leap  amidft  the  burning  pile  ;  37% 

Heroic  minds  !  that  can  ev'n  Fate  command. 

And  bid  it  wait  upon  a  mortal  handj 

Who  full  of  life  forfake  it  as  a  feaft. 

Take  what  they  like«  and  give  the  gods  the  reft. 

Defcendin^^ 
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Defcending  then  fierce  Cappadocian  fwains,  375 

From  rude  Amanus*  mountains  fought  the  plains. 
Armenians  from  Niphatcs'  rolling  flream» 
And  &om  their  lofty  woods  Coaftrians  came. 
Then  wondering  Arabs  from  the  fultry  line 
For  ever  northward  faw  the  ihade  incline.  3 So 

Then  did  the  madnefs  of  the  Roman  rage 
Carmanian  and  Oloftrian  chiefs  engage  : 
Beneath  far  diftant  fouthem  heavens  Aey  He,  ^ 

Where  half  the  fetting  Bear  forfakes  the  iky,  > 

And  fwift  our  flow  Bootes  feems  to  fly,  3 

Thefe  Furies  to  the  Am-bumM  ^thiops  fprcad^ 
And  reach  the  great  Euphrates*  rifing  head. 
One  fpring  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates  know, 
Ajid  joinM  awhik  the  kindred  rivers  flow  5 
Scarce  could  we  judge  between  the  doubtful  claim, 
If  Tigris,  or  Euphrates,  give  the  name  : 
But  foon  Euphrates*  parting  waves  divide, 
Covering  like  fruitful  Nile  the  country  wide  j 
While  Tigris,  finking  from  the  fight  of  day. 
Through  fubterranean  channels  cuts  his  way  j         395 
Then  from  a  fecond  fountain  fprings  again. 
Shoots  fwiftly  on,  and  rufliing  feeks  the  main. 
The  Parthian  powers,  to  neither  chief  a  friend. 
The  doubtful  ifliie  in  fufpcnce  attend  j 
With  neutral  eafe  they  view  the  ftrife  from  far,      400 
And  only  lend  occafion  to  the  war. 
Not  To  the  Scythians  where  cold  Ba6lros  flows. 
Or  where  Hircania's  wilder  foreft  grows, 
Their  baneful  fliafts  they  dip,  and  firing  their  deadly 
bows, 
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fciiiochi  of  Sparta's  valiant  breed, 
,j  to  p^'^f"*^,  aijtj  rein  tht?  ft  cry  iXad, 

-jatfans  ^     :h  the  fiercer  Mofchi  joinM;, 
-Aiui  Co  i  rich  whtfre  P hafts'  waters  wind, 

To  FcLi  Ifds  their  aid  alTembling  bnng^  4,^^ 

UFilh  fatal  la  tht  Lydian  kin^j 

"Wit  'allinEf  frorn  Rtphacaji  inaws^ 

\  z  wcsild's  divilioji  as  he  goci  j 

H       ,  names  his  rifing  banks  arc  crowned, 

i  itaiitiii  tar  Exuo|i€*s,  That  for  Apia's  bound i 
TTiiile,  as  they  windy  his  waves  with  full  command, 
Pi  mini  A,  of  enlarge  th'  adjacent  Jam!. 
Then  3rmM  the  nations  on  Cin^merko  fbores,  t 

Where  thiongh  the  BoJphorias  Mwotis  loarjij  > 

And  her  full  lake  amidft  the  Euxine  poura*  i= 

This  Ihuit,  like  that  of  Herni'c^.  rimplics  410 

The  midland  feas,  and  bids  th'  JEgean  riie* 
Sithonians  fierce,  and  Arimafjpians  bold. 
Who  bind  their  plaited  hair  in  ihining  gold. 
The  Qelon  nimble,  and  Arejan  ftrong, 
March  with  the  hardy  Maflagcte  alpng :  425. 

The  Mafl'agete,  who  at  his  falvage  feaft 
Feeds  on  "the  generous  fteed  which  once  he  prcft* 

Not  Cyrus  when  he  fpread  his  eaftern  reign. 
And  hid  with  multitudes  the  Lydian  plain  ; 
Not  haughty  Xerxes,  when,  his  power  to  boaft,      430 
By  fhafts  he  counted  all  his  mighty  hoft  5 
Not  he  who  drew  the  Grecian  chiefs  along. 
Bent  to  revenge  his  injured  brother's  wrong;. 
Or  wilh  fuch  navies  plow'd  the  foamy  main, 
Or  led  fo  many  kings,  amongft  their  warlike  train. 

%  Sure 
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Sure  in  one  caufe  fucb  numbers  never  yet. 

Various  in  countries,  fpeech,  and  manners,  met; 

But  fortune  gathered,  o'er  the  fpacious  ball, 

Thefe  fpoils,.  to  grace  her  once-lov'd  favourite's  fall. 

Nor  then  the  Libyan  Moor  withheld  his  aid,  440 

Where  facred  Ammon  lifts  his  horned  head : 

All  Afric,  from  the  weftern  ocean's  bound. 

To  eaftem  Nile,  the  caufe  of  Pompey  own'd. 

Mankind  affembled  for  Pharfalia's  day. 

To  make  the  world  at  once  the  vigor's  prey.  445 

Now,  trembling  Rome  forfook,  with  fwifteft  hade, 
Caefar  the  cloudy  Alpine  hills  had  pail. 
But  while  the  nations,  with  fubje£lion  tame. 
Yield  to  the  terrors  of  his  mighty  name  ; 
With  faith  uncommon  to  the  changing  Greeks,      450 
What  duty  bids,  Maflilia  bravely  feeks  : 
And,  true  to  oaths,  their  liberty  and  laws, 
To  ftronger  Fate  prefer  the  jufter  caufe. 
But  firft  to  move  his  haughty  foul  they  try, 
Intxeaties  and  perfuafion  foft  apply  ;  455 

Their  brows  MineiTa's  peaceful  branches  wear. 
And  thus  in  gentleft  terms  they  greet  his  ear. 

When  foreign  wars  moleft  the  Roman  ftate. 
With  ready  arms  our  glad  Maffilians  wait. 
To  (hare  your  dangers,  and  partake  your  fatev 
This  our  unfhakcn  friendship  vouches  well. 
And  your  recording  annals  beft  can  tell. 
Ev'n  now  we  yield  our  ftill  devoted  handsy 
On  foreign  foes  to  wreak  your  dread  commands : 
Would  you  to  worlds  unknown  your  triumphs  fprcad  ^ 
Behold  \  we  follow  wherefoc'er  you  lead, 
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J3ut  If  yol]  roiize  at  difcord's  balefvil  call. 

If  Romans  fa* ally  on  Romans  fall  j 

All  we  '"'^'^  '^*  erj  is^  a  pitying  tear. 

And  c<  'cfugc  for  the  wretched  herci  4,70 

Jacred  p  au  air  ;  oh,  may  no  ftain 

Of  J  lod  our  innocence  profane  ? 

Shou  itfelf  be  rent  with- civil  rage, 

Sho  once  more  with  the  gods  engage  j 

Offiw.  sry  would  hardly  dare  ^75 

To  protter  Jove  affi fence  in  the  war* 

Man  uncoticemM  ^nd  humble  /hovild  rcnnain,  -j. 

Nor  feck  to  know  whofe  arras  the  conqueft  gain,        f 

Jove's  thunder  will  convince  them  of  his  reign,         -^ 

Nor  can  your  horrid  difcords  want  our  fwords^       480 

The  wicked  world  its  multitudes  affords  j 

Too  many  nations  at  the  call  will  conje. 

And  gladly  join  to  urge  the  fate  of  Rome, 

Oh,  had  the  reft  like  us  their  aid  deny'd, 

Yourfelves  muft  then  the  guilty  ftrife  decide  5  48^5^ 

Then,  who  but  fhould  withhold  his  lifted  hand. 

When  for  his  foe  he  faw  his  fether  Hand  ? 

Brothers  their  rage  had  mutually  repreft, 

Nor  driven  their  javelins  on  a  brother's  breaft. 

Your  war  had  ended  foon ;  had  you  not  chofe         49(1. 

Hands  for  the  work,  which  Nature  meant  for  foes  1  ' 

Who,  ftrangers  to  your  blood,  in  arms  delight,. 

And  rufli  remorfelefs  to  the  cruel  fight. 

Briefly,  the  fum  of  all  that  we  requeft 

Is,  to  receive  thee,  as  our  honoured  gueft  ;  495 

Let  thofe  thy  dreadful  enfigns  fhine  afar, 

Let  Caefar  come>  but  come  without  the  war. 

Let 
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Let  this  one  place  from  impious  rage  be  free^ 

That,  if  the  gods  the  peace  of  Rome  decree, 

J£  your  relenting  angers  yield  to  treat,  500 

Pompey  and  thou,  in  fafety,  here  may  meet. 

Then,  wherefore  doft  thou  quit  thy  piiiposM  way  ? 

Why,  thus,  Iberia's  nobler  wars  dielay  ? 

Mean,  and  of  little  confequence  we  are,. 

A  conqueft  much  unworthy  of  thy  care.  505 

When  Phocis*  towers  were  laid  in  aflies  lowj. 

Hither  we  fled  for  refuge  from  the  foe ;, 

Here,  for  our  plain  integrity  renownM, 

A  little  town  in  narrow  walls  we  bound : 

No  name  in  arms  nor  vi^ories  we  boaft,  ^m 

But  live  poor  exiles  on  a  foreign  coaft. 

If  thou  art  bent  on  violence  at  laft, 

To  burft  our  gates,  and  lay  our  bulwarks  wafte, 

Know  we  are  equally  refolv'd,  whatever 

The  vigor's  fury  can  inflift,  to  bear.  5x5 

Shall  death  deftroy,  (hall  flames  the  town  o'ertum  ? 

Why— let  our  people  bleed,  our  buildings  bum. 

Wilt  thou  forbid  the  living  flream  to  flow  ? 

We  '11  dig,  and  fearch  the  watery  (lores  below. 

Hunger  and  thirft  with  patience  will  we  meet,         52# 

And,  what  oflended  nature  naofeatcs,  eat. 

Like  brave  Saguntum  daring  to  be  free, 

Whatever  they  fuffer'd,  we  Ul  expe£l  from  thee. 

Babes,  ravifh'd  from  the  fainting  mother's  breafl, 

^hall  headlong  in  the  burning  pile  be  caft.  ^15 

Matrons  fliall  bare  their  bofoms  to  their  lords. 

And  beg  dcftru^ion  from,  their  pitying  fwordi  5 

The 
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The  brother's  hand  the  brother's  heart  ihall  wound. 
And  univerfal  flaughter  rage  around. 
If  civil  wars  muft  wafte  this  haplefs  town,  53© 

No  hands  (hall  bring  that  ruin  but  our  own. 

Thus  faid  the  Grecian  meffengers.     When  lo  I 
A  gathering  cloud  involved  the  Roman's  brow; 
Much  grief,  much  wrath,  his  troubled  vifage  ipoke; 
Then  into  theie  difdainful  words  he  broke  :  535 

This  trufting  in  our  fpeedy  march  to  Spain, 
Thefe  hopes,  this  Grecian  confidence  is  vain  ; 
Whatever  we  purpofe,  leifure  will  be  found 
To  lay  Maflilia  level  with  the  ground  : 
This  bears,  my  valiant  friends,  a  found  of  joy ;       5^ 
Our  ufelefs  arms,  at  length,  (hall  find  employ. 
Winds  lofe  their  force,  that  unrefifted  fly. 
And  flames,  unfed  by  fud,  fink  and  die. 
Our  courage  thus  would  foften  in  repofe. 
But  fortune  and  rebellion  yield  us  foes.  545 

Yet  mark  !  what  love  their  frientUy  fpecch  expreft  I 
Unarmed  and  fingle,  Cjefar  is  their  guefl:. 
Thus,,  firft  they  dare  to  flop  me  oh  my  way. 
Then  feek  with  fawning  treafon  to  betray. 
Anon,  they  pray  that  civil  rage  may  ceafe  :  550 

But  war  (hall  fcourge  them  for  thofe  hopes  of  peace  5 
And  make  them  know  the  prefent  times  aflbrd, 
At  leaft  while  Caefar  lives,  no  fafety  like  the  fword* 

He  faid  5  and  to  the  city  bent  his  way : 
The  city,  fearlefs  all,  btfore  him  lay,  ^5^ 

With  armed  hands  her  battlements  were  crown'd, 
And  lufty  youth  the  bulv^rarks  mann'd  around. 

Near 
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Near  to  the  wjilU,  a  ritmg  moimt:^i«V«  h«Ad 
Flat  with  .1  htilc  lrv<*i  pUin  i*  \\ax^m\  i 
Upon  thi;>  height  the  waiy  vhici  <k('i^n*  j6i» 

His  camp  lo  ihrngihcn  with  ttui\)uniiiAg  Unf«« 
Lofiy  alike,  anil  with  a  warlike  mieM»  -j 

MafiUia's  ncighboi.iin^Y  cita<Jcl  i^  teen  j  > 

An  huuihlo  valley  hIJs  the  l'p;5vc  lvt\fcTen%  i 

Straight  he  decrees  the  iniiUllc  vale  t\)  Alt^  <^6]j 

And  nin  a  mole  athwart  from  hill  to  hilU 
But  firll  a  leni;ihciiinf:f  work  c>itend»  itn  way*  ^ 

Where  open  to  the  Und  ihiii  i.ity  l;n-«  V 

And  from  the  einnp  pix^je^iing  joini  the  fca.  J 

Lew  finks  the  diteh,  the  turfy  brcall-wtirks  rile,       5;^ 
And  cut  the  captive  town  from  all  iupplie « 1 
While,  ga7.in^  fiom  their  tower*,  the  (tierk^  hrmonii 
The  mcadft,  the  fulds,  and  fountainaone<»  their  i^wii. 

Well  have  they  thus  aapiir'd  the  nnhUfl  njime, 
And  conflcrated  tlule  tlieir  walU  to  fame.  ^-7 

Fearlcfs  of  C:rl-'.i-  .mil  Ihm  nrnm  thrv  (luod, 
Nor  drove  hi;r«.re  \\\v  hcJuUoni;  rii(hin|r  flood  : 
And  while  he  lw(  pt  whole  natioin  in  tt  day,  *)  > 

MalTdia  bade  th'  impatient  victor  flay*  V 

And  clojjfg'd  hi«  r;i]>id  ecMi<pu;ll  with  dclny,  J 

Fortune  a  matter  for  the  world  jn-epHrd,  ^hi 

And  thcfe  th'  appmuliitij;  fluvrry  rit.mf. 
Ye  times  to  come  iteor.l  the  v/nirirM'n  piaifr, 
Who  lengthcn'd-out  rxpiiinj;  fnf<!o»n  s  fhiys. 
Kow  while  with  toil  uiiwc.iryM  rofc  the  numiulf       3H; 
The  founding  ax  invades  the  ^rovc*;  iMoitfid  ) 
Light  earth  and  Hiruhs  the  micUUc  h:inkii  iuj«pl/\t, 
But  firmer  bc;ini»  muft  fortify  the  fidc^ 
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i^eif  wlien  the  towers  adr^zace  their  ponderous  1iet| 

Tlieipn"      -iiig  raafs  flieuM  jLtld  beneath  the  wriglit* 

Not  ff3.y  for  ages  pait:  had  iiood 

Aa  [^k^tcd  facrcd  ^ood  i 

W  TRj  baughsa  thick  mi^rworvcn,  node 

J  Mrlefs  everl^llmg  0iade : 

the  niitic  gods*  nor  fatyrs  fport,  19^ 

jid  fy  Ivans  with  the  njinphs  re  fort : 
>us  prieAs  fome  dreadfu  I  power  ^d<»re. 
And  luitrate  every  tree  wiih  hum^n  gore. 
If  myfterics  m  timtfs  of  i>id  receiv*d> 
And  pious  a^^cientry  be  yet  beUe^'da.  fSocr 

There  nor  the  feathered  langiter  bnilds  her  neftp  • 

Nor  bnely  dens  conceal  the  lavage  bcait : 
There  no  lempeihious  winds  prslumeto  fly. 
Even  lightnings  ghnce  aloof,  and  flioot  obliquely  by. 
No  wanton  breezes  lofs  the  dancing  leaves,  €05 

But  fliivering  horror  in  the  branches  heaves. 
Black  fprings- with  pitchy  ftrearas  divide  the  grotind,. 
And  bubbling  tumble  with  a  fulien  found. 
Old  images  of  forms  misfliapen  ftand^ 
Rude  and  unknowing  of  the  artifl's  hand  j  610 

With  hoaiy  filth  begrim'd,  each  ghaftly  head 
Strikes  the  ailonifh'd  gazer's  foul  with  dread. 
No  gods,  who  long  in  common  fhapes  appeared. 
Were  e'er  with  fuch  religious  awe  rever'd  : 
But  zealous  crouds  in  ignorance  adore,  di^ 

And  ftili  the  lefs  tliey  know,  they  fear  tlie  more. 
Oft  (as  Fame  tells)  the  earth  in  founds  of  woe 
Is  heard  to  groan  from,  hollow  depths  below  j. 

The 
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The  baleful  yew,  though  dead,  has  oft  been  fccn 
To  rife  from  earth,  and  fpring  with  duflcy  green  j      620 
With  fparkling  flames  the  trees  unburning  fhine, 
And  round  their  boles  prodigious  ferpents  twine. 
The  pious  worftiTpers  approach  not  near. 
But  ftiun  their  gods,  and  kneel  -with  diftant  fear : 
The  prieft  himfelf,  when,  or  the  day,  or  night,         625 
Rolling  have  reach'd  their  full  meridian  height. 
Refrains  the  gloomy  paths  with  wary  feet. 
Dreading  the  Daemon  of  the  gi'ove  to  meet; 
Who,  terrible  to  fight,  at  that  fix'd  hour, 
StiH  treads  the  round  about  his  dreary  bower.  ^30 

This  wood  near  neighbouring  to  th'  encompafs'd  town 
Untouched  by  former  wars  remainM  alone  5 
And  fmce  the  country  round  it  naked  ftands. 
From  hence  the  Latian  chief  fupplies  demands. 
But  \o  !  the  bolder  hands,  that  (hould  have  ftruck,  635 
With  fome  unufual  horror  trembling  fhook  : 
With  filent  dread  and  reverence  they  furvey'd 
The  gloom  majeftic  of  the  facred  ihade.: 
None  dares  with  impious  fteel  the  bark  to  rend. 
Left  on  himfelf  the  deftin'd  ftroke  defcend,  640 

Caefar  perceived  the  fpreading  fear  to  grow. 
Then,  eager,  caught  an  ax,  and  aImM  a  blow. 
Deep  funk  within  a  violated  oak 
The  wounding  edge,  and  thus  the  warrior  fpoke. 
Now,  let  no  doubting  hand  the  talk  decline  $  645 

Cut  you  the  wood,  and  let  the  guilt  be  mine. 
The  trembling  bands  unwillingly  obey'd  5 
Two  various  ills  were  in  the  balance  laid. 
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Then  Jovc^t  ]>odoiitsii  tree-vrat  forced  to  bow;     ;€jD 
The  lofty  wJk  and  knotty  holm  lav  low  % 
The  floating  aMer  by  the  current  bona. 
The  cjpte^  hf  the  noble  moumtr  woni» 
Veil  their  aerial  itimmitt,  and  difplay 
Their  dark-reGcffi;%  to  the  golden  day ;  ^6^ 

Crouding  they  ^idl,  "each  o^er  the  other  lies. 
And  heaped  on  high  the  leafy  piles  anfe. 
With  grief,  ^md  fear,  the  groaning  Gauls  b^ld 
Their  holy  grove  by  impioua  foldiers-fell^d ; 
While  the  Maffilians,  from  th*  encompafs'd  wall»    660 
JUfoic'd  to  (ee  the  fylvan  honours  fdl : 
They  hope  fuch- power  can  never  profper  long. 
Nor  think  the  patient-gods  will  bear  the  wrong. 
"But,  ah  1  too  oft  fuccefs  to  guilt  is  given> 
And  wretches  only  ftand  the  mark  of  heaven.         -66 s 
With  timber  largely- from  the  wood  fopply'd, 
•For  wains  the  legions  fearch  the  country  wide  j 
Then  from  the  crooked  plow  unyoke  the  fteer. 
And  leave  the  Twain  to  mourn  the  fruitlefs  year.       €69 

Meanwhile,  impatient  of  the  lingering  war. 
The  chieftain  to  Iberia  bends  afar. 
And  gives  the  leaguer  to  Trebonius'  care. 
With  diligence  the'deftin'd  tafk  he  plies  5 
Huge  works  of  earth  with  ftrengthening  beams  arife : 
High  tottering  towers,  by  no  fix'd  bafis  boimd,       675 
Roll  nodding  on  along  theibble  mound. 
The  Greeks  with  wonder  on  the  movement  look. 
And  fancy  earth's  foundations  deep  are  (hook  ; 
Fierce  winds  they  think  the  beldame's  enti*ails  tear. 
And  axutous  for  their  walls  and  city  fear : 

The 
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The  Roman  from  the  lofty  top  looks  down. 

And  rains  a  winged  war  upon  the  town. 

Nor  with  lefs  a^ive  rage  the  Grecians  bum^ 

But  larger  ruin  on  their  foes  return  $ 

Nor  bands  alone  the  roifUle  deaths  fupply,  6S5 

From  nervous  crofs-bows  whittling  arrows  fly  5 

The  ftecly  corflet  and  the  bone  they  break. 

Through  multitudes  their  fatal  journeys  take ; 

Nor  wait  the  lingering  Parcae's  /low  delay. 

But  wound,  and  to  new  (laughter  wing  their  way.     690 

Now  by  fome  vaft  machine  a  ponderous  ftone. 

Pernicious^  from  the  hoftile  wall  is  thrown  ; 

At  once,  on  many,  fv/ift  the  ihock  defcends. 

And  the  cruih^d  carcafes  confounding  blends.         694. 

So  rolls  fome  falling  rock  by  age  long  worn,  -^ 

Loofe  from  its  root  by  raging  whirlwinds  torn,  > 

And  thundering  down  the  pi-ecipice  is  born,  3 

O'er  crafhing  woods  the  mafs  is  feen  to  ride, 

To  grind  its  way,  and  plain  the  mountain*s  fide.  , 

Gaird  with  the  (hot  from  far,  the  legions  join,         700 

Their  bucklers  in  the  warlike  (hell  combine  ; 

Compadl  and  clofc  the  brazen  roof  they  bear. 

And  in  juft  order  to  the  town  draw  near : 

Safe  ihey  advance,  while  with  unwearyM  pain 

The  wnithful  engines  wafte  their  (lores  in  vain ;      705 

High  o'er  their  heads  the  deftinM  deaths  are  toft. 

And  far  behind  in  vacant  earth  are  loft ; 

Nor  fudden  could  they  change  their  erring  aim. 

Slow  and  unwieldy  moves  tiie  cumbrous  frame. 

This  fcen,  the  Greeks  their  brawny  arms  employ,  710 
And  luirl  a  ftony  tempeft  from  on  high  t 
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The  clattering  (hower  the  foonding  fence  aflkilt ; 

3ut  Yain>  aswhen  the  ftormy  winter  hails, 

^or  on  the-iblid  marble  roof  prevails  : 

Till  tir'd  at  length  the  warriors  fall  their  (hields^      7J[  j 

And,  (pent  with  toil,  the  broken  phalanx  yields. 

Now  other  ftratagems  the  war  fupplies. 

Beneath  the  Yinea  cloie  th"*  aflailant  lies* 

The  ftrong  ma(;hine,  with  planks  and  turf  be-fpread, 

^oves  to  the  walls  its  well-defended  head  j  ^%m 

Within  .the  covert  fafe  the  miners  lurk. 

And  to  the  deep  foundation  urge  their  work. . 

Now  juiUy  pois'd  the  thundering  ram  they  fling. 

And  drive  him  forceful  with  a  lanching  ipring^ 

Haply  to  loo(e  {bme  yielding  part  at  length,  7^5 

And  (hake  the  firm  cemented  bulwark^s  ftrength. 

But  from  the  town  the  Grecian  youth  prepare 

With  hardy  vigour  to>repeI  the  war : 

Crouding  they  gather -on  the  rampart's  height,  729 

And  with  tough  ftaves  and  fpears  maintain  the  fight  ^ 

Darts,  fragments  of  the  rock,  and  flames  they  throw. 

And. tear  the  planky  fhelter  fix'd  below  ; 

Around  by  all  the  warring  terapeft  beat. 

The  baffled  Romans  fuUenly  retreat. 

Now  by  fuccefs  the  brave  Maffilians  fir'd,  735 

To.  fame  of  higher  enterprjze  afpir'dj 
Nor-  longer  with  their  walls  defence  content:. 
In  daring  fallies  they  the  foe  prevent. 
.Nor  arm'd  with  fwords,  nor  pointed  fpears  they  go. 
Nor  aim  the  fhaft,  nor  bend  the  deadly  bow  :  740 

Fierce  Mulciber  fupplies  the  bold  defign. 
And  for  their  weapons  kindling  torches  ihine. 

Silent 
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Silent  they  ifTue  through 'the  gloomy  night. 

And  with  broad  fhields  reftrain  the' beamy  light  t 

^dden  the  blaze  on  every  fide  began,  .^4.5 

And  o'er  the  Latian  works  reflftlefs  ran  j 

Catching,  and  driving  with  the  wind  it  grows, 

Fierce  through  the  /hade  the  burning  dehige  glows  j 

Nor  earth,  nor  greener  planks  its  force  delay, 

8wift  o-er  the  hiding  beams  it  rolls  away  :  750 

Embrowned  with  fmoke  the  wavy  flames  afcend. 

Shivered  with  heat  the  crackling  quarries  rend  5 

Till  with  a  roar  at  laft,  the  mighty  mound. 

Towers,  engines,  all,  come  thundering  to  the  ground  :■ 

Wide-fjJTead  the  difcontinuous  ruins  lie,  755 

And  yaft  confufion  fills  the  gazer's  eye. 

Vanquifh'd  by  land,  the  Romans  feek  the  main. 

And  prove  the  fortune  of  the  watery  plain  s 

Their  navy,  rudely  built,  ahd  riggM  in  hafte, 

Down  through  the  rapid  RKori^  defcending  paft.      760 

No  goldcfi  gods  phdtefl:  the  fhining  prow, 

Nor  filken  ftreaniers  lightly  dancing  flow  ; 

Sut  rough  in  ilable.  floorings  lies  the  wood. 

As  in  thefeat?Ve  foreft  once  it  fl:ood. 

Rearing  above  the  reft  her  towery  head,  765 

Brutus'  tall  fliip  the  floating  fquadron  led» 

To  fca  foon  wafted  by  the  hafty  tide. 

Right  to  the  Stoechades  their  courfe  they  guide. 

RefolvM  to  urge  their  fate,  with  equal  cares, 

MafTilia  for  the  naval  war  prepares  ;  770 

All  hands  the  city  for  the  ta(k  requires. 

And  arms  her  flriplings  young,  and  hoaty  fires. 
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VefTels  of  every  fort  and  fise  fhc  fits. 

And  fpeedy  to  the  hrinj  deep  committ 

The  crazy  hulk,  that,  worn  with  winds  and  tidtt» 

Safe  in  the  do(k»  and  long  neglefted,  ridea. 

She  planks  aneyir,  and  calks  her  leaky  fides. 

Now  rofe  the  morning,  and  the  golden  fun 
With  beams  refraded  on  t!he  ocean  ihoue  $  ■ 
Clear  was  the  iky,  the  warts  from  murmur  cetie.    71* 
And  every  ruder  wind  was  huihM  in  peaces 
Smooth  lay  the  glafly  furface  of  the  main. 
And  offered  to  the  war  its  ample  plain  s 
When  to  the  deftin'd  ftations  all  repair ; 
Here  Cxfar's  powers,  the  youth  of  Phocis  there.      yt^ 
Their  brawny  arms  are  bar*d,  their  oars  th^*  dip, 
Swift  o'er  the  water  glides  the  nimble  (hip  i 
Feels  the  ftrong  blow  the  well-compa£ted  oak. 
And  trembling  (prings  at  each  repeated  ftroke. 
Crooked  in  front  the  Latian  navy  flood,  790 

And  wound  a  bending  crefcent  o'er  the  flood. 
With  four  full  banks  of  oars  advancing  high. 
On  either  wing  the  larger  vefleis  ply. 
While  in  the  centre  fafe  the  leffer  galliots  lie. 
Brutus  the  firft,  with  eminent  command,  795 

In  the  tall  admiral  is  feen  to  ftand  ; 
Six  rows  of  lengthening  pines  the  billows  fweep. 
And  heave  the  burden  o'er  the  groaning  deep. 

Now  prow  to  prow  advance  each  hoftile  fiect^ 
And  want  but  one  concurring  fboke  to  meet,  Soo 

When  peals  of  fhouts  and  mingling  clamours  roar. 
And  drown  the  brazen  trump,  and  plunging  oar. 
The  brufhing  pine  the  frothy  furface  plies. 
While  on  their  banks  the  lufly  rowers  rife «  Each 
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iXach  brings  the  ftroke  back  on  his  ample  cheft,       805 
Then  firm  upon  his  feat  he  lights  repreft. 
With  clafhing  beaks  the  launching  veflels  meet. 
And  from  the  mutual  ftiock  alike  retreat. 
Thick  clouds  of  flying  (hafts  the  welkin  hide. 
Then  fall,  and  floating  ftrow  the  ocean  wide.  810 

At  length  the  ftretching  wings  their  order  leave. 
And  in  the  line  the  mingling  foe  receive  : 
Then  might  be  feen,  how,  da(h*cl  from  fide  to  fide. 
Before  the  fteraming  veflcl  drove  the  tide ; 
Still  as  each  keel  her  foamy  furrow  plows,  815 

Now  back,  now  forth,  the  furge  obedient  flows. 
Thus  warring  winds  alternate  rule  maintain. 
And  this,  and  that  way,  roll  the  yielding  main. 
Maflilia's  navy,  nimble,  clean,  and  light, 
With  beft  advantage  feek  or  fliun  the  fight  5  8zo 

With  ready  eafe  all  anfwer  to  command. 
Obey  the  helm,  and  feel  the  pilot's  hand, 
Mot  fo  the  Romans ;  cumbrous  hulks  they  lay. 
And  flow  and  heavy  hung  upon  the  fea  5 
Yet  ftrong,  and  for  the  cloft-r  combat  good,  8*5 

They  yield  firm  footing  on  th'  unftable  floods 
Thus  Brutus  faw,  and  to  the  mafter  cries, 
(The  matter  in  the  lofty  poop  he  fpies, 
Where  ftreaming  the  Praetorian  enfign  flies,) 
Still  wilt  thou  bear  away,  flill  ftiift  thy  place,         830 
And  turn  the  battle  to  a  wanton  chace  ? 
Is  this  a  time  to  play  fo  mean  a  part. 
To  tack,  to  veer,  and  boaft  thy  trifling  art  ? 
Bring  to.    The  war  (hall  hand  to  hand  be  try'd  5 
Oppofc  thou  to  the  foe  our  ample  fide,  835 
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Ao(d  let  us  meet  like. meiu  .The  Chieftain  iaid }      ^ 

Tfie  reaSy  mailer  the.conmand  obcyM,  I 

And  fide-long,  to  the  foe  die  Ihip  was  laid* .  J 

Upon  Hlf  Wifle 'fierce  fall  the  thundering  Greeks, 

Faft  in  hiii  timber  ffick  their  brazen  beaks ;  S^ 

Some  lie*  by  chains  and  grapplings  ftrong  compeird,    . 

tVhile  odibrs  by  the  tangling  oars  are  held  z 

The  ieks  are  hid  beneath  the  ^Ipfing  war. 

Nor  n^  they  caft  the  javelin  now  from  far  s 

With'  hardy  ftrokes  the  combatants  engage*  845 

And  with  keen  faulchions  deal  their  deadly  rage : 

Man  againS  man,  and  board  by  board  they  Ue, 

And  on  thqfe  decks  their  arms  defended  die. 

The  rolling  furge  is  ftain^d  around  with  blood. 

And  foamy  purple  fwells  the  rifing  flood  ^  S5« 

The  floating  carcafes  the  fliips  delay, 

Hang  on  each  keel,  and  intercept  her  way ; 

lielplcfs  beneath  the  xleep  the  dying  fink. 

And  gore,  with  briny  ocean  mingling,  drink. 

Some,  while  amidft  the  tumbling  waves  they  ftrive, 

And  ftruggling  with  de(lru6lion  float  alive,  856 

Or  by  fonie  pondei'ous  beam  are  beaten  down, 

Or  fink  transfixed  by  darts  at  random  thrown. 

That  fatal  day  no  javelin  flies  in  vain, 

Miffing  their  mark,  they  wound  upon  the  main.      S60 

It  chanc'd,  a  warrior  fliip  on  Caefar's  fide,    •        ^ 

By  two  Niafiilian  foes  was  warmly  ply'd ; 

But  with  divided  force  flie  meets  th'  attack. 

And  bravely  drives  the  bold  aflailants  back  : 

Wheniiom  the.lofty  poop,  where  fierce  he  fought,    865 

Tagus  to  feize  the  Grecian  ancient  fought. 

)  •  But 
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But  double  death  his  daring  hand  reprefsM, 

One  fpear  transfixM  his  back,  and  one  his  breaft^ 

And  deadly  met  within  hi?  heaving  cheft. 

j&oubtful  awhile  the  flood  was  feen'to  ftay,  870 

At  leiigth  the  fteely  (hafts  at  once  gave  way  j 

The  fleeting  life  a  twofold  paflUge  found,' 

And  ran  divided  from  each'  ftreaming^  wound. 

Hither  his  fate  unhappy  Telbn  led, 

To^aval  arts  from  early  childhood  bred  ;  ^75 

No  hand  t\^e  helm  more  fldlfully  could  guide^  . 

Or  ftem  the  fury  of  the  boiHerous  tide : 

He  knew  what  winds  (hould  on  the  morrow  blow. 

And  how  the  fails  for  fafety  to  beftow  j  879 

Celeftial  fignals  well  he  could  defcry. 

Could  judge  the  radiant  lights  that  fliine  on  high. 

And  read  the  coming  tempeft  of  the  (ky. 

Full  on  a  Latian  bark  his  beak  he  drives, 

The  brazen  beak  the  fliivering  alder  rives  ; 

When  from  fome  hoftile  hand,  a  Roman  dait,         885 

Deep  piercing,  trembled  in  his  panting  heart : 

Yet  Itill  his  careful  hand  its  talk  fupplies. 

And  turns  the  guiding  rudder  as  he  dies- 

To  fill  his  place  bold  Gyareus  effay'd, 

Btitpaffing  from  a  neighbouring  fhip  was  ftay'd  :     89£> 

Swift  through  his  loins  a  flying  javelin  ftruck. 

And  naird  him  to  the  vefl'el  he  forfook. 

Friendlikci  and  iide  by  fide,  two  brethren  fought,. 
Whom,,  at  a  birth,  their  fruitful  mother  brought :  • 
So  like  the  lines  of  each  refembling  face,  895 

The- fame  tile  features,  and  the  fame  the  grace, 

n  3  That 
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That  fondly  erring  oft  their  parents  look. 

And  each,  for  each,  alternately  miftook : 

But  death,  too  foon,  a  dire  diftin^tion  makes. 

While  one,  untimely  fnatch*d,  the  light  forfakes.    90a 

His  brother's  form  the  fad  furvivor  wears. 

And  ftill  renews  his  haplefs  parents  tears : 

Too  fure  they  fee  their  fingle  hope  remain. 

And  while  they  blefs  the  living,  mouiii  the  flain. 

He,  the  bold  youth,  as  board  and  board  they  ftand,  905 

Fix'd  on  a  Roman  fhip  his  daring  hand ; 

Full  on  his  arm  a  mighty  blow  defcends. 

And  the  torn  limb  from  off  the  fhoulder  rends ; 

The  rigid  nerves  are  cramp'd  with  ftiffening  cold, 

Convulfive  grafp,  and  ftill  retain  their  hold,  9x0 

Nor  funk  his  valour  by  the  pain  depreft. 

But  nobler  rage  inflamed  his  mangled  breafl : 

His  left  remaining  hand  the  combat  tries. 

And  fiercely  forth  to  catch  the  right  he  flies ; 

The  fame  hard  deftiny  the  left  demands,  915 

And  now  a  naked  helplefs  trunk  he  Hands. 

Nor  deigns  he,  though  defencelefs  to  the  foe. 

To  feek  the  fafety  of  the  hold  below ; 

For  every  coming  javelin's  point  preparM, 

He  fteps  between,  and  ftands  his  brother's  guard;      920 

Till  fix'd,  and  horrid  with  a  wood  of  fpeais, 

A  thoufand  deaths  at  others  aim'd  he  wears. 

Refolv'd  at  length  his  utmoft  force  to  exert. 

His  fpirits  gathered  to  his  fainting  heart. 

And  the  laft  vigour  rouz'd  in  every  part  j 

Then  nimble  from  the  Grecian  deck  he  rofe,  916 

And  with  a  leap  fprung  fierce  amidfl  his  foes : 

And 
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And  when  his  hands  no  more  could  wreak  his  hate^ 
His  fword  no  more  could  mtnifter  to  fate, 
Dying  he  preft  them  with  his  hoilile  weight. 
0*er-charg'd  the  fhip  with  car<:afe8  ^nd  blood,         931 
Drunk'  faft  at  many  a  l«ak  the  briny  flood  ^ 
Yielding  at  length  the  waters  wide  give  way, 
And  fold  her  in  the  bofom  of  the  fea  ; 
Then  o'er  her  head  returning  rolls  the  tide,  9.3  5?> 

And  covering  waves  the  iinking  hatches  hide. 

That  fatal,  day  was  flaughter  feen  to  I'eign,- 
In  wonders  various,  on  the  liquid  plain.- 

On  Lycidas  a  fteely  grappling  ftruck  ; 
Struggling  he  drags  with  the  tenacious  hook,  940 

And  deep  had  drown'd  beneath  the  greedy  wave. 
But  that  his  fellows  ftrove  their  mate  to  fave ; 
Clung  to  his  legs,  they  clafp  him  all  they  can. 
The  grappling  tugs,  afunder  flies  the  man. 
No  fingie  wound  the  gaping  rupture  feems,  945- 

Where  tickling  crimfon  wells  in  (lender  ftiearasj 
But  from  an  opening  horrible^  and  wide, 
A  thoufand  vefl'els  pour  the  buriUng  tide : 
At  once  the  winding  channel's  courfe  was  broke. 
Where  wandering  life  her  mazy  journey  took :         9^^ 
At  once  the  currents  all  forgot  their  way. 
And  loft  their  purple  in  the  azure  fea. 
Soon  from  the  lower  parts  the  fpirits  fled. 
And  motionlefs  th'  exJiauded  limbs  lay  dead  1 
Not  fo  the  nobler  regions,  v^iere  the  heart  955^ 

And  heaving  lungs  their  vital  powers  exert  j 
There  lingering  late,  and  long  conflicting,  life 
Rofe  againft  fate^  and  dill  maintained  the  ilrife  : 

L  4  Dri/en 
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Driven  out  at  length,  unwiliingiy  and  flow,  *"- 

She  left  her  mortal  bouie,  and  fought  the  ihades  below^ 
'  While,  eager  for' the  fight,  an  hardy  crew"  961- 

To.  one  fole  iide  their  force  united  drew. 
The  bark,  unapt- th^  unequal  poife  to  bear, 
Tum'd  o'qt,  and  rearM  her  loweft  keeMn  air : 
In  vain  his  active  arms  the  fwimmer  tries,  965* 

l^p.aid  the  Cramer's  ufelefs  arts  fupplies  ; 
The  covering  vaft  o>r\A  !iel  riing  frtuts  them  do\m^ 
And  helpkfs  in  the  hollow  hold  they  drown. 

One  flaughter  terrible  above  the  reft, 
The  fatal  horror  of  the  fight  expreft.  970 

Asoo'er  the  crouded  furface  of  the  flood 
A  youthful  fwimmer  fwift  his  way  purfued-; 
Two  meeting  (hips,  by  equal  fury  preft. 
With  ho(lile  prows  transfix'd  his  ample  breaft : 
Sufpended  by  the  dreadful  fliock  hs  hung,  975 

The  brazen  beaks  within  his  bofom  ning  j 
Blood,  bones,  and  entrails,  malhing  with  the  blow, 
>rom  his  pale  lips  a  hideous  mixture  flow. 
At  length  the  backing  oars  the  fight  reftrain, 
1  he  lirelefs  body  drops  amidil  the  main  j  980- 

Soon  enter  at  the  breach  the  rufliing  waves, 
And  the  I'alt  liream  the  mangled  carcale  laves. 

Around  the  watery  champain  wide  difpread. 
The  living  fliipwrecks  float  amidft  the  dead  j 
With  adive  arms  the  liquid  deep  they  ply,  985 

And  panting  to  their  mates  for  fuccour  cry  : 
Now  to  fortie  Ibcial  veflel  preis  they  near, 
Their  fellows  pale  tlie  croudiug  numbers  fear;. 

With 
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With  nithlefs  hearts  their  well-known  friends  withftand. 
And  with  fceen  faylchions  lop  each  gi-afping  hand  j    99a 
The  dying  fingers  cling  and  clench  the  wood, 
The  heavy  trunk  finks  helplefs  in  the  flood. . 

Now  fpent  was  all  the  warriors  fteely  ftore. 
New  darts  they  feek,  and  other  arms  explore^ 
This;wields  a  flag-ftaff,  that  a  ponderous  oar. 
Wrath's  ready  hands  are  never  at  a  lafe^ 
The  fragments  of  the  fhatterM  fhip  they  tofs. 
The  ufelefs  rower  from  his  feat  is  caft. 
Then  fly  the  benches,  and  the  broken  maft. 
Som^feizing,  as.it  finks,  the  breathlefs  corfe,       looo- 
From  the  cold  grafp  the  blood- ftainM  weapon  force. 
Some  from  their  own  frefli  bleeding  bofoms  take. 
And  at  the  foe  the  dropping  javelin  (hake  : 
The  left-hand  ftays  the  blood,  and  fooths  the  pain. 
The  right  fends  back  the  reekin;];  fpear  again.        1005 

Now  gods  of  various  elements  confpire  5 
To  Nere\is,  Vulcan  joins  his  hoftile  fire  ; 
With  oils,  and  living  fulphur,  darts  they  frame. 
Prepared  to  ipread  afar  the  kindling  flame  5 
Around  the  catching  mifchiefs  fwift  fucceed,         loxo 
The  floating  hulks  their  own  deftru6^ion  feed  j 
The  fmeary  wax  the  brightening  blaze  fuppliesj 
And  wavy  fires  from  pitchy  planks  arife : 
Amidft  the  flood  thL-  ruddy  torrent  ftrays. 
And  fierce  upon  the  fcattering  (hipwrecks  preys.  »o»5 
Here  one  with  hafte  a  flaming  veffel  leaves  :  f 

Another,  fpent  and  beaten  by  the  waves,  S 

As  eager  to  the  burning  ruin  cleaves.  "^ 
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Amidft  the  various  ways  of  death  to  kill» 
Whether  by  feas,  by  fipes^  or  wounding  fteel. 
The  dread^left  is  that,  whofe  prefent  force  we  feel. 

Nor  valour  lefs  her  fatal  rage  maintains. 
In  daring  breafts  that  fwim  the  liquid  plains-: 
Some  gather  up  the  darts  that  floating  lie> 
And  to  the  combatants  new  deaths  fupply.  10*5 

Some  ftruggling  in  the"  deep  the  war  provoke. 
Rife  o'er  the  furge,  and  aim  a  languid  ftroke. 
Some  with  ftrong  grafp  the  foe  conflicting  join. 
Mix  limbs  with  limbs,  and  hoflile  wreathings  twine, ■ 
Till  plunging,  prefling  to  the  bottom  down,         103a 
Vanquilh'd,  and  vanquifticrs,  alike  they  drown. 

One,  chief  above  the  reft,  is  mark'd  by  Fame, 
For  watery  fight,  and  Phoceus  was  his  name  ; 
The  heaving  breath  of  life  he  knew  to  keep. 
While  long  he  dwelt  within  the  loweft  deep  5         1035 
Full  many  a  fathom  down  he  had  explor'd. 
For  treafures  loft,  old  ocean's  oozy  hoard  9 
Oft  when  the  flooky  anchor  ftuck  below. 
He  funk,  and  bade  the  captive  veffel  go. 
A  foe  he  fei«'d  clofe  cleaving  to  his  breaft,  X040 

And  underneath  the  tumbling  billows  preft : 
But  when  the  ikilful  viftor  would  repair 
To  upper  feas,  and  fought  the  freer  air  5 
Haplefs  beneath  the  crouding  keels  he  rofe. 
The  crouding  keels  his  wonted  way  oppofe}^         ro45 
Back  beaten,  and  aftoniih'd  with  the  blow. 
He  finks,  to  bide  for  ever  now  below. 

Some  hang  upon  the  oars  with  weighty  force. 
To  intercept  the  hoftik  vefTcl's  courfe  j 

Some 
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Some  to  the  laii:  the  caufe  they  love  defendy  1050 

And  valiant  lives  by  ufeful  deaths  would  end  2 
With  breafts  opposed  the  thundering  beaks  they  hnvt. 
And  what  they  fought  for  living,  dying  favc. 

As  Tyirhen,  from  a  Roman  poop  on  high) 
Ran  o>r  the  various  combat  with  his  eye ;  >055* 

Sure  aiming,  from  his  Balearic  thong. 
Bold  Ligdamus  a  ponderous  bullet  flung } 
Through  liquid  air  the  ball  ihrill  whiflling  flies. 
And  cuts  its  way  through  haplefs  Tyrrhenes  eyes. 
Th^  aftoniih^d  youth  ftands  flruck  with  fudden  night. 
While  burfting  ftart  the  bleeding  orbs  of  fight. 
At  firft  he  took  the  darknefs  to  be  death. 
And  thought  himfelf  amidft  the  ihades  beneath} 
But  foon  recovering  from  the  dunning  found. 
He  livM,  unhappily  he  livM,  he  found.  1065 

Vigour  at  length,  and  wonted  force  returns. 
And  with  new  rage  his  valiant  bofom  bums : 
To  me,  my  friends,  (he  cry'd)  your  aid  fupply. 
Nor  ufelefs  let  your  fellow- foldier  die; 
Give  me,  oppos'd  againft  the  foe  to  ftand,  1070 

While  like  fome  engine  you  direft  my  hand. 
And  thou,  my  poor  remaining  life,  prepare 
To  meet  each  hazard  of  the  various  war ; 
At  leaft,  my  mangled  carcafe  (hall  pretend 
To  interpofe,  and  (hicld  fome  valiant  friend  1        1075 
Plac'd  like  a  mark  their  darts  I  may  fuftain, 
And,  to  prcferve  fome  better  man,  be  flain. 

Thus  Cn'id,  unaiming  he  a  javelin  threw. 
The  javelin  wing'd  with  fure  dcftruftion  flew  5 
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In  Argu^?  the  dcfcendmg  fteel  takes  plac^,  loF^ 

Argit3j  a  Grecian  J  af  iliuflrious  i^ce* 

Peep  finks  (he  pitrctng  points  v^here  to  the  loins 

Above  the  navci  high  the  l>cHy  joins  i 

The  itaggeringf  youth  falU  foi-ward  on  his  fate. 

And  helps  the  goring  weapon  with  his  weight,       10I5 

It  chanced,  to  ruthlefs  deiiiny  defign*d, 
To  the  fame  ftiip  his  ^gzd  fire  was  joinM  : 
Whilt;  yon  Jig,  for  high  atchievemf  rita  was  he  knc>wn. 
The  ftirft  in  fair  MalHlla  for  renown  ; 
Now  sm  fxample  meerlfj  and  a  naitie,  -^ 

Willing  to  toxitt  thr  younger  fort  he  came,  > 

And  fiis  thdr  fouJs  to  emulate  his  fame,  J 

When  fiam  the  prow,  where  diftant  far  he  ftoodi 
He  faw  his  foil  lie  weltering  in  fats  blood  ;  '11 

Soon  to  the  pnop,  oft  ftumbling  in  hia  hafte,  J095 

With  fault^ring  ftcps-  the  feeble  father  paft. 
No  falling;  tears  his  wrinkled  cheeks,  bedew. 
But  ill ffening  cold  and  motionlefs  he  grew  : 
Deep  night  and  HeadJy  fliades  of  darknefs  rift, 
And  hide  his  much>lov'd  Argus  from  his  eyes*    ziocm 
As  to  the  4izAy  youth  the  fire  appears,  ' 

His  dying,  weak,  unwieldy  head  he  rears ;    . 
With  lifted  eyes  he  caft  a  mournful  look, 
His  pale  lips  tnovM,  and  Cain  he  would  hare  fpoke ; 
But  unexprefs'd  th'  imperffft  accent  hung,  1105:' 

Loft  in  his  fallifig  jaws  and  murmuring  tongue : 
Yet  in  his  fpeechlefs  yifage  feems  expreft, 
What,  had  he  words,  would  be  his  laft  requeft  : 
That  aged  hand  to  feal  his  clofing  eycji 
And  in  his  father's  fond  embrace  to  die :  riia 
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But  he,  when  grief  with  k-eeneft  fenfe  revives, 
With  nature^s  ftrongeft  pangs  confli6^ing  ftrives  i 
Let  me  not  lofe  this  hour,  of  death,  he  cries. 
Which"  ray-indulgent  deftiny-  fupplies ; 
And  thou  forgive,  forgive  me,  oh  my  fon,  ^i'5 

If  thy  dear  lips  and  laft  embrace  I  /hun. 
Wann  from,  thy  wound  the  purple  current  flows. 
And  vital  breath  yet  heaving  comes  and  goes  t 
Yet  my  fad  eyes  behold  thee  yet  alive. 
And  thou  flialt,  yet,  thy  wretched  fire  furvivc.      11 29 
He  faid,  and  fierce,  by  frantic  forrow  preft, 
PlungM  his  (harp  fword  amidfl  his  aged  breaft : 
And  though  life*s  gufhing  dreams  the  weapon  (lain. 
Headlong  he  leaps  amidft  the  greedy  main  5 
While  this  laft  wifti  ran  ever  in  his  mind,  1x25 

To  die,  and  leave  his  darling  fon  behind ; 
-.Eager  to  part,  his  foul  difdain'd  to  wait, 
And  truft  uncertain  to  a  fingle  fate. 

And  now  MaiTilia's  vanquifh'd  force  gives  way, 
And  Caefar's  fortune  claims  the  doubtful  day.       11 30 
The  Grecian  fleet  is  all  difpersM  around. 
Some  in  the  bottom  of  the  deep  lie  drownM  j 
Some,  captives  made,  their  haughty  viftors  bore, 
While  fome,  but  thofe  a  few,  fled  timely  to  the  (hore. 
But,  oh  !  what  verfe,  what  numbers,  can  exprefs  11 35 
The  mournful  city,  and  her  fore  diftrefs  1 
Upon  the  beach  lamenting  matrons  ftand, 
And  wailings  echo  o'er  the  lengthning  ftrand  : 
Their  eyes  are  fix'd  upon  the  waters  wide. 
And  watch  the  bodies  driving  with  the  tide.  1 140 

*  Here 
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Here  a  fond  wife,  witli  pious  ermr,  preft 
5oiiie  htiJlik  Roman  to  her  throbbing  breaft  ; 
There  to  a  mangled  tmnk  two  mothers  rmij 
Each  gralps,  and  each  wotild  clarm  it  for  her  fbn  | 
Each  J  what  her  boding  heart  perl'iiadesj  believeSj  114^ 
And  for  the  lift  iad  o^te  foniily  ftrires. 

But  Brut  11  Sj  now  vi^urious  on  the  maiiij 
To  Csefar  vindicates  the  watery  plam  ; 
Firft  to  Ijjs  brow  he  binds  tbe  naval  crown. 
And  bids  the  fpaciou^  deep  the  mighty  njalter  own*  11  f» 
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BOOK      IV. 

THE      ARGUMENT. 

^Tsfar  having  joined  Fabiu8>  whom  he  had  fent  before 
him  to  Spainy  incamps  upon  a  tifing  ground  near 
Ilerda,  and  not  far  irom  the  river  Sicorin  t  there, 
the  waters  being  i'wollcn  by  great  rains  endanger 
his  camp ;  but  the  weather  turning  fair,  and  the 
floods  abating,  Pompey's  lieutenants,  Afranius  and 
Petreius,  who  lay  over-againft  him,  decamp  fud- 
denly.  Caefar  follows,  and  incamps  fo  as  to  cut  off 
their  paffage,  or  any  uie  of  the  river  Iberus.  As 
both  armies  lay  now  very  near  to  each  other,  the 
foldiers  on  both  fides  knew,  and  falutcd  one  ano- 
ther; and  forgetting  the  oppofite  intereft  and  fac- 
tions they  were  engaged  in,  ran  out  from  their 
feveral  camps,  and  embraced  one  another  with  great 
tendernefs.  Many  of  Caeiar's  foldiers  were  invited 
into  the  enemy's  camp,  and  feafted  by  their  friends 
and  relations.  But  Petreius  apprehending  this  fa- 
miliarity might  be  of  ill  conlequence  to  his  party, 
commanded  them  all  (though  aprainft  the  rules  of 
liumanity  and  hofpitality)  to  be  killed*  After  this, 
he  attempts  in  vain  to  march  back  towards  Ilerda } 
but  is  prevented,  and  inclofed  bv  Carfar  j  to  whom, 
both  himfelf  and  Afranius,  after  their  army  had 
fuffered  extremely  for  want  of  water  and  othier  ne- 
ceffanes,  are  compelled  to  furrender,  without  aflcing 
any  other  conditions  than  that  they  might  not  be 
compelled  to  take-on  in  his  amw :  this  Caefar,  with 
great  generofity,  grants,  and  dilmifles  them.  In  the 
mean  while,  C.  Antonius,  who  commanded  for 
Caefar  near  Salonar,  on  the  coaft  of  Dalmatiaf  bor 
5  iH 
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iii]^  ilmt  up  by  Otlavlua,  Pompey's  admiral,  nnA 
deftitute  of  proviiigns,  bad  at  temp  Led  by  help  of 
-ibme  vefTelej  or  fioating  oiaLhiiiei  of  a  new  invei*- 
tiooj  to  pais  thro^igh  pQmp&y's  fleet :  two  of  them 
by  advantage  of  the  tida  tontid  mE^atls  to  efcapej 
but  the  third,  which  cai'ned  a  thoufand  Opttergians 
coinniarrded  by  Viilleius,  waa  intercepted  by  a  boom 
laid  nndtr  the  wattr.  Thoft  whe:i  they  fouad  it 
impoffibic  to  get  off,  at  the  peiTua^iorij  and  by  the 
example  of  their  k^dcrj  ran  upon  one  another's 
fwords^  and  died,  fri  Africa  the  poet  introduces 
Curro  inqniijng'  after  the  'ftory  of  Hercules  ^d 
Antfua,  which  i^  recounted  to  him  by  one  of  tht^ 
nattvesj  and  afterwards  relates  the  particulars  of 
bis  being  cincumirentcd,  defcaitedi  and  killed  by 
Juba, 

BUT  Cxfar  in  Iberian  fieldi  aYar, 
Ev'n  to  the  weftera  ocean  fpreads  the  waivj 
And  though  tu>  hills  of  ilaughtcr  heap  the  plain, 
No  purple  deluge  leaves  a  ^iky  ilain, 
Vaft  J 5  the  prite,  and  great  the  vi£tor*$  gain*  5 

For  Pompty,  with  alternatis^e  coin  m and, 
The  brave  PetreiMl  and  Afraniu*  Itand  : 
The  chiefs  in  frkndftiip's  juA  conditions  join. 
And,  cordial  w  the  common  caufe,  combine  ; 
By  turns  thty  quit,  "by  t^irns  refauie  the  fway,  so 

The  camp  to  guard,  or  bat  tie  to  array  j  '"^      I 

To  thefe  their  aid  the  nimble  Veftons  yield,     ' 
With  thofe  who  till  Afturia's  hilly  field; 
Nor  wanted  then  the  Celtiberians  bold. 
Who  draw  their  long  dcfcent  from  Celtic  Gauls  of  old. 

Where  rifmg  grounds  the  fruitful  champai*  end^ 
And  unpercciy'd  -by  foft  degrees  afcend  j 

An 
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An  ancient  race  ^leir  city  chofe  to  fband^ 

And  with  Ilerda*4  walls  the  fummit  crowned. 

The  Sieorisy  of  no  ignoble  name,  ao 

Faft  by  the  mountain  pours  his  gende  Bream* 

A  ftable  bridge  runs  crofs  from  fide  to  fide,  ^ 

Whofe  fpacious  arch  tranfmits  the  palfing  tide»  & 

And  jiittii^  peers  the  winteiy  floods  abide.  ^ 

Two  neighbouring  hiils  thdr  heads  diftinguifliM  raife  ; 

The  firft  great  Pompey's  enfigns  high  displays  i 

Proud  Ctsisar^s  camp  upon  the  next  is  ieen  { 

'Thexivcr  interpofing  glides  between. 

Wide  fpread  beyond,  an  ample  plain  extQiid«j 

Far  as  the  piercing  eye  its  prolpcft  iends  i  39 

Upon  die  fpacious  levePs  utmoft  bound. 

The  Cinga  rolls  his  n^id  waves  around. 

But  foon  in  full  Ibenis*  channel  loft. 

His  blended  waters  leek  Iberians  coaft  $ 

He  yields  to  the  fuperior  torrent^s  fame,  55 

And  with  the  country  takes  his  nobler  name. 

Now  *gan  the  lamp  of  heaven  the  plains  to  gild. 
When  moving  legions  hide  th*  embattled  field  i 
When  front  to  front  oppos'^d  in  juft  array, 
The  chieftains  each  their  hoftile  powers  difplay  t      40 
But  whether  confcious  (hame  their  wrath  repreftj 
And  foft  relu^nce  rofe  in  every  breaft  j 
Or  Virtue  did  a  /hort-liv'd  rule  refume. 
And  gain'd  one  day  for  liberty  and  Rome  5 
Sufpended  rage  yet  lingerM  for  a  fpace,  45 

And  to  the  weft  declined  the  fun  in  peace. 
Night  rofe,  and  blackening  fhades  involved  the  (ky. 
When  Cxfar,  bent  war's  wily  arts  to  try, 
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Through  his  extended  battle  gives  command^ 
The  foremoft  lines  in  order  tix'd  OiaJl  ftand  j 
•-Mean -while  the  I  aft,  low  lurking  from  th«  foe, 
With  fecrct  labour  fink  a  treoch  below  : 
SuccdsfuL  they  the  deftin'd  tsflc  puriue, 
'While  doling  files  prevent  the  hoftile  view. 

Soon  afi  the  mom  renewed  the  dawning;  gray, 
He  bids  the  foldler  urge  bis  fpeedy  way. 
To  feize  a  vacant  height  that  near  Ilerda  Jay. 
This  faw  the  foe,  and  wing'd  with  fear  and  iliame. 
Through  fee  ret  paths  with  fwift  prevention  caone. 
Now  various  motives  various  hopes  afford,  fi» 

tTo  thefc  tb&placcj  to  thofe  the  conquering  fword  t 
Opprefs'd  beneath  their  urmour^s  cumbrous  weight, 
Th*  alTailants  labouring  tempt  the  fteepy  height  ^ 
Half  bending  back  they  mount  with  panting  paiq,  _ 
The  following  croud  their  foremoft  mate«  fuftain;  .-65 
lAgainft  the  ftielving  precipice  they  toil. 
And  prop- their  hands  upon  the  fteely  pile  ; 
On  cliffs,  and  ftirubs,  their  fteps,  fome  climbing  ftay. 
With  cutting  fwords  fome  clear  the  woody  way  3 
Nor  death,  nor  wounds,  their  enemies  annoy,         .  70. 
»Whiie  other  ufes  now  their  arms  employ. 
Their  chief  the  darger  from  afar  furvey'd. 
And  bade  the  horfe  fly  timely  to  their  aid. 
In  order  juft  the  ready  fquadrons  ride, 
Then  wheeling  to  the  right  and  left  divide. 
To  flank  the  foot,  and  guard  each  naked  fide. 
Safe  in  the  middle  fpace  retire  the  foot. 
Make  good  the  cear,  and  fcom  the  foes  purfuit; 
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Each  fide  retreat,  though  each  difdain  to  yield. 

And  claim  the  glory  of  the  doubtful  field.  8q 

Thus  far  the  caufe  of  Rome  by  arms  was  tryM, 
And  human  rage  alone  the  war  fupply'd  j 
But  now  the  elements  new  wrath  prepare. 
And  gathering  tempefts  vex  the  troubled  air# 
Long  had  the  earth  by  yi^intery  froft  been  bound,      $$ 
And  the  dry  north  had  numb'd  the  lazy  ground. 
No  furrowM  fields  were  drenched  with  di'ifly  rain. 
Snow  hid  the  hills,  and  hoary  ice  the  plain. 
All  defolate  the  weftern  climes  were  feen, 
JCeen  were  the  blafts,  and  iharp  the  blue  ferene, 
To  parch  the  fading  herb,  and  dip  the  fpringing green 
At  length  the  genial  beat  began  to  fliine, 
With  ftronger  beams  in  Aries'  vernal  fign } 
Again  the  golden  day  refum'd  its  right. 
And  rul'd  in  juft  equation  with  the  night :  ^5 

The  moon  her  monthly  courfe  had  now  begun. 
And  with  increafing  horns  forfook  the  fun  j 
When  Boreas,  by  night's  filver  emprefs  driven. 
To  fofter  airs  refignM  the  weftern  heaven. 
Then  with  waira  breezes  gentler  Eurus  came,         xo« 
Glowing  with  India's  and  Arabia's  flame. 
The  fweeping  wind  the.gathering  vapours  preft. 
From  every  region  of  the  fartheft  eaft ; 
Nor  hang  they  heavy  in  the  midway  iky. 
But  fpeedy  to  Ikfperia  driving  fly;  X05 

To  Calpe's  hills  the  fluicy  rains  repair. 
From  north,  and  fouth,  the  clouds  ailemble  there^ 
And  darkenin^^ftorms  lour  in  the  fluggiOi  air, 
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Where  \fref!crn  flcies  the  titTn.ft  occafi  bound, 

The  wattry  U'eafures  heap  ttie  welkin  round  ;  i  id 

Thithci'  they  craud,  antl,  fcantcd  in  the  fpace, 

Scaj'ce  between  hcaTen  and  earth  can  find  a  place* 

Condcns-J  at  length  the  fpotiting  torrents  pour. 

Earth  fmokej,  and  rattles  with  the  ^ftiing  fliower ; 

|ove'jj  forky  fires  are  rareJjr  few  to  fly,  ii^ 

Extingiisfh'd  in  the  deluge  foon  they  die; 

Nor  e'er  before  did  dewy  Iris  /how 

S^ch  fady  colours,  or  fb  maitn'd  a  bow : 

ifnvary^d  by  the  light's  refrafling  beam. 

She  ftoop^d  to  drink  from  Oceana's  briny  ftreani ;      iici 

rfhcn  to  the  dropping  Iky  reftor*d  the  rain  : 

Again  the  falling  waters  fought  the  rnain^ 

Then  firil  the  covering  fnows  began  to  flow 

From  off  the  Pyrenean's  hoary  brow^ 

Htjge  hilk  of  fro  ft,  a  thou  fan  d  ages  oldj  la^ 

OVr  which  tht  fuitimer  Ains  had  vainly  roird. 

Now  melting,  rulh  from  everjr  fide  amain. 

Swell  etery  brook,  and  deluge  all  the  plain. 

And  now  o'er  Caefar's  caitap  the  torrentr^Weep, 

Bear  down  the  works,  and  fill  the  trenches  deep,    136 

Here  men  and  arms  in  itiixM  confufion  fwim,  ' 

And  hollow  tents  drive  with  th'  impetuous  ftne^rt  5 

Loft  in  the  fpreading  floods  the  land-marks  lie^ 

Nor  can  the  forager  his*  way  defcry. 

No  beafts  for  food  the  floating  paftures  yield,  tjj 

Nor  herbage  rifes  in  the  watery  field. 

And  now,  td  fill  the  meafure  of  their  fears. 

Her  balef\il  vifage  meagre  famine  rearms 

5  Seldom 
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^elfdom  alone,  ibe  troops  among  the  fiends^ 

And  ftili  on  war  and  peltilence  attends.  J4I.9 

Unprefs'd,  unftraiten'd  by  befieging  foep. 

All  miferies  of  want  the  foldier  knows. 

Gladly  he  gives  his  little  wealth,  to  eat. 

And  buys  a  moriel  with  his  whole  eftate. 

Curs'd  Merchandize  !  where  life  itfelf  is  fold,         14J 

And  avarice  confents  to  ftarve  for  gold  ! 

No  rock,  no  rifmg  mountain,  rears  his  .hes^d, 

No  ijingle  river  winds  along  the  mead, 

Put  one  vaft  lake  o*er  all  the  land  is  ipr^^d. 

No  lofty  j^rove,  no  foreft  haunt  is  founds  159 

But  in  his  den  deep  lies  the  favage  drown'd : 

With  headlong  rage  refiftlefs  in  its  courfe^ 

The  rapid  torrent  whirls  the  fnorting  horfe ; 

High  o'er  the  fea  the  foamy  freflies  ride. 

While  backward  Tethys  turns  her  yielding  tide.     155 

Mean-time  continued  darknefs  veils  the  ikies. 

And  funs  with  unavailing  ardour  rife  j 

Nature  no  more  her  various  face  can  boaft. 

But  form  is  huddled  up  in  night,  and  loft. 

Such  are  the  climes  beneath  the  frozen  zone,  160 

Where  chearlefs  winter  plants  her  dreary  throne  j 

No  golden  ftars  their  gloomy  heavens  adorn. 

Nor  genial  feafons  to  their  earth  return : 

But  everlafting  ice  and  fhows  appear. 

Bind  up  the  fummer  fjgns,  and  curfe  the  barren  year.  16$ 

Almighty  Sire  !  who  doft  fupreraely  reign. 
And  thou  great  ruler  of  the  raging  main  I 
Ye  gracious  gods  1  in  mercy  give  command, 
Tlu«  defolation  may  for  ever  ftand. 

M  3  Thou 
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Thou  Jove  i  for  ever  cloud  tby  ftormv  fkj  j  i^^. 

Thou  Neptune  I  bid  thy  angry  w^iircs  iim  high  ; 

Heave  thy  huge  trident  for  u.  inighty  blow. 

Strike  the  ilrong  earth,  and  bid  her  fountains  flowj 

Bid  every  river-god  exhauil  his  um, 

Kor  let  thy  own  alternate  rides  remm  ;  175 

Wide  lot  their  blended  waters  wafte  aronnd, 

Thefe  regions,  Rhine,  and  thofe  of  Rhone  confound. 

Melt,  ye  hoar  tiioun tains  of  Riphaean  fnow  j 

Brooks,  ftreamsj  and  lakes,  let  all  your  fourtes  go  ^ 

Your  fpi-eading  fi^jods  the  guilt  of  Rorac  fliall  fpare,  1 1& 

Artd  fave  the  wretched  world  from  Civil  War. 

But  fortune  ftay^'d  her  fhort  difpleafuie  here, 
Nor  urg'd  her  minion  with  too  long  a  fear ; 
With  large  increafe  her  favours  fuU  retuniM^ 
As  If  the  gods  themfdves  his  anger  mournM  ;         1S5 
As  if  his  name  were  terrible  to  heaven, 
And  Providence  could  fue  to  be  forgiven. 

Now  'gan  the  welkin  clear  to  fhine  ferene. 
And  Phoebus  potent  in  his  rays  was  feen. 
The  fcattering  clouds  difclos'd  the  piercing  light,    j^% 
And  hung  the  firmament  with  fleecy  white  5 
The  troublous  ftorra  had  fpent  his  wrathful  ftore, 
And  clattering  rains  were  heard  to  rufh  no  more. 
Again  the  woods  their  leafy  honours  raife, 
And  herds  upon  the  rifmg  mountains  graze.  195 

Day's  genial  heat  upon  the  damps  prevails, 
And  ripens  into  earth  the  flimy  vales. 
Bright  glittering  ftars ^^g^-n  night's  fpangled  air. 
And  ruddy  evening  ikies  foretel  the  morning  fair.. 

Soon 
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Soon  at  the  falling  fiicorU  Uguti   '  v%« 

A  peaceful  ftream  witlim  Im«  bunk*  liv  ruM| 

The  beodifig  wilUiw  intM  foark«  linty  iwii^. 

Then  line  the  work  with  TimhU  ^  ^1«i4^>ua-'4  km  * 

like  OKfe,   miiCC  f '  IW^tti  >*^»^  A***  l*VM, 

The  Mcflnph^af:  *r*  if  vuxi<U  t«i»  «iMXi/  Vv*^ . 

Or  tiirfe  etutrttrr.if.^  iA*jC  »*jC*  «4»2iM  4«j(ii>i«^^  y^y 

J&ac  vjtt  i::v:.*  ij;«-:l  i  i^:*«*i»  i*'M<*Yy  t^-  vi^t^^ 
TitT.   njtij'jiu.  tr   li>L  LvX-  >>-  uii^',   *yi*M^, 

'Tins.  icTair.ll     -*«  -1*       *W»'    ■««•  *    *»*r«j*u  . 

"V^JKR    W'lL     jU     :-a^'  All'    iii»i*iii>d.iirf:    M' '^.  "^^^ 

*T^iKr*'    al;u|;*:.     Ax.iiO:      u     ^ftrli':.  .  vXi  tfimtf  ■  4ff * 
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C^far  conjmaii<is  to  arm.     Without  delay 

The  fo Idler  to  the  river  bend*  his  way  i 

None  then  with  cautious  care  the  bridge  explored, 

Or  fought  the  (hallow*  of  the  fafer  ford  ; 

ArmM  at  ail  point 5j  they  pJiiuge  amidft  the  floodj  335 

And  with  ftropg  finews  make  the  parage  goad  t 

Dangers  they  i'corn  that  might  the  bold  affright. 

And  ftop  ev'n  p;intmg  cowiirtls  in  their  flight. 

At  length  the  farther  bank,  attaining  fafej 

Chiird  by  the  ftream,  their  dropping  limbs  they  chafe  : 

Then  with  frefli  vigour  urge  the  foes  purfniti 

And  in  the  fprightly  chace  the  powers  of  life  recruit. 

Thus  they  5  till  half  the  comfe  of  life  was  run,  ^ 

And  leflening  iliadows  own^d  the  noon -day  fun  5  | 

The  ftiera  now  a  doubtful  fight  main  tain  ^  445 

While  the  fleet  horfe  in  fquadrons  fcour  the  plmn ;         . 

The  ftragglers  fcattering  round  they  force  to  yield. 

And  gather  up  the  gleanings  of  the  field. 

*Midft  a  wide  plain  two  lofty  rocks  arife^ 
Between  the  cliffs  an  bumble  valley  lies  j  •50 

Long  rows  of  ridgy  mountains  run  behind. 
Where  ways  obfcure  and  fecret  paffes  wind. 
But  Caefar>  deep  within  his  thought,  forefeet. 
The  foes  attempt  the  covert  ftrong  to  feizc ; 
So  may  their  troops  at  leifure  range  afar,  ^55 

And  to  the  Celtiberians  lead  the  war. 
Be  quick,  (he  cries)  nor  minding  juft  array, 
.   Swift,  to  the  combat,  wing  your  Ipeedy  way. 
See !  where  yon  cowards  to  the  faftnefs  hafte, 
£ut  let  your  terrors  in  their  way  be  plac'd  s  aio 

Pkrct 
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Pierce  not  the  fearful  backs  of  thofe  that  fly. 

But  on  your  meeting  }afelins  let  them  die. 

He  faid.    The  ready  legions  took  the  word. 

And  haftily  obey  their  eager  lord  5 

"With  diligence  the  coming  foe  prevent,  z6§ 

And  ftay  their  marches,  to  the  mountains  bent. 

Near  neighbouring  now  the  camps  intrenched  are  feen. 

With  fcarce  a  narrow  interval  between. 

Soon  as  their  eyes  o'erflioot  the  middle  fpoce. 
From  either  hoft^s,  fires.  Tons,  and  brotliers  trace 
The  well-known  features  of  fome  kindred  face. 
Then  firft  their  hearts  with  tendemefs  were  finick, 
Firft  with  remorfe  for  civil  rage  they  ihook  > 
Stiffening  with  horror  cold,  and  dire  amaze^ 
Awhile  in  filent  interviews  they  gaze :  275 

Anon  with  fpeechlefs  figns  their  fwords  falute, 
While  thoughts  conflicting  keep  their  matters  mute. 
At  length,  difdaining  ftill  to  be  repreft. 
Prevailing  paifion  rofe  in  every  breaft. 
And  the  vain  rules  of  guilty  war  tranfgrelsM. 
As  at  a  fignal,  both  their  trenches  quit,  flts 

And  fpreading  arms  in  clofe  embraces  kniC  s 
Now  friendfhip  runs  o*er  all  her  ancient  claims, 
Gueft  and  companion  are  their  only  names  | 
Old  neighbourhood  they  fondly  call  to  mind,  2(5 

And  how  their  boyifh  years  in  leagues  were  joinM. 
With  grief  each  other  mutually  they  know. 
And  find  a  friend  in  every  Iloman  foe. 
Their  falling  tears  their  fleely  arms  bedew. 
While  interrupting  fighs'eacb  kift  pvrfiie  j  %90 
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And  though  their  hands  are  yet  unftain'd  by  guilt. 

They  tremble  for  the  blood  they  might  have  fpilt- 

But  fpeak,  unhappy  Romaii  *  fpcak  thy  pain. 

Say  for  what  woes  thy  llreaming  eyes  coniplEun  ? 

Why  doft  thou  groan  ?  why  beat  thy  founding  breaft  ?  395 

Why  is  tbU  wild  fan ta (Lie  grief  exprtft  ? 

Isk,  that  yet  thy  country  claims  thy  cai^e? 

Doft  thou  the  crimes  of  war  unwilii  g  ibarc  ? 

Ah  1  whither  art  thou  by  thy  fears  betniy'd  ? 

How  can  ft  thou  dread  that  powpr  thyfelf  haft  made  ?  500 

Do  Cs'far's  trumpttE  rail  thee  f  Icorn  the  found. 

Does  he  bid 3  nirircb  p  dart  thou  to  ket^p  thy  ground. 

So  rage  and  ilaughler  ft]  all  to  jutticeyiclJ, 

And  fierce  Erinnys  quit  the  fEit.il  Bcid  : 

Gasfar  in  peace  a  private  ftate  fhail  know,  goy^ 

And  Ponipey  be  no  longer  cailM  hh  fue,  — - 

Appear,  thou  heavenly  Concord !  bleft  appear ! 
And  ftied  thy  belter  influences  here. 
Thou  who  the  warring  elements  doft  bind, 
Life  of  the  world,  and  fafety  of  mankind, 
Infufe  thy  fovereign  balm,  and  heal  the  wrathful  mind. 
But  if  the  fame  dire  fury  rages  yet. 
Too  well  they  know  what  foes  their  fwords  (hall  meet  j    - 
No  blind  pretence  of  ignorance  remains, 
The  blood  they  (hed  muft  flow  from  Roman  veins.     315*  « 
Oh  I-  fatal  truce  !  the  brand  of  guilty  Rome  1 
From  thee  worfe  wars  and  redder  flaughters  come.    . 
See  I  with  what  free  and  unfufpefting  love. 
From  camp  to  camp  the  jocund  warriors  rove  j    , 
Each  to  his  turfy  table  bids  his  gueft,  jio 

And  Bacchus  crowns  the  hofpitable  feafl» 

Tht 
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The  graffy  fires  refulgent  lend  their  light,  • 

While  converfation  lleeplefs  waftes  the  night  i 

Of -early  feats  of  arms,  by  turns  they  tell. 

Of  fortunes  that  in  various  iields  befell,  325- 

With  well-becoming  pride  their  deeds  relate. 

And  now  agree,  ahd  friendly  now  debate  : 

At  length  their  unaufpicious  hands  are  join'd,  ' 

And  lacred  leagues  with  faith  renewM  they  bind.       319 

But  oh  !  what  worfe  could  cruel  fate  afford  ! 

The  furies  fmiPd  -upon  the  curft  accord, 

And  dy'd  with  deeper  ftains  the  Roman  fword. 

By  bufy  fame  Petreius  foon  is  told. 
His  camp,  himfelf,  to  Caefar  all  are  fold  | 
When  ftraight  the  chief  indignant  calls  to  arm,      33J 
And  bids  the  trumpet  fpread  the'  loud  alarm j» 
With  war  encompafs'd  round  he  takes  his  way. 
And  breaks  the  (hort-liv'd  truce  with  fierce  affray  j 
Hfi  drives  th'  unarm'd  and  unfufpefling  gueft, - 
AmazM,  and  wounded,  from  th'  unfiniAi'd  feaft  3     34a 
With  horrid  fteel  he  cuts  each  fond  embrace. 
And  violates  with  blood  the  new-made  peace. 
And  left  the  fainting  flames  of  wrath  expire. 
With  words  like  thefe  he  fans  the  deadly  fire. 
Ye  herd  !  unknowing  of  the  Roman  worth,  34.5 

And  loft  to  the  great  caufe  which  led  you  forth  y 
Though  vi^loiy  and  captive  Cxfar  were 
Honours  too  glorious  for  your  fwords  to  Iharc  i 
Yet  fomething,  abject  as  you  are,  from  you, 
Something  tp  virtue  and  the  laws  is  due  :  350 

A  fecond  praife  ev'n  yet  you  may  partake ! 
Fight,  and  be  vanqui(h^d  for  your  country^s  fake. 

Can 
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€Jan  yon,  while  fate  as  ytt  faipends  our  doomj 
While  you  have  hlood  and  IWt^  to  lofe  for  Rome, 
Can  you  with  tame  iubTniiJion  feek  a.  lord  ^  ^^5 

And  own  A  caufe  by  men  And  g^ods  abboj'd  ? 
Will  you  in  lowly  wife  hh  mtrcy  crave  ? 
Can  fo Idlers  heg  to  wear  the  name  of  ilave  ? 
Would  yoii  for  us  your  fiiit  to  Cscfar  move  ? 
K-tlow  we  difdain  bU  pardoning  power  to  prove  ;     ^fio 
No  private  bargain  Jhall  ri;deein  this  head  1 
Fcf  Rome,  and  not  for  ijs,  the  war  was  made. 
Though  peace  a  fpeciotis  poor  pretence  aflford, 
Bafenffs  and  bondage  lurk  beneath  the  wojd. 
In  vain  the  workmen  feaich  the  fteely  mine  |fi  j 

To  arni  the  field,  and  bid  the  battle  ftiine  ^ 
In  vain  \m^  fortrefs  lifts  her  towery  height; 
Jn  vain  the  warlike  fteed  provokes  the  fight  |        _     ;_ 
In  vain  our  oai's  the  foamy  ocean  fweep  5 
In  vain  our  floating  caftles  bide  the  deep  5  379 

In  vaio  by  land,  in  vain  by  fea  wc  fought. 
If  peace  fljall  e'er  with  liberty  be  bought. 
See !  with  what  conftancy,  what  gallant  pride. 
Our  ftedfaft  foes  defend  an  impious  jQde  ! 
Bound  by  their  oaths,  though  enemies  to  good,      375 
They  fcorn  to  change  from  what  they  once  have  vowM% 
While  each  vain  breath  your  flackening  faith  with- 
draws, 
Yours  I  who  pretend  to  arm  for  Rome  and  laws, 
Who  find  no  fault,  but  Juftice  in  your  caufe. 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  would  not  give  you  o'er,      ^$9 
A  brave  repentance  ftill  is  in  your  power  : 
While  Pompey  calls  the  \itmoft  eaft  from  far. 
And  leads  the  Indian  monarchs  on  to  war.  Shall 


} 


} 


LUCAirS  PHARSALIA,  Book  IV.      17) 

Shall  we  (oh,  (hame !)  preirent  his  great  fuccefs. 
And  bind  his  hands  by  our  inglorious  peace  ? 

He  fpoke ;  and  ciril  rage  at  once  returns. 
Each  breift  the  fonder  thought  of  pity  fcoms. 
And  ruthlefs  with  redoubled  fury  bums. 
So  when  the  tiger,  or  the  fpotted  paid, 
Long  from  the  woods  and  favage  haunts  debarrM,     3^ 
From  their  firft  fiercenefs  for  a  while  are  won. 
And  feem  to  put  a  gentler  nature  on ; 
Patient  their  prifon,  and  mankind  they  bear. 
Fawn  on  their  lords,  and  looks  lefs  horrid  wear  t 
But  let  the  tafte  of  daughter  be  renew'd,  39  j 

And  their  fell  jaws  again  with  gore  imbrued  i 
Then  dreadfully  their  wakening  furies  rife. 
And  glaring  fires  rekindle  in  their  eyes  ; 
With  wrathful  roar  their  echoing  dens  they  tear, 
And  hardly  ev*n  the  well-known  keeper  fpare  ; 
The  (huddering  keeper  (hakes,  and  ftands  aloof  for  fear 
From  friendfhip  freed,  and  confcious  nature's  tie 
To  undiftinguifh'd  flaughters  loofe  they  flyj 
With  guilt  avowM  their  daring  crimes  advance,  ' 
And  fcom  th"  excufe  of  ignorance  and  chance.       405 
Thofe  whom  fo  late  their  fond  embraces  preft. 
The  bofom's  partner,  and  the  welcome  gueft  5 
Now  at  the  board  unhofpitable  bleed, 
While  ftreams  of  blood  the  flowing  bowl  fucceed. 
With  grcans  at  firft,  each  draws  the  glittepng  brand,  410 
And  lingering  death  flops  in  th*  unwilling  hand : 
Till  urg*d  at  length  returning  force  they  feel. 
And  catch  new  courage  from  die  murdering  fteel  t 

Vengeance 


\ 


174.  R  O  W  E  *  S     P  O  E  M  ^. 

Vengeance  and  hatretl  rife  with  every  blow. 

And  blood  paints  every  vifage  like  a  foe,  415 

Uproar  and  horror  through  the  camp  abound. 

While  irapious  fons  their  mangled  fathers  wotind. 

And,  left  the  merit  of  the  crime  be  loiif 

With  dreadful  joy  the  parncide  they  boaft ; 

proud  to  their  chtefE  the  cold  pak  head^  they  htntf  4.%^ 

The  gore  yet  dropping  from  the  filver  hair. 

But  thou,  oh  Csfar  t  to  the  god?;  be  deaj  I 
Thy  pious  mercy  well  becomes  thetr  care  j 
And  though  thy  foldier  falh  by  treacherous  peaccj 
Be  protid,  and  reclcun  this  thy  great  fuccefs,  4.^5 

Not  all  thou  ow'ft  to  bounteons  Fortune*^  fmilc, 
Not  pioud  Maflilia,  nor  the  Pharian  Wile; 
Not  the  full  con  que  ft  of  Pharfalia's  field, 
Could  greater  fanie^  or  nobler  trophies  yield  ; 
Thine  Lind  the  caufe  of  jultice  now  are  one,  43a 

Since  guilty  flaughter  brands  thy  foes  alone. 

Nor  dare  the  confcious  leaders  longer  wait. 
Or  truft  to  fuch  unhallowM  hands  their  fate  : 
Aftoniih'd  and  difmay*d  they  ihun  the  fight, 
And  to  Ilerda  turn  their  hafty  flight.  435 

^ut,  ere  their  march  atchieves  its  deftin'd  courfe. 
Preventing  Caefar  fends  the  winged  horfe : 
The  fpeedy  fquadrons  feize  th'  appointed  ground. 
And  hold  their  foes  on  hills  encoropafsM  round. 
Pent  up  in  barren  heights,  they  ftrive  in  vain  440 

Refre/hing  fprings  and  flowing  ftreams  to  gain  ; 
Strong  hoftile  works  their  campus  extenfion  ftay. 
And  deep-funk  trenches  intercept  their  way. 

a  Now 
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Now  deatbs  unexpe6led  fbrm»  arife, 
.Thirft  and  pale  famine  ftalk  before- their  eyes.         445 
Shut  up  and  clofe  befiegM,  no  more  they  need 
The  ftrength  or  fwiftnefs  of  the  warlike  fteed  j 
But  doom  the  generous  courfers  all  to  bleed. 
Hopelefs  at  length,  and  barrM  around  from  flight. 
Headlong  they  ruih  to  arms,  and  urge  the  fight :    459 
But  CdsCur,  who  with  wary  eyes  beheld. 
With  what  determined  rage  they  fought  the  field, 
Reftrain'd  his  eager  trpops.     Forbear,  he  cry'd. 
Nor  let  your  fword  in  madmen'«  blood  be  dy'd. 
But,  iince  they  come  devoted  by  deipair. 
Since  life  is  grown  unworthy  of  their  care. 
Since  ^tis  their  time  to  die,  ^tis  our  to  fpare. 
Thofe  naked  bofoms  that  provoke  the  foe. 
With  greedy  hopes  of  deadly  vengeance  glow  j 
With  pleafure  fhall  they  meet  the  pointed  fteel,       460 
Nor  fmarting  wounds,  nor  dying  anguiih  feel. 
If,  while  they  bleed,  your  Caefar  fhares  the  pain. 
And  mourns  his  gallant  friends  amofig  the  (lain. 
But  wait  awhile,  tnis  rage  (hall  foon  be  paft. 
This  blaze  of  courage  is  too  fierce  to  laft  5  465 

This  ardour  for  the  fight  (hall  faint  away. 
And  all  this  fond  defire  of  death  decay. 

He  fpoke ;  and  at  the  word  the  war  ftay'd. 
Till  Phoebus  fled  from  night's  afcending  (hade. 
Ev'n  all  the  day,  embattled  on  the  plain,  470 

The  rafli  Petreians  urge  to  arms  in  vain  : 
At  length  the  weary  fire  began  to  ceafe,' 
And  wafling  furylanguiih'd  into  peace; 

Th' 
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Xh^  impatk^t  arrog^nte  of  wrath  decHn""*!, 
And  fiark*   itig  paiHoBs  cooPd  upon  riie  mind,       ^j^ 
.So  w1i  e  battle  roflrmg  lowd  aroutid, 

St>me  it  warm  receives  a  fatal  wo^jid  j 

^y  le  griding  fword  has  newly  paftj 

J|-«  t  pungent  putns  and  angujih  laftj 

**  ^rth  life  the  turgid  vefieU  rife^  4(9 

rm  jtiice  ibe  fpritely  nerve  fuppUes  j 
«  -'■  cer  force  is  preft. 

An.  1  burning  breaft  1 

But  1  .oniciismdt  tn'  advantage  gain'dj 

The  cooler  viftor  ftays  his  wrathful  hand  ;  4:85 

Then  finks  his  thrall  with  ebbtn^  fpirits  low. 
The  black  blood  ftiffcns  and  forgets  to  flow ; 
Cold  damps  and  mimbnefs  clofc  the  deadly  ftound. 
And  ftretch  him  pale  and  fainting  on  the  ground* 

For  water  now  on  cvtry  fide  they  try,  490 

Alike  thie  fword  and  delving  fpade  employ  ; 
3Carth*8  bdfom  dark>  laborious  they  explore. 
And  featch  the  Iburces  of  her  iiqui4  ftore  5 
Deep  in  the  hollow  hill  the  well  defcenxls. 
Till  level  with  the  moifter  plain  it  ends.  495 

Not  lower  dcfwn  from  chearful  day  decline 
The  pale  AiTyrians,  in  the  golden  mine. 
In  vain  they  toil,  no  fecret  ftreams  are  found 
To  roll  "their  murmuring  tides  beneath  the  ground ; 
No  burfting  fprings  repay  the  workman's  ftxoke,     ^09 
Nor  glitterinig'gufti  from  out  the  wounded  rock  5 
No  fweating"  caves  in  dewy  droppings  ftand, 
Nor  fmalleft  rills  run  gurgling  o*er  ehe  fand» 

Spent 


'LUCAN'S  PHARSALIA,   Book  IV.       177 

•Spent  and  exhaufted  with  the  fruitlefs  pain. 
The  fainting'  youth  afcend  to  light  again.  505 

/itid  rfow  lefs  patient  of  the  drought  they  grow. 
Than  in  thofe  cooler  depths  of  earth  below  j 
No  favory  viands  crown  the  chearful  board, 
^v'ti  food  for  want  of  water  ftands  abhorred  j 
To  hunger's  meagre  refuge  they  retreat,  5x0 

And,  fince  they  cannot  drink,  refufe  to  eat. 
Where  yielding  clods  a  moifter  clay  cortfefs. 
With  gripiftg  hands  the  clammy  glebe  they  preis  | 
Where-e'er  the  (landing  puddle  loathfome-lics. 
Thither  in  crouds  the  thirfty  foldier  flies  5  5x5 

Horrid  to  fight,  the  miry  filth  they  quaff. 
And  drain  with  dying  jaws  the  deadly  draff. 
Some  feek  the  beftial  mothers  for  fupply. 
And* draw  the  herds  extended  udders  dry; 
Till  thirft,  unfated  with  the  milky  ftore,  52« 

With  labouring  lips  drinks-in  the  putrid  gore. 
Some  ftrip  the  leaves,    and  fuck  the  morning  dews  | ' 
Some  grind  the  bark,  the  woody  branches  bruife. 
And  fqueeze  the  fapling's  unconco6led  Juice. 

Oh  happy  thofe,  to  whom  the  barbarous  kings    515 
Left  their  envenomed  floods,  and  tainted  fprings  ! 
Caefar  be  kind,  and  every  bane  prepare. 
Which  Cretan  rock^,  or  Libyan  ferpents  bear  t 
The  Romans  to  thy  poifonous  ftream  (hall  fly. 
And,  confcious  of  the  danger,  drink,  and  die*      536 
With  fecret  flames  their  withering  entrails  bum^ 
And  flery  breathings  from  their  lungs  petum  s 
The  flirinking  veins  contrail  their  .purple  flood. 
And  urge,  laborious,  on  the  beating  blood  s 

N  TKt 


'■] 


J7«  ROWERS     POEMS, 

The  heaving  figba  through  flraiter  paflTes  blow,        525 

And  fcorth  the  painful  palate  as  they  go ; 

The  pajchM  rough  lorvgue  night^s  humid  vapours  dmws, 

Aiid  refUels  rolls  within  the  clammy  jaws  j 

With  gaping  mouths  they  wait  the  falling  rain. 

And  want  thoft  floods  that  lately  fpread  the  plain.  540 

Vainlf  to  heaven  they  turn  their  longing  eyes, 

Atid  fix  them  on  the  dry  rclentlefs  ikies< 

Nor  here  by  Tandy  Afric  are  they  cur  ft, 

Kor  Cancer's  fultry  line  inflames  their  thirft  j 

But  to  enhance  theiir  pain,  they  view  below,  54.5 

Where  lakes  ftand  full,  and  plenteous  rivers  flow  | 

Between  two  ftr earns  empires  the  panting  hoft, 

And  in  a  land  of  water  are  they  loft. 

Now  preft  by  pinching  want"*s  unequal  weighty 
The  vanquiftiM  leaders  yield  to  adverfe  fate ;  $^Q 

Kejefling  arms,  Afraniua  feefes  relief. 

And  fues  fubmiilive  to  tlic  hoftile  chief, 
Foremoft  hlmfelf,  to  Caefar's  camp  he  leads 

His  famiihM  troopSy  a  faintifig  band  fucceeds. 

At  length,  in  prefence  of  the  vi6lor  plac'd,  O 

A  fitting  dignity  his  gefture  grac'd,  i» 

That  fpoke  his  prefent  fortunes,  and  his  paft.  j 

With  decent  mixture  in  his  fnanly  mien. 

The  captive  and  the  general  were  feen : 

Then,  widi  a  free,  fecure,  undaunted  breaft,  $69 

For  mercy  thus  his  pious  ftrrt  he  preft. 
Had  Fate  and  tny  ill  fortune  laid  hie  low. 

Beneath  the  power  of  fdme  uhgerierous  foe  ; 

My  fword  hung  ready  to  ^roteft  ray  fame. 

And  this  pight-hand'hbd fkv'd  my  foul  frorti  (hame :  5^5 
4  Bill 


t 


LUCAN'S  PHARSALIA,  Boot  IV.      iff 

Bnt  now  with  joy  I  bend  my  fupplfant  kniec^ 

Xife  is  worth  afking,  fince  'tis  given  by  thee. 

No  party-zeal  our  fa^ious  aFms  inelinesy 

No  hate  of  thee^  or  of  thy  bold  defigns. 

War  with  its  own  occafions  came  unfought^  570 

And  found  us  on  the  fide  for  which  we  fought : 

True  to  our  caufe,  ac  beft  becomes  the  brave, 

Long  ae  we  could,  we  kept  that  faith  we  gave. 

Nor  (hall  our  arras  thy  (bonger  fate  delay, 

Behold  !  our  yielding  paves  thy  conquering  way :  575 

The  weftem  nations  all  at  once  we  give. 

Securely  thefe  behind  thee  (halt  thou  k;ave ; 

Here  while  thy  fiill  dominion  ftands  confeft. 

Receive  it  as  an  eameft  of  the  eaft« 

Nor  this  thy  eafy  viftdry  difdain,  -^ 

Bought  with  no  feas  of  bloody  nor  hills  of  (lain  f         > 
Porgrive  the  foes  that  fpare  thy  fword  a  pain.  3 

Nor  is  the  boon  for  which  we  fue  too  great, 

The  weary  foldier  begs  a  laft  retreat  5 

In  fome  poor  village,  peaceful  at  the  plough,  585 

Let  them  enjoy  the  life  thou  doft  beftow. 

Think,  in  fome  field,  among  the  flain  we  li^ 

And  loft  to  thy  remembrance  caft  us  by. 

Mix  not  our  arms  in  thy  fuccefsful  war. 

Not  let  thy  captives  in  thy  triumph  fiiare.  59* 

Thefe  unprevailing  bands  their  fate  have  try'd. 

And  prov'd  that  fortune  fights  not  on  their  fide* 

Guiltlefs  to  ceafe  from  (laughter  we  implore. 

Let  ns  not  conquer  with  thee,  and  we  alk  no  more* 
He  faid.    The  vi^^or,  with  a  gentler  grac^,        595 

And  mercy  foftening  hit  feverer  face, 
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E^Jc  hii  attending  foes  their  fesr%  difmifs. 
Go  ffcc  fram  {mntfbnMrnt,  and  Ibe  ja  pea^r. 
The  truce  on  equal  terms  at  length  agreed. 
The  waters  froai  the  watchful  guard  are  freed  :       660 
Xager  to  drink,  down  rufh  the  thir%  croud. 
Hang  o'er  the  baoJcs.  and  trouble  all  the  6 odd. 
Some,  while  too  fierce  tbe  fatal  draughts  they  diain^ 
Forget  the  gafpjag  liio^$  that  heave  m  ramj 
No  breathing  ^its  the  choking  channel  fell,  605 

But  every  fpring  of  life  at  once  ftands  ftiD. 
Some  drink,  nor  yet  the  fervent  peft  aflwage. 
With  wonted  fires  their  bloated  entrails  rage  j 
With  burning  fides  each  bulk  enormous  heaves. 
While  ftill  for  drink  th'  infatiatc  fever  craves,         fiio 
At  length  returning  health  difpers'd  the  pain. 
And  lufty  vigour  ftrung  the  nerves  afaJn* 
Behold  !  ye  Sons  of  Luxury,  behold ! 
Who  fcatter  Jn  excefs  your  laviih  gold  j 
You  who  the  wealth  of  frugal  ages  wafte,  €15 

T*  indulge,  a  wanton  fupercilious  tafte : 
For  whom  all  earth,  all  ocean  are  explored. 
To  fpread  ^e  various  proud  voluptuous  board : 
Behold !  how  little  thrifty  nature  craves. 
And  what  a  che^p  relief  the  lives  of  thoufands  (aves ! 
No  coftly  winc^  thefe>.fainting  legions  know^ 
MarkM  by  old  confuls  many  a  year  ago ; 
No  waiting  ilaves  the  precious  juices  pour» 
From  Myrrhine  goblets,  or  the  golden  ore  s 
But  with  pure  draughts  they  cool  the  boiling  bIood>  4%$ 
And  fcek  .their  fuccour  from  the  cryftal  flood,. 
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Who,  but  a  wretch,  would  think  it  worth  his  care. 

The  toils  and  wickednefs  of  war  to  (hare, ' 

When  all  we  want  thus  eafily  we  find  ? 

The  field  andriv^r  can  fupply  mankind.  6^0*^ 

DifmifsM,  and  fafe-  from  danger  and  alarms^ 

The  vanquifliM  to  the  viftbr  quits  his  arms*j  • 

Guiltlefs  from  camps,  to  cities  he  repairs,' 

And  in  his  native  land  forgets  his  cares. 

There  in  his  mind  he  runs,  repenting  o'e^  6'$'y 

The  tedious  toihand  perils  once  he  bore j- 

His  fpear  and  fword  of'  battle  ftand  accurft. 

He  hates  the  weary  march,  and  parching  thirft  j 

And  wonders  much,  that  e'er  with  pious  pain 

He  pray'd  fo  oft  for  vi6lory  in  vain  :  640  • 

For  viflory !  the  curfe  of  thofe  that  win. 

The  fatal  end  where- ftill  new  woes  begin. 

Let  the  proud  m afters  of  the  horrid  field* 

Oount  all  the  gains  their  dire  fucceftes  yield  ; 

Then  let  ihem  think  what  wouiids  they  yet  muft  feel,  • 

Ere  they  can  fix  revolving  fortune's  wheel : 

As  yet  th'  imperfeft  talk  by  halves  is  done,  t    • 

Blood,  blood  remains,  more  battles  muft  be  won,     ^' 

And  many  a  heavy  labour  undergone :  -^ ' 

Still  conquering,  to  new  guilt  they  fhali  fucceed,   650  - 

Where-ever  reftlefs  Fate  and  Cafar  lead. 

How  happier  lifcs  the  man  to  peace  aflign'd, 

Amidft  this  general  ftorm  that  wteeks -mankind!  - 

Ifi  his  own  quiet  houfe  ordaiilM  to  die,  ■ 

He  knows  the  place  in  which  his  bones  (hall  lief,     ^^i^ 

No  trumpet  ^vams  him  'put  his  harnefs  on, 

Tii^ugii  faint^and  ail  with  wearinefs  fore-done : 
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But  vifhtn  sight  fallii,  he  lies  fecurely  dt^wn^ 

And  €:a]b  the  crerfiing  flumbtr  iUJ  hit  awn. 

Hi*  kinder  fa  tea  tiic  warrioi's  hopes  preventt  fitfo 

Aiid  ere  the  time,  the  wifhM  difmitrion  fefvt  j 

A  iuwiy  totta^e^  and  a  tender  w^fie. 

Receive  him  in  his  eady^  days  of  life  | 

His  boy  St  a  ruftic  tribej  around  hjm  play. 

And  homely  pleiifuies  wear  the  vacant  day,  66 g 

No  fadlious  parties  here  the  mind  en^ag?^, 

Nor  work,  th'  tmbttrer^d  piiJlions  up  to  rugt  j 

With  equal  eyes  tlie  hofiile  chiefs  they  view^ 

To  This  their  fatthi  to  That  their  lives  are  due  : 

To  both  obliged  alike,  nu  pait  they  take,  67a 

Nor  vows  for  conquellj  nor  againit  it,  make* 

Mankind's  misfortunes  they  behold  from  far, 

Pleased  to  ftand  neuter,  while  the  world's  at  war. 

But  Fortune,  bent  to  check  the  vigor's  pride. 
In  other  lands  fbrfook  her  Cnefar's  fide  j  675 

With  changing  cheer  the  fickle  goddefs  frown'd. 
And  for  awhile  her  favourite  caufc  difown'd. 
Where  Adrians  fwelKng  furge  Salonae  laves. 
And  warm  lader  rolls  his  gentle  waves. 
Bold  in  the  brave  Curi£lan's  warlike  band,  68^ 

Antonius  camps  upon  the  utmoft  ftrand  : 
Begirt  around  by  Pompey's  floating  power, 
He  braves  the  navy  from  his  well-fenc'd  Ihore. 
But  while  the  diftant  wai*  no  more  he  fears, 
Famine,  a  worfe,  refiftlefs  foe,  appears  :  6i$ 

No  more  the  meads  their  grafly  pailure  yield. 
Nor  waving  harvefts  crown  the  yellow  field. 
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On  every  verdan.t  leaf  the  hungry  feed. 

And  fnatch  the  forage  from  the  fainting  fteed ; 

Then  ravenous  on  their  camp's  defence  they  fall,    690 

And  grind  with  greedy  jaws  the  turfy  wall. 

Near  on  the  neighbouring  coaft  at  length  they  fpy, 

Where  Bafilus  with  focial  fails  draws  nigh  3 

While,  led  by  Dolabella's  bold  command. 

Their  Caefar's  legions  fpread  th*  Illyrian  ftrand :     695 

Straight  with  new  hopes  their  hearts  recovering  beat. 

Aim  to  elude  the  foe,  and  meditate  retreat. 

Of  wondrous  form  a  vail  machine  they  build. 
New,  and  unknown  upon  the  floating  field. 
Here,  nor  the  keel  its  crooked  length  extends,        70* 
Nor  o'er  the  waves  the  rifmg  deck  afcends  j 
By  beams  and  grappling  cliains  compa6led  ftrong, 
Light  Ikiffs,  and  cafks,  tv/o  equal  rows  prolong ; 
O'er  thefe,  of  folid  oak  ftcurely  made, 
Stable  and  tight  a  flooring  firm  is  laid  j  705 

Sublime,  from  hence,   two  planky  towers  run  high, 
And  nodding  battlements  the  foe  defy. 
Securely  plac'd,  each  rifing  range  between, 
The  lufty  rower  plies  his  talk  unfeen. 
Mean-while  nor  oars  upon  the  fides  appear,  7x0 

Nor  fwelling  fails  receive  the  driving  air : 
But  living  feems  the  mighty  mafs  to  fweep. 
And  glide  fclf-mov'd  athwart  the  yielding  ikep. 
Thiee  wondious  floats,  of  this  enormous  lize. 
Soon  by  the  flcilful  builder's  craft  arifej  715. 

The  ready  warriors  all  aboard  them  ride, 
And  wait  the  turn  of  the  retiring  tide, 
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Be  a  at  length  revolving  T«thys  fiow^j 

And  ebbior  waves  the  naked  facds  Jifclgfe  : 

Straighf  **i      e  flrcam  the  lanching^  piles  are  borne  710 

Shields,  :,  and  helms,  their  induing  towers  adorn  i^ 

Thrtateit.        hey  roo vein  terrible  array^ 

And  epcr  ocean  bend  their  way, 

OImi  iwj  whofe  naval  powers  command 

Adri  Wj  and  wide  Illyria's  ftrandj  j^j^ 

Full  ^oi       HS  fct  advancing  ftays, 

Aai         i  impatient  combatant  delays  ; 
To  the  blue  offing  wide  he  feems  to  b«ar. 
Hopeful  to  dr3>v  th"  unvirary  vefiels  neari 
Aloof  he  rounds  thenif  eag^r  on  his  prey,  73^ 

And  tempt 9  them  with  an  open  roomy  fea. 
Thus  when  the  wily  huntfman  fpreads  his  nets, 
And  with  his  ambient  toil  the  woods  beftts  j 
While  yet  his  bufy  hands,  with  ikilful  care. 
The  meftiy  haycs  and  forky  props  prepare  5 ,  73^* 

Ere  yet  the  deer  the  painted  plumage  fpy. 
Snuff  the  ftrong  odour  from  afar,  and  fly  5 
His  mates,  the  Cretan  hound  and  Spartan  bind. 
And  muzzle  all  the  loud  Moloflian  kind  j 
The  quefter  only  to  the  wood  they  loofe,  74^ 

Who  filenthy  the  tainted  track  purfues  : 
Mute  fi^s  alone  the  confcious  haunt  betray, 
While  fix'd  he  points,  and  trembles  to  the  prey. 

*Twas  at  the  feafon  when  the  fainting  light, 
Juft  in  the  evening's  clofe,  brought  on  the  night :    74^5 
When  the  tall  toweiy  floats  iheir  ille  forfook. 
And  to  the  fea  their  courfe,  adventurous,  took. 

But 
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But  now  the  fam*d  Sicilian  pirates,  (kiWd 
In  arts  and  warfare  of  the  liquid  field. 
Their  wonted  wiles  and.ftratagems  provido^  750* 

To  aid  their  great  acknowledged  vi^r*«  fide. 
Beneath  the  glafly  furface.of  the  .main. 
From  rock  to  rock  they  ftretch  a  ponderouschain  | 
Loofely  the  (lacker  links  fufpended  flow^ 
T'  enwrap  the  driving  fabrics  as  they  go.  755. 

UrgM  from  within,  and  wafted  by  the  tide,  - 
Smooth  o'er  the  boom  the  firft  and  fecond  glide-} . 
The  third  the  guileful  latent  chain  enfolds. 
And  in  his  fteely  gni4>  entwining  holdt : 
prom  thetali  rocks  the  fhouting  viSors  roar,  76*' 

And  drag  the  refty  cap^ve  to  the  ihore. 
For  ages  pail  an  ancient  cliff  there  ilood»  •, 
Whofe  bending  brow  hung  threatening  o'er  the  flood  1 
A  verdant  grove  was  on  the  fummiLplac*d, 
And  o'er  the  waves  a  gloomy  ihadow  cajft  j  765  • 

While  near  the  bafe  wild  hollows  fmk  below, . 
There  roll  huge  fcas,  and  bellowing,  tempefts  blow  t 
Thither  whate'er  the  greedy  waters  drown, 
.The  (hipwreck,  and  the  driving  corpfe,  ape  thrownt 
Anon  the-  gaping  gulph  the  fpoil  reftores,-  77* 

And  from  his  loweft  depths  loud-fpouting  pours. 
Not  rude  Charybdis  roars  in  founds  like  thefe. 
When  thundering,  with  a  burii, fhe  fpcws  the  foamy  fcas* . 
Hither,  with  warlike  Opitergians  fraught, 
XHe  third  ill-fated  prifoner  float  was  brought  |        775 
T  he  foe,  as  at  a  fignal,  fpeed  their  way. 
And  liaflc  to  compai's  in  the  deftin*d  prey^ 

The 
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The  croud) dg  TaiU  from  nrery  fbtion  prefs. 
While  anned  baod*  the  rocks  and  ftiores  pofTefs, 
Tuo  late  the  chief,  Vulteins,  fotind  the  fnarej        7fo 
And  llrove  to  burft  the  toil  with  frtiitlef*  care 
Priv'n  by  defp^ir  at  length,  nor  thinking  yet 
Which  way  to  fight,  or  iivhither  to  retteat, 
He  turns  upon  the  foe  §  and  though  dtftreft. 
By  wUea  In  tangled,  and  by  crouds  oppreft,  j%^ 

With  fcarce  a  finglc  cohort  to  hts  aid, 
Agaiiitt  the  ^thering  hoft  a  ftand  he  mside. 
Fierce  was  the  combat  fought,  wkh  fla tighter  great, 
Though  thus  an  odda  noei^iially  they  meet, 
Oae  with  a  thou  fan  d  m:itch''d,  a  ^ip  again  ft  a  fleet. 
But  foon  on  duJky  wings  aroie  the  nlglit,  79 1 

And  with  her  friendly  fliade  reftmins  the  fight ; 
The  comb^itants  from  war  con  fen  ting  ccafc. 
And  pifs  the  hours  of  darknefs  o>r  in  peace. 

When  to  the  foldier,  anxious  for  his  fiite,  yje 

And  doubtful  what  fuccela  the  dawn  might  wait,         * 
The  brave  Vulteius  thui  bis  fpeech  add  reft. 
And  thus  cotnpos'd  the  cares  of  every  beating  bneaft. 
My  gallant  friends  1  whom  our  hard  fatea  decree. 
This  night,  this  fliort  night  only,  to  be  free  j  Soo 

Think  what  remains  to  do,  but  tlunk  with  hail«^, 
Ere  the  brief  hour  of  liberty  be  pift. 
perhaps  J  reduc*ti  to  thiv;  Co  hard  ey.tieme,  ? 

Tod  fhort,  to  feme,  the  date  of  life  may  feem  ; 
Yet  know,  brave  youths,  that  none  untimely  fall,      805 
Whom  death  obeys,  ami  comes  but  when  they  call. 
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*Tis  true,  the  neighbouring  danger  waits  us  Bigh^    "% 

We  meet  but  that  ^-om  which  we  cannot  fly  3  > 

Yet  think  not  but  with  equal  praife  we  die.  -^ 

park  and  uncertain  is  man's  future  doom,  8to 

If  yearsy  or  only  moments,  are  to  come  $ 

All  is  but  dying  j  he  who  gives  an  hour. 

Or  he  who  gives  an  age,gives  all  that 's  in  his  power* 

Sooner,  or  late,  all  mortals  know  the  grave> 

Sut  to  choofe  death  diftinguiihes  the  brave.  815 

Behold  where,  waiting  round>  yon  hoftile  band. 

Our  fellow-citixensy  our  lives  demand. 

Prevent  we  then  their  cmel  hands,  and  bleed  i  *% 

^Tis  but  to  do  what  is  too  Aire  decreed,  ^ 

And  where  our  £ate  wofild  draf  us  on,  to  lead»        ^ 

A  great  confpicuous  (laughter  wall  we  yield. 

Nor  lie  the  carnage  of  a  conunon  field  $ 

Where  one  ignoble  heap  confounds  the  (lain, 

And  men,  and  beafis,  promifcuous  ftrow  the  plain. 

FlacM  on  this  float  by  (bme  diviner  hand,  Zt^. 

As  on  a  ibge,  for  public  view  we  ftand. 

Illyria*s  neighbouring  (hores,  her  ifles  around. 

And  eveiy  cliff,  with  gazers  (hall  be  crown'd  j 

The  feas,  and  earth,  our  virtue  (hall  proclaim* 

And  ftand  eternal  vouchers  for  our  fiame  s  83^ 

Alike  the  foes  and  fellows  of  our  €au(e, 

Shall  mark  the  deed,  and  join  in  vaft  applaufe. 

Bled  be  thou,  fortune,  that  has  mark'd  us  forth, 

A  monument  of  unexampled  worth ; 

To  lateft  times  our  ftory  fliall  be  told,  8 Jf^ 

Xv'n  rais'd  beyond  the  nobleft  names  of  old. 
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Diiliog^i^M  praife  fliall  crown  tmt  daring  yoistfjj 

Our  pi(>u$  h&noMff  and  unfhukm  trutfa. 

Mean  is  ouroffiedng,  C^l'mr,  we  coufefs  ; 

For  fucb  a  clt]ef»  what  i^liiler  eai*  do  left  ?  840 

Yet  oh  I  ttis  laitbftil  pledge  of  lore  rcccivt ! 

Take  it«  *tis  aJl  t!ot  captires  hare  to  give. 

Oh  !  ihst,  to  make  the  vi^m  yet  more  dear,  _ 

Our  aged  lircsj  otir  childi^tt  had  been^  here  t  ^ 

Then  with  fall  hoirTOur  fliould  the  daughter  niVt       t^f^ 

And  blaH  our  paler  foes"  aftoniflid  eye3  ; 

Till,  aw'd  bencaih  that  from  of  death  we  wcar# 

They  hlefsihe  time-om'  fellows  'fcap'd  their  fitiare  : 

Till  with  mean  tears  our  fate  the  cowards  uiotinij     H 

And  tremble  at  the  rage  wjih  which  wc  bum*         ZjW 

Perhaps  they  mean  giir  conftant  fouJs  to  trjv 

Whether  for  life  and  peace  we  m^y  comply* 

Oh !  grant,  yc  gods !  their  offers  may  be  great. 

That  we  may  glorioufly  difdain  to  treat. 

That  this  lafi:>  proof  of  virtue  we  may  give,  855- 

And  ihew  we  die  not  now,  becaufe  we  could  not  live. 

That  valour  to  no  common- heights  muft  rife. 

Which  he,  our  god-like  chief  himfelf,  •  ihall  prize. 

Immortal  ^dl  our  truth  for  ever'ftand,  •%  • 

2f  Cxfar  thinks  this  little  faithful  band  V- 

A  lofs,  amidil  the  holt  of  his  command.  J^ 

For  me,  my  friends,  my  fix'd  refolve  is  ta'en. 

And  fate,  or  chance,  may  proffer  life  in  vain ; 

I  fcom  whatever  fafety  they  provide, 

And  caft  the  worthlefs  trifling  thought  afide.  865 

The  facred  rage  of  death-devours  me  whole, 

Rjdgivtaainy  heart,  and  triumphs  in  my  foul : 
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reach  the  period  of  my  woe, 
fte  thofe  joys  the  dying  only  know, 
the  gods  conceal  the  wondrous  good,  870 

.n  no  longer  (hould  endure  his  load ; 
ry  wretch  like  nie  from  life  iiionld  fly, 
s  own  happinefs  himfelf,  and  die.  ^ 

oke.    The  band  his  potent  tongue  confefl, 
nerous  ardour  burn'd  in  every  breail.  %j^ 

;er  now  they  view,  with  watery  eyes, 
ft  revolving  circle  of  the  Ikies  j 
er  think  the  fetting  ftars  in  hafte, 
ider  flow  Bootes  moves  Jo  faft; 
ti  high  hearts  exulting  all,  and  gay,  ZZo 

ifli  for  light,  and  call  the. tardy  day, 
r  the  heavenly  axis  long  delays, 
the  radiant  figns  beneath  the  feas  .| 
's  twins  now  rofe  the  warmer  fun, 
ir  the  lofty  Crab  exalted  flione  ;  885 

night*s  fliorter  fliades  began  to  move, 
the  weft  Theflalian  Chiron  drove, 
h  the  morning's  purple  beams  difclofe 
e  horizon  covered  round  with  .foes ; 
k  and  fliore  the  crouding  Iftrlans  keep,      890 
reeks,  and  fierce  Liburnians  fpread  the  deep  i 
Jt,  ere  fury  lets  the  battle  loofe, 

wooes  them  with  the  terms  of  truce. 

Pompey's  chains  they  choofe  to  wear, 
tive  life  to  inftant  death  prefer.  S$$ 

)rave  youth,  regardlefs  of  his  might, 

the  fconi  of  lifci  and  hatlojg;  lights 
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Kdic^  orfncmi^  or  aid,  tEfcEt  iktj  ^bat, 
Bvt  oz  one  ccrtUD  tredi  in  dotth  aloBe* 
la  cppofitioB  ibm  awriule  ibej  ftood, 
Bot  ibon  were  iadify'd  whh  iMftik  blood. 
Then  turning  fFom  the  fee,  with  gidknt  prid^ 
If  tbeit  a  gencioot  yooth  (Vnlteins  ciyM) 
WWfe  worthy  Twofd  may  pierce  yoor  kader^s  fide  ? 
'He  laid;  and  at  the  fpoidy  fimn  e?  cry  part, 
A  hundred  pointed  weapons  itadiM  hit  heart ; 
Dying  he  pnu«*d  them  all^  but  him  the  chief, 
Whofe  eager  doty  hnnight  the  firft  relief : 
Beep  in  his  breaft  he  plungM  his  deadly  blade, 
And  with  a  grateful  ftrokc  the  friendly  gift  repayM 

At  once  all  mfli,  at  once  to  death  they  fly. 
And  on  each  other's  fword  alternate  die, 
Greedy  to  make  the  mifchief  all  their  own. 
And  arrogate  the  guilt  of  war  alone. 
A  fate  like  this  did  Cadmus'  har\^eft  prove. 
When  mortally  the  earth -bom  brethrfen  ftrove ; 
When,  by  each  other's  hands  of  life  bereft. 
An  omen  diri  to  future  Thebes  they  left. 
Such  was  the  rage  infpir'd  the  Colchian  fo^s. 
When  ^m  the  dragon's  wondrous  teeth  they  rofe ; 
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When  iirgM  by  charms,  and  magic*8  myftic  power^ 

They  dy'd  their  native  field  with  ftreaming  gore  j 

Till  ev'n  the  fell  enchantrels  ftood  difmayMi 

And  wonderM  at  the  mifchiefs  which  (he  made* '     939 

Furies  more  fierce  the  dying  Romans  feel, 

And  with  brave  breafts  provoke  the  lingering  ftcel  | 

With  fond  embraces  catch  the  deadly  darts. 

And  prefs  them  plunging  to  their  panting  hearts* 

No  wound  imperfe6l,  for  a  fecond  calls  j  935 

With  certain  aim  the  fure  deftru£limi  falls* 

This  laft  beft  gift,  this  one  unerring  blow. 

Sires,  fons,  and  brothers,  mutually  hettow  j 

Nor  piety,  nor  fond  remorfe  prevail^ 

And  if  they  fear,  they  only  fear  to  fail.  94^ 

Herewith  red  dreams  the  blufliing  waves  they  ftatn» 

Here  da(h  their  mangled  entrails  in  the  mahi. 

Here  with  a  laft  difdain  they  view  the  fkies. 

Shut  out  heaven's  hated  light  with  fcomful  eyes. 

And,  with  infulting  joy,  the  viftor  foe  defpife. 

At  length  the  heapy  ilaughter  rofe  on  high^ 

The  hoftile  chiefs  the  purple  pile  defcry; 

And  while  the  laft  accuftomM  rites  they  g^ve^ 

Scarcely  the  unexampled  deed  believe  : 

Much  they  admire  a  faith  by  death  approvM,  95^ 

And  wonder  lawlefs  power  could  e'er  be  thus  belov'd* 

Wide  through  mankind  eternal  fame  difplays 
This  harpy  crew,  this  fingle  veiTel's  praiie* 
But,  oh  1  the  ftory  of  the  godlike  rage 
Is  loft,  upon  a  vile,  degenerate  age  $  955 

The  bafe,  the  ilaviih  world  will  not  be  taught, 
With  how  much  eafc  their  fietdvm  iBAy  b«  \>wa^^ 
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Still  arbitrary  power  on  thrones  commands 

Still  liberty  Is  gaird  by  tyrants  banda. 

And  iwords  \n  v^n  are  trufted  to  our  bands 

Dh  1  death  ■  thou  pleating  end  of  human  woe^        961 

Thou  cntii  for  life,  thou  greatell  good  below ; 

Still  may^ft  thou  fly  the  coward  and  the  flave^ 

And  chy  foft  flumbera  only  blefs  the  brai?e* 

Nor  war's  pernicious  God  Icfs  havoc k  yields,       965 
Where  fwarthy  Libya  fpreids  her  fun -burnt  fie  ds. 
For  Curio  now  the  ftrctching  citnvas  fpread. 
And  from  Siciiian  Ihorea  his  navy  led^ 
To  Afric's  coalt  he  euls  die  foamy  way. 
Where  low  the  once  viflorious  Caitbage  lay.  fjQ 

There  landing  to  the  well-known  camp  he  liies^ 
Where  from  afar  the  diftant  fea«  he  ipies  j  '^ 

Where  Hagrada*$  dull  waves  the  Tands  divide. 
And  llowly  downward  roll  their  iluggiflj  tide* 
From  thence  he  feeks  the  heights  ten  own' d  by  fame. 
And  hal!0w  d  by  the  great  Cornelian  name  i  ^jS 

The  rocks  and  hill*  which  long,  traditions  fay^ 
Wiire  held  by  huge  Antaeus'*  horrid  fway. 
Here,  as,  by  chance,  he  lights  ujion  the  place. 
Curious  he  tries  the  re^^erend  tale  to  trace.  ^fo 

When  thus,  in  Jhort,  the  ruder  Libyans  tell,  , 
What  from  tbejr  ilres  they  heard,  and  how  the  cafe  befel, 

Tlie  teeming  earth,  for  ever  frcfli  and  young. 
Yet,  after  many  a  giant  Ton,  was  ftrong  j 
When  labourin^^  here,  with  the  prodigious  birth^  gf§ 
She  brought  her  youngeft-boro  Antseus  forth- 
Of  all  the  dreadful  brood  wbkh  erft  ftie  bore^ 
in  none  the  fiHiitful  beld«ine*^ory'd  more  s 
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Happy  for  thofe  above  flie  brought  him  not. 

Till  after  Phlegra's  doubtful  field  was  fought,        $90 

That  this,  her  darling,  might  in  force  excel> 

A  gift  ftie  gave :  whene'er  to  earth  he  fell. 

Recruited  ftrength  he  from  his  parent  drew. 

And  every  flackening  nerve  was  jftrung  anew. 

Yon  cave  his  den  he  made ;  where  oft  for  food,      995 

He  fnatch'd  the  mother  lion's  horrid  brood. 

Nor  leaves,  nor  fliaggy  hides,  his  couch  prepared. 

Torn  from  the  tiger,  or  the  fpotted  pard  j 

But  ftretch'd  along  the  naked  earth  he  lies : 

New  vigour  dill  the  native  earth  fupplies.  xooo 

Whatever  he  meets,  his  ruthjefs  hands  invade. 

Strong  in  himfelf,  without  his  mother's  aid. 

The  ftrangers  that  unknowing  feek  the  ihore» 

Soon  a  worfe  fhipwreck  on  the  land  deplore. 

Dreadful  to  all,  with  matchlefs  might  he  i*eigns, 

Sobs,  fpoils,  and  maflacres  the  fimple  fwains. 

And  all  unpeopled  lie  the  Libyan  plains. 

At  length,  around  the  trembling  nations  (pread. 

Fame  of  the  tyrant  to  Alcides.fled. 

The  Godlike  Hero,  born,  by  Jove's  decree,  xoi6 

To  fet  the  feas,  and  earth,  from  monfters  free  ) 

Hither  in  generous  pity  bent  his  courfe. 

And  fet  himfelf  to  prove  the  giant's  force. 

Now  met,  the  combatants  for  fight  provide^ 
And  either  doffs  the  lion's  yellow  hide.  10x5 

Bright  in  Olympic  oil  Alcides  fhone, 
Antaeus  with  his  mother's  duft  is  ftrown. 
And  feeks  her  friendly  force  to  aid  his  ewa# 

9  N«w 


I 


} 


"Jlita;  <:atwj  «nBD€  arr  m^iidi^'d  is  matr  £  fsM, 
Auc!^  £rfl<rt  «p  fstm,  iSatr  iktmffrm  ficn  ssd  bdU. 
f  .vmaipjb'^  l»cf<ffiB»  cadb  tentdf  a  frUwa  fioam, 
T'f^  £jul  a  foKe  dn»  csva!  to  1:^  #«ra. 
At  ifl0^  dK  |nod9a»  TiScr  Gml  pcmiTdly       30^5 
%</r  yet  dK  foe  -msk  all  Hs  forct  x&iTiL 
>  »i»t  4lrj0;fa3|:  fivcaes  fxdrw  ilie  isoBdkf's  IvDwsy 
A»d  pastJJt; duck,  wjdb hanhg 6i3t% hth!ow%i  ' 
Bj«  troDbSsng  lit:*!  d^  Ihflfnimg  Bcncs  coafie£s*d9 
A^  from  die  l>a9  Amnk  lus  jieUang  bmJL      1030 
Tlie  c0iu|iKfipr  poifoef ,  htt  anns  eofwior,  -^ 

Infolding  gnfCf  aod  inin  Ins  cnfliuag  clu]ie»  > 

While  bj«  broad  kcct  bears  forcdbl  011  his  groia.     3 
/,♦  '/?  ":  Ml  faJvjrir.g  feet  from  earth  he  rerds, 
Af.':  Of:  ^b*:  UrA\  J»j%  mighty  length  exttcds.         1055 
7  i.*:  p3m:l  etirth  her  rajiquifiiM  fon  deplores, 
A  f.'l  v/irh  ?i  touch  his  vigour  loft  rcftorc^  : 
)  .orii  his  f^iint  lirr.bs  the  clammy  dews  fhe  drains, 
/xiA  with  fttfti  ftrtams  recruits  his  ebbing  veins  j 
7I1'.'  murder  fwell,  the  hardening  iinews  rife,        J040 
Afi'l  burfting  from  th*  Herculean  graljp  he  flies. 
AftonifhM  at  the  fight  Alcides  ftood  :  'j 

l^or  more  he  wonder'd,  when  in  Lema*s  flood  > 

'1  tic  (i(':2uiful  fnake  her  falling  heads  renewed.  ^ 

or  nil  hi«  various  labours,  none  was  feen  J045 

With  c(juai  joy  by  heaven's  unrighteous  queen; 
3'lciii»'(l  (he  beheld,  wliat  toil,  what  pains  he  provM, 
lie  who  had  bcrne  the  weight  of  heaven  unmovM.. 
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Siidden  again  upon  the  foe  he  flew, 

The  falling  foe  to  earth  for  aid  withdrew  j  X05« 

The  earth  again  her  fainting  fon  fupplies^ 

And  with  redoubled  forces  bids  him  rife : 

Her  vital  powers  to  fuccour  him  (he  fends. 

And  earth  herfelf  with  Hercxdes  contends. 

Confcious  at  length  of  fuch  unequal  fight,  1055 

And  that  the  parent  touch  renewed  his  mighty 

No  longer  (halt  thou  fall,  Alcides  cryM, 

Henceforth  the  combat  (landing  (hall  be  tryM  j 

If  thou  wilt  lean,  to  me  alone  incline. 

And  reft  upon  no  other  breaft  but  mine.  1060 

He  faid  ;  and  as  he  faw  the  monfter  ftoop. 

With  mighty  arms  aloft  he  rears  him  up ! 

No  more  the  diftant  earth  her  fon  fupplies, 

LockM  in  the  hero's  ftrong  embrace  he  lies  ; 

Nor  thence  difmifs'd,  nor  trufted  to  the  ground,   1065 

Till  death  in  every  frozen  limb  was  found. 

Thus,  fond  of  tales,  our  anceftors  of  old 
The  ftory  to  their  childrens  children  told  5 
From  thence  a  title  to  the  land  they  gave. 
And  caird  this  hollow  rock  Antxus'  cave.  XO70 

But  greater  deeds  this  rifmg  mountain  grace. 
And  Scipio*s  name  ennobles  much  the  place ; 
While,  fixing  here  his  famous  camp,  he  calls 
Fierce  Hannibal  from  Rome's  devoted  walls. 
As  yet  the  mouldering  works  remain  in  view,       1071 
Where  dreadful  once  the  Latian  eagles  flew. 

Fond  of  the  profperous  viftorious  name. 
And  trufting  fortune  would  be  ftill  the  fame, 
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Hitlier  bb  hsplds  cnfigns  Cuno  lesd^t 

And  ha'c  hh  uoauipicious  cunp  he  ^rra4s«  jdlv 

A  hetcc  fypcrior  foe  hU  anns  pmvokcr 

And  rob  the  hills  of  all  Oatir  ancient  Itick. 
Ccr  all  the  Roman  powders  in  Libj-a*s  land, 
Thea  Atids  Vartts  bore  fupreme  commimd  § 
Nor  trufting  In  the  Latiao  ftrciigth  a] one,  I^^C 

With  foreign  force  be  fortify'd  his  o^vn  j 
Summoti'd  the  fwartby  monarchs  all  from  far. 
And  caird  remotcfl  Juba  forth  to  war. 
OVr  many  a  country  run*  his  wide  command, 
To  Aflat  hiige^  ^nd  Gades*  wcftern  ftrand  5       *  i^S* 
From  thence  to  homed  Ammonia  fane  renown'd* 
And  the  wafle  Syrts  unboipitable  bound  : 
Southward  as  far  he  reigns^  ^nd  ruh&  alone 
The  fultiy  regions  of  the  burning  zone. 
With  bim,  unnumber'd  nationii  marcb  along,       1095 
Tk'  Aotololps  with  wild  Numidians  throng  j 
Tbe  rough  Geiulian,  with  his  ruder  SLtcd ; 
The  Moor,  refembling  Iiidia'*s  fwarthy  breed  3 
Poor  Naffimonsj  and  G adamantines  join'd, 
y/'iih  fwift  Maim  an  dans  that  match'd  the  windi  itoo 
The  Ma/aifj  bred  tbe  trembling  dart  to  throw, 
Sui^  as  the  ihaft  that  leaves  the  Parthian  bow  j 
With  thefc  Manila's  nimble  horfemen  ride,  ^ 

They,  not  the  bit,  nor  curbing  rein  provide,  p 

3Jut  with  light  rods  the  well -taught  courfer  guide.     -^ 
From  lonely  cots  the  Libyan  hunters  came,  "J 

Who  ft  111  uimrmM  invade  the  favage  game^  V 

And  with  fj>reud  martin  lawny  lions  taine,  V. 

I  But 
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But  not  Rome's  fate,  nor  civil  rage  aJohe; 
Incite  the  monarch  Pompey's  caufe  to  own  5  lii© 

Stung  by  refehting  wrath,  the  war  he  fought. 
And  deep  difpleafures  pad  by  Curio  wrought. 
He,  when  the  tribune's  facred  power  he  gain*d. 
When  juftice,  laws,  and  gods  were  all  prophan'd. 
At  Juba's  ancient  fceptre  aim'd  his  hate,  1115 

And  ftrove  to  rob  him  of  his  royal  feat : 
From  a  juft  prince  would  tear  his  native  right. 
While  Rome  was  made  a  flave  to  lawlefs  might. 
The  king,  revolving  caufes  from  afar. 
Looks  on  himfelf  as  party  to  the  w?ir.  .  iiab 

That  grudge,  too  well  remembering,  Curib  knew  5 
To  this  he  joins,  his  troops  to  Caefar  new. 
None  of  thofe  old  experienced  faithful  bands, 
NursM  in  his  fear,  and  bred  to  his  commands  5' 
But  a  loofe,  neutral,  light,  uncertain  train,  1115   . 

Late  with  Corfinium's  captive  fortrefs  ta'en. 
That  wavering  paufc,  and  doubt  for  whom  to  ftrike. 
Sworn  to  both  fides,  and  true  to  both  alike. 
The  cai*eful  chief  beheld,  with  anxious  heart. 
The  faithlefs  ccntinels  each  night  defert :  1136 

Then  thus,  refolving,  to  himfelf  he  cry'd, 
By  daring  (hews  our  greateft  fears  we  hide : 
Then  let  me  hafte  to  bid  the  battle  join,  ^ 

And  lead  my  army,  while  it  yet  is  mine  5  > 

Leifure  and  thinking  ftill  to  change  incline.  J* 

Let  war,  and  aftion,  bufy  thought  control. 
And  find  a  full  employment  for  the  foul. 
When  with  drawn  fwords  detcrmin^d  foldiers  ftand. 
When  ihame  is  loft>  and  fury  prompts  the  hand, 

0  3  What 


Aad  hsm^stj  is  sis  own  laarrr^  ^ 
Q^nsm  ks  kks  is  error  to  31£3£££B^ 
AadCii]  pRsenr  tkes  coK^dot,  asd  ts^, 
Sikst  be  »afrtr<  ok  ia  Stkixt  Mt, 
Aad  kc^s  kis  BBaben  c&osib  firaoK  k«d  icport. 
SabiHiia,  great  m  tbc  Xssi&iB  xace, 
AjkI  fixcod  to  tbeir  fwAit^^  kii^  im  pcaot^ 
foil  witk  a  dxiiai  fieadcr  baad  precc^cfy 
And  Stenan^j  the  Uxce  c£  ]tsm  iodi  z 
While  liiddea  he,  tbc  Fciaoe  kixsielt,  rnmms. 
And  in  afecrct  Tzle  kis  hod^  cosfmns. 
Tiros  eft  th*  IchaciuDBCy  oa  tbe  hin'cs  of  NUe^ 
IsTaxks  the  deadly  Afpk  by  a  wile  j 
While  artfnihjr  hi*  fimder  tail  :>  play'd. 
The  ibpeot  darts  &po&  the  rland^g  ihade  $  1170 
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'then  tuming  on  the  foe  with  fwift  furprize. 
Full  at  his  throat  the  nimble  feizer  flies  : 
The  gafping  fnake  expires  beneath  the  wound. 
His  gufhing  jaws  with  poifonous  floods  abound. 
And  fhed  the  fruitlefs  mifchief  on  the  ground* 
Nor  fortune  fail'd  to  favour  his  intent^ 
But  crown'd  the  fraud  with  profperous  event* 
Curio,  unknowing  of  the^hoilile  power. 
Commands  his  horfe  the  doubtful  plain  to  fcour. 
And  ev'n  by  night  the  regions  round  explore. 
Himfelf,  though  oft  forewarn'd  bf  friendly  care. 
Of  Punic  frauds,  and -danger  to-- beware,. 
Soon  as  the  dawn  of  early  day  was  broke^- 
His  camp,  with  all  the  moving  foot,  forfook. 
It  feem'd,  neceflity  infpir'd  the  deed,  11S5' 

•  And  Fate  reqiiirM  the  daring  youth  fhould  bleed. 
War,  that  curft  war  which  he  himfelf  begjan. 
To  death  and  ruin  drove  him  headlong. on. 
O'er  devious  rocks,  long  time,  his  way  he  takes. 
Through  rugged  paths,  and  rude  incumbering  brakes  j 
Till,  from  afar,  at  length  the  hills  difclofe, 
AiTembling  on  their  heights,  his  diftant  foes. 
Oft  hafty  flight  with  fwift  tttnat  they  feign^. 
To  draw  th'  unwary  leader  to  the  plain. 
Hey  rafh  and  ignorant  of  Libyan  wiles,  ^^9T 

Wide  o'er  the  naked  champain  fpreads  his  files  ; 
When,  fudden,  all  the  circling  mountains  round 
With  numblefs  Numidians  thick  are  crown'dj 
At  once  the  rifing  ambufli  (lands  confels'd. 
And  dread  flrikes  cold  on  every  Roman  brcail.      I2D<>' 
O  4.  lUV^VtiU 
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'  di*  iiti|ieodiiig  danger  nigli^ 
"  ^U»t  ^fa^  nor  coward  fij^, 
w  it&  nrgk^  die  tTump^ra  fo^ndf 

wi  fttient  anicur  fsiws  the  ground  ; 

B  bamp*  the  bit,  nor  tug*  the  rtin,      iit«  j  ' 

ar  '*«  rar&r  ^^i"  fli^^  his  flowing  mane ; 

Witl  EWc^t  !i!S  fmoking  limb*  are  fpread, 

An<^  -iabotir'd  hasgs  hh  heavy  head  i 

Hg  with  pantings  thick,  his  brt^th  he  dravrs, 

W  ikh  hcgrimts  hi*  cbmmy  jaws  J         iiiO 

Caj^j  id(fr*s  ncarteuirg  voice  he  hears, 

And  mortoijief^  the  wound ing  fpur  he  bears. 
At  length  J  by  Avord^  and  goading  darts  compelled, 
Uronifli  he  drag*  his  load  atrofs  the  field  ; 
Nor  once  attempts  to  charge ,  but  drooping  goes,  it.t$ 
Td  hmr  hi-  cN  Irtrr  lord  amid  ft  his  foes. 

Not  fo  the  Libyans  fierce  their  onfet  make; 
With  thundering  hoofs  the  fandy  foil  they  ftiake  ; 
Thick,  o'er  the  battle  wavy  clouds  arife,  "^ 

As  when  through  Thrace,  Biftonian  Boreas  flies,      ^ 
Involves  the  day  in  duft,  and  darkens  all  the  ikies*      J 
And  now  the  Latian  foot  encompafsM  round. 
Are  malfacred,  and  trodden  to  the  ground  j 
None  in  refiftance  vainly  prove  their  might. 
But  death  is  all  the  bufinefs  of  the  fight.  1225 

Thicker  than  hail  the  fteely  fhowers  defcend  5 
Beneath  the  weight  the  falling  Romans  bend. 
On  every  fide  the  Shrinking  front  grows  lefs. 
And  to  the  centre  madly  all  they  prefs  : 
Fear,  uproar,  and  difmay,  increafe  the  cry,  1130 

'^fufhing,  and  cruih'dj  aa  aimed  croud  they  die  % 
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Ev'n  thronging  on  their  fellows  fwords  they  run. 
And  the  foes'  bufmefs  by  themfelves  is  done. 
But  the  fierce  Moors  difdain  a  croud  ihould  (hare 
The  praife  of  conqueft,  or  the  taflc  of  war:  123^ 

Rivers  of  blood  they  wifli^  and  hills  of  (lain. 
With  mangled  carcafes  to  ftrow  the  plain. 

Genius  of  Carthage  !  rear  thy  drooping  head. 
And  view  thy  fields  with  Roman  (laughter  fpread. 
Behold,  oh  Hannibal,  thoXi  hoftile  (hade ! 
A  large  amends  by  fortune's  hand  is  made. 
And  the  loft  Punic  blood  is  well  repay'd. 
Thus  do  the  gods  the  caufe  of  Pompey  blefs  ? 
Thus !  is  it  thus,  they  give  our  arms  fuccefs  ? 
Take,  Afric,  rather  take  the  horrid  good,  124^ 

And  make  thy  own  advantage  of  our  blood. 

The  duft,  at  length,  in  crimfon  floods  was  laid. 
And  Curio  now  the  dreadful  field  furvcy'd. 
He  faw  'twas  loft,  and  knew  in  vain  to  ftrive. 
Yet  bravely  fcorn'd  to  fly,  or  to  furvive ;  I25#. 

And  though  thus  driven  to  death,  he  met  it  well. 
And  in  a  croud  of  dying  Romans  fell. 

Now  what  avail  thy  popular  arts  and  fame. 
Thy  reftlefs  mind  that  (hook  thy  country's  frame  j 
Thy  moving  tongue  that  knew  fo  well  to  charm,  X25C 
And  urge  the  madding  multitude  to  arm  ? 
What  boots  it,  to  have  fold  the  fenate's  right. 
And  driven  the  furious  leaders  on  to  fight? 
Thou  the  firft  victim  of  thy  war  art  flain. 
Nor  (halt  thou  fee  Pharfalia's  fatal  plain,  1260 

Behold  I  ye  potent  troublers  of  the  ftate. 

What  wretched  ends  on  ouxlk  ambition  wait ! 

Set  I 
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Sec!  vkciCf  apRjy  vabafjfiCiuioIicsy  ^- 

To  cTcij  finrl  that  ^riags  the  Libjan  ftiet* 
Oh !  woe  the  gods  as  gtacioas  as  lefcn^  laC^ 

Woe  Hba^,  like  vengesmcc^  till  their  care; 
ThenJtooKl  ifhatcbji^  whatpe(^ai^*iltho»fi^'y 
If  Pnitkknce  woald  cq^nally  deoce,  V 

To  pmi&-t]EniitS9  aad-prefertc  thee  firet.  3 

Nor  jet^  oh-generous  Cuiio  1  lliall  my  yerle      ixj*-  ^ 
Fofgjet,  diypniir,  thyTutnes,  texehc^rCe: 
'fhy  vhtnef,  which  with  enTions  time  ihall  ftriTC^ 
And  to  ioccccding  age»  long  Ainrive. 
In  all  oor  pregnant  mochcrH  tribes^  befoff^ 
ACsmo£  nobkr  hope  ihe  never  hope  s  i*7S>^ 

*A  fool  more  bri^t,  more-gyrca^-  flie  never  knew,  \ 

While  to  thy  country^s  inteieft  thou  wert  true*  i'. 

But  thy  bad  fate  o'er-mrd  thy  native  worth,  - 

And  in  an  age  abandonM- brought  thee  forth  ; 
When  Vice  in  triumph  through  the  city  pafs'd,      1280 ' 
And  dreadful  wealth  and  power  laid  all  things  wafte.- 
The  fweeping  ftream  thy  better  purpofe  crofs'd,. 
And  in  the  headlong  torrent  wert  thou  loil* 
Much  to  the  ruin  of  the  ftate  was  done,  "%' 

When  Curio  by  the  Gallic  fpoils  was  won ;  $^ 

Curio,  the  hope  of  Rome,  and  her  moft  worthy  fon.    J 
Tyrants  of  old,  whom  former  times  record. 
Who  ruPd,  and  ravag'd  with  the  murdering  fword  j 
Sylla  whom  fuch  unbounded  power  made  proud  j 
Marius,  and  Cinna,  red  with  Roman  blood  j        iio*^ 
Ev'n  Caefar's  mighty  race  who  lord  it  now. 
Before  whofe  throne  the  fubje6l  nations  bow, 
All  bought  that  power  which  lavifti  Curio  fold,. 
Curio,  who  baiter'd  liberty  for  gold,- 
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BOOK      V. 

THE      AI.GUMENT. 

&  Epirus  the  confuls  aiTemble  Ae  fenate,  who  unani- 
mottfly  appoint  Pompey  general  of  the  war  againft 
CaefaTy  and  decree  public  thanks  to  the  feveral 
princes  and  ftatet  who  afEfted  the  commonwealtk« 
Appius,  at  that  time  praetor  of  Achaia,  confults  the 
Oracle  of  Delphos,  concerning  the  event  of  the  civil- 
war.  Andy  upon  thig  occafion,  the  poet  goes  into 
a  digreffion  concerning  the  origin,  the  naanner  of 
die  &Ureryf  and  the  prefent  iilence  of  that  oracle-. 
From  Spain,  Caefar  returns  int6  Italy,  where  he 
auells  a  mutiny  in  his  army,  and  punilhes  the  of- 
tenders.  From  Placentna,  wheie  this  diforder  hap- 
pened, he  orders  them  to  march  to  Brundufium  ; 
where,  after  a  (hort  turn  to  Rome,  and  aflumin^  the 
confulfhip,  or  rather  the  fupreme  power,  he  joins 
them  hiojyfelf.  From  Brundufium,  though  it  was 
then  the  middle  of  winter,  he  tranfports  part  of  his 
army  by  Tea  to  Epirus,  and  lands  at  Palaefte.  Pom- 
pey, who  then  lay  about  Candavia,  hearing  o£ 
Caefar^s  arrival,  and  being  in  pain  for  Dyrrachium^ 
marched  that  way  :  On  the  banks  of  the  river  Apfus, 
they  met'  and  incamped  clofe  together.  Cxfar  was 
not  yet  joined  by  that  part  of  his  troops  which  he. 
had  left  behind  him  at  Brundufium,  under  the  com- 
mand of  Mark  Anthony  5  and  being  uneafy  at  his 
delays  leaves  his  camp  by  night,  and  ventures  over 
a  tempelluous  fea  in  a  fmall  bark  to  haftcn  the  tranf- 
port.  Upon  Caefar  joining  his  forces  together, 
Fompey  perceived  that  the  war  would  now  probably 
be  foon  decided  by  a  battle ;  and  upon  that  con-- 
iideration,  refolved  to  fend  his  wife  to  expe£l  the 
event  at  Le(bo8.  Their  parting,  which  isextremelif 
moving,  concludes  this  boolw. 
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THUS,  equal  fortune  holds  a  while  the  fcalr. 
And  buls  the  leading  ckrtfs  by  turns  prtvail  9 
In  doubt  tht  gotidefsj  yet,  their  fate  dttaine, 
And  keeps  the^j  for  Emathia  a  fatal  plains. 
And  nt>w  tlit  letting  Pleiades  grew  low,  1^ 

The  hiik  ttood  hoary  iJi  December's  fnow| 
The  folemn  felon  was  approacliing  near,  ^ 

When  oth tr  iiames  reiiewM  the  Fatti  wear,  > 

And  double  Janus  kads  the  coming  year.  J 

The  confuU,  while  their  rods  they  yet  remained,         to. 
While,  yet,  ibme  fliew  of  liberty  maititnin'd, 
With  miilives  roimd  the  fcatter'd  fathers  greet. 
And  ill  Epinis  bid  the  fenatc  m^et. 
There  the  great  rulers  of  the  Roinan  ftate. 
In  foreign  feats,  confnlting,  meanly  fate,  1^ 

No  face  of  war  the  grave  aJlembly  wea.Kj 
But  civil  power  in  peaceful  pomp  appears  : 
The  purple  order  to  their  place  refort, 
While  waiting  li6lors  guard  the  crouded  court. 
No  fa^lion  thefe,  nor  party,  feem^  to  be,  2# 

But  a  full  fenate,  legal,  juft,  and  free. 
Great,  as  he  is,  here  Pompey  ftands  confeft 
A  private  man,  and  one  among  the  r^. 

Their  mutual  groans,  at  length,  and  murmurs  ceafe. 
And  every  mournful  found  is  huili'd  in  peace  j  25 

When  from  the  confular  diftinguiih'd  throne. 
Sublimely  raisM,  thus  Lentulus  begun. 

If  yet  our  Roman  virtue  is  the  fame. 
Vet  worthy  of  the  race  from  which  we  came. 
And  e/nuJates  our  great  forefathers  name^ 

tel 


r.- j=r  irj^c"*>'»  '""^  * '^^  »in\.  nil'*  •»•      '  *' 
rz_   -zrrr  i?.Ti-^-*  t*M«  \o  o\ulrli imn. 

2.1-  _^  fi:;?.  f,«;*\  *-.n\-,  \  \\\\  IwnuH  lniiH. 
-IT  iliziir;"*  xViVxl  \\\\\\\\ \   «ilm 

Tzi:  r=*.y  **jj;.U  ih»\\*»  oi   Mnim,  h  !•' •• 
Fcr  -s-jijthcr  to  tho  N\uthi'ii\  \\\M  »«t  ^4-1, 

Cr  -'"-ithrr  in  iholc  \\i\xv\  \\\\\w^  w*  Wmmi, 
v.'-, if;  r.:-r.t  m.l  vby  wiih  x'x\\\.\\  \m\\\\^  iiiuiti  | 
1~z.*  v.-:r'.i  ftsil  Kill  ;u-kno\\  KaIi^c  us  id  )u«ttl, 
Ar.i  cir.pire  :V;!ow  whcivuvVr  \xi'  Ui.l. 
\V>.ir.  Gi."i:j  ri-in;$  the  Innninj;;  »»t\  fji, 
A:  ^  -it?  i^^^::^e  with  hor  CV.milKi'i  AwAu 
Bwi-.=  :i:h  ror.iken  roof*  pivxul  Cxim  t\\\\i\*t 
Gur  vjc.i:it  court:*,  ami  iilciu  l.i\VMAinitiau»a4 
While  Ihvts  obciiicnt  to  his  t\r:nir  will, 
Out!:iws,  anJ  pmfli:;nics,  his  iVnatr  lit!  | 
With  him  a  brmilliM  i^uilty  croiul  appiMr, 
All  tlni  arc  jull  iinJ  in>n)cc!it  ;iri'  lii-u*. 
3DilWrs\i  by  war,  tlu»iii;h  j'.uilili-lj:  of   ii;i  ulinrNa 
Our  .)ulvr  yii-Klcii  to  ilu'li*  impii»\is  timrs  ( 
At  lcni;th  ivluriiinij  i-ac  h  iVom  his  ivtimt, 
In  happy  hour  the  IcattcrM  mi"m!)rrs  incil. 
Tlic  gods  and  fortune  grcit  us  on  the  w;iy. 
And  with  thj  world  loll  Italy  rquy. 
Upon  Illyria*8  f.ivouraMc  c.mII, 
Vulttius  with  hi',  i'uriuui  hand  uic  loll  j 
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mrkife  lU  bold  CuiiOf  on  the  Libyan  pi  aid. 

One  half  of  Cscikr*!  i^nators  lie  flilii, 
March  then,  ye  warrjora  I   iccon^I  fate's  defign. 
And  to  the  leading  gods  your  ardotir  join,  S| 

With  equal  cooiltaocy  to  hactle  come^ 
As  when  you  0111111)^  the  foe,  and  left  yournadfe  Rooqc, 
The  period  of  the  confuls  power  h  near. 
Who  yield  our  Fafce$  with  the  ending  j'ear  -, 
But  you,  ye  fathers,  whom  we  ftill  ubey,  70 

Who  ru!e  maukmd  with  undetermmM  fway. 
Attend  the  public  weal,  witli  faithfttJ  care, 
And  bid  our  greateft  Pompey  lead  the  war. 
In  loud  applaufe  the  plcas'd  aiiembly  job, 

.  And  to  the  glorious  talk  the  chief  aflign  :  7  j 

in^Tountry'a  fate  they  truft  to  him  alone. 
And  bid  him  fight  Rome^s  battles,  and  his  own*  < 

^ext,  to  their  friends  their  thanks  are  dtalt  around. 
And  fomc  with  giftSj  and  fome  withpniife  ace  crowned  : 
Of  thefc,  the  chief  are  Rhodes,  by  Phoebus  lov'd,      Z9 
An3  Sparta  rough,  in  virtue*s  lore  approved. 

Of  Athens  much  they  fpeak ;  Maflilia's  aid 

Is  with  her  parent  Phocis*  freedom  paid. 

Deiotarus  his  truth  they  much  commend. 

Their  dill  unlhaken  faithful  Aiian  friend.  S5 

Srave  Cotys  and  his  valiant  fon  they  g^ce^ 

With  bold  Rhaiipolis  from  ftornay  Thrace. 

While  gallant  Juba  juftly  is  decreed 

To  his  patemil  fceptre  to  fucceed. 

And  thou  too,  Ptolemy,  (unrighteous  fate  I)  99 

tVert  rais'd  unworthy  to  the  regal  ftate  j 

The 
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The  crown  upon  thy  peijiir'd  temples  (hone, 
That  once  was  borne  by  Philip's  godlike  fon. 
0*er  ^gypt  (hakes  the  boy  his  cruel  fword : 
(Oh !  that  he  had  been  only  -Egypt's  lord  !)  95 

But  the  dire  gift  more  dreadful  mifchicfs  wait. 
While  Lagos'  fceptre  gives  him  Pompey's  fate  ; 
Preventing  Caefar's,  and  his  (ifter^s  hand. 
He  feiz'd  his  parricide,  and  her  command. 

Th'  aflembly  rofe,  and  all  on  war  intent  100 

Buftle  to  arms,  and  blindly  wait  th'  event. 
Appius  alone,  impatient  to  be  taught. 
With  what  the  threatening  future  times  were  fraught. 
With  bufy  curiofity^plores 

The  dreadful  purpofe  of  the  heavenly  powers.         105 
To  Delphos  (Iraight  he  flies,  where  long  the  god 
In  iilence  had  po(rers'd  his  clofe  abode  j 
His  oracles  had  long  been  known  to  ceafe, 
And  the  prophetic  virgin  liv'd  in  peace. 

Between  the  ruddy  weft  and  eaftern  ikies,  xjo 

In  the  mid-earth  PamaiTus'  tops  arife : 
To  Phoebus,  and  the  chearful  god  of  wine, 
Saered  in  common  ftands  the  hill  divine.  X13 

Still  as  the  third  revolving  year  comes  round. 
The  Maenades,  with  leafy  .chaplets  crown*d. 
The  double  deity  in  folemn  fongs  refound. 
When,  o'er  the  world,  the  deluge  wide  was  fpread. 
This  only  mountain  rear'd  his  lofty  head  5 
One  riflng  rock,  prefervM,  a  bound  was  given, 
JBetween  the  va'fty  deep,  and  ambient  heaven*         no 

Her^ 
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Hrrc,  to  revenge  long'-?cx''<3  Latona'^s  p:iinj 

Python  by  infant  Pa^aq's  darts  was  flulu, 

Whiie  yet  the  realm  was  hs^ld  by  Themis'  righteous 

reign . 

But  when  the  god  pcrcelv"*d,  how  Frotn  below 
The  cynlciotis  caves  diviner  breath itigs  blow,  iz^ 

Mow  vapours  could  unfold  th""  enquirer's  doonn, 
Ar^d  tallcjflg  wmd^  could  fpca^k  of  things  to  come  j 
Deep  in  the  liollows  plunging  he  retired. 


1 


Tbere^  v(?(tb  foretelling  ivry  fird  inlpir'd,  ^^ 


■From  thence  the  prophet's  art  and  honours  heacqivirM.  J 
So  mns  the  tale.     And  oh  !  what  god  indeed      J51 
Wkhin  this  gloomy  cavern's  depth  is  hid  ? 
Whnt  power  divine  forfakes  the  hea vena's  fairlijght, 
To  dwell  with  earth,  and  everlading  night  ? 
What  is  this  fpirit,  potent^  wife*  and  great,  *3S^  1 

Who  deigns  to  make  a  mortal  frame  his  feat  |  \ 

Who  the  long  chain  of  fecret  canjes  knows, 
Whofe  oracles  the  years  to  cotne  difclofe  ;  ■ 

Who  through  eternity  at  once  forefees,  I 

And  tells  that  fate  which  he  liiinfKlf  decrees  }  14.0 

Part^of  that  foul^  perhaps,  which  moves  in  all, 
Whofe  enei^  informs  the  pendeiit  tall,*,' 
Through  this  dark  paflage  feel^s  the  realnts  aboVe^ 
And  ftrives  to  re-uti?te  itfeif  ^6  Jove. 
Whatever  the' Bsembti,  when  he  ftahds  confeft         145' 
Within  his  raging' pricftefs'  panting  bicafl-, 
Dreadful  Ms 'godhfead  from  the  virgin  breaks, 
And  thundering  from  her* foamy  tnouth  he  ipeak'sl 

Such 
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SCch  is  the  burft  of  bellowing  Etna's  found. 
When  fair  Sicilians  pallures  Ihake  around ;  150 

Soch  from  Inarimc  Typhoeus  roars. 
While  rattling  rocks  beftrew  Campania's  /hores. 

The  liftening  god,  ftill  ready  with  replies, 
To  none  his  aid,  or  oracle,  denies  j 
•  Yet,  wife  and  righteous  ever,  fcoms  to  hear  15  ^ 

The  fool's  fond  wiflies,  or  the  guilty's  prayer  9 
Though  vainly  in  repeated  vows  they  truft. 
None  e*er  find  grace  before  him,  but  the  juft. 
Oft  to  al>ani(h^d,  wandering,  houfelefs  race> 
The  facrcd  diftates  have  aflign'd  a  jplace.  jSq 

Olt'from  the  ftrong  heiaves  the  weak  in  war «  -^ 

This  truth,  ye  Salaminian  feas,  declare !  C 

And  heals  the  "barren  land,  and  peftilential  air.         J 
Of  all  the  wants  with  which  this  age  is  curft. 
The  Delphic  filence  furely  is  the  worft.  16^ 

But  tyrants,  juftly  f.arful  of  their  doom, 
Forbid  the  gods  to  tell  us  what  's  to  come. 
Mean -while,  the  prophctefs  may  well  rejoice. 
And  blefs  tlie  ceafing  of  the  facred  voice  : 
Since  death  too  oft  her  holy  tafk  attends,  170 

And  immature  her  dreadful  labour  ends. 
Torn  by  the  fierce  diftra6ling  rage  fhe  fprings^ 
And  dies  beneath  the  god  for  whom  fhc  fings.  ' 

Thefc  filent  caves,  thefe  Tripods  long  unmov'd, 
Anxious  for  Rome,  inquiring  Appius  proved:        175 
Re  bids  the  guardian  of  the  dread  abode 
Send  in  the  trembling  prieflefs  to  the  god. 
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Xhe  reverend  fire  the  Latlan  chief  obeyed, 

And  fudden  feiz'd  the  unfuipc^ing  maid, 

Where  cardefs  in  the  peaceful  grove  flie  ftray'd, 

rifmay^dj  aghart>  and  pale,  ht  drags  her  on; 

fche  ftops,  and  itrives  thi?  fatal  taik  to  ihun  i 

Subdued  by  force^  to  fraud  and  ait  ilie  flies. 

And  thus  to  turn  the  Roman's  purpofc  tries  ; 

What  ciinous  hcpes  thy  ivandering  fancy  raove,     i8^ 

Thelilent  Ddphic  ordde  to  prove? 

In  vain,  Auibnian  Appius,  art  thou  come; 

Long  has  our  Phcebus  and  his  cave  been  dumb. 

Whether,  difdaining  us,  the  facrcd  voice 

Has  made  Ibme  other  dilbnt  Jand  its  choice  ;  i^^ 

Or  virhetherj  when  the  tierce  barbaj  lans'  iires 

Low  in  the  duil  had  bid  one  Jofty  fpires. 

In  heaps  the  mouldering  afties  heavy  rod, 

And  chok'd  the  channels  of  the  breathing  god : 

Or  whether  heaven  no  longer  gives  replies,  195 

But  bids  the  Sibyls  myftic  verfe  fuffice  5 

Or,  if  he  deigns  not  this  bad  gge  to  bear. 

And  holds  the  world  unworthy  of  his  care ; 

Whatever  the  caufe,  our  god  has  long  been  mute. 

And  anfwers  not  to  any  fuppliant^s  fuit.  20ft 

But,  ahi  too  vvell  her  artifice  is  known. 
Her  fears  confefs  the  god,  whom  they  difown* 

Howe'er,  each  rite  ihe  feemingly  prepares  j 

A  fillet  gathers  up  her  foremoft  hairs  5 

Whilethe  white  wreath  and  bays  her  temples  bind,  205 

And  knit  the  loofer  l^cks  which  flow  behind. 

Sudden,  the  ftronger  prieft,  though  yet  fhe  ftrives. 

The  lingering  maid  within  the  temple  drives : 

But 
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Bat  ftill  Oie  fears,  ftlil  (huns  the  dreadful  ihn'ne, 

l^ags  ia  the  outer  fpace,  and  feigns  the  rage  divine,  ftzo 

But  far  unlike  the  god,  her  calmer  breaft 

No  ftrong  enthufiaftic  throes  tonfeft  $ 

No  terrors  in  ker  ftarting  hairs  were  ieen. 

To  caft  from  off  her  -brow  the  wreathing  green; 

No  broken  accents  half  obftmfled  hung,  215 

Nor  fwelling  murmurs  roll  her  labouring  tongue. 

From  her  fierce  jaws  no  founding  horrors  come, 

N«  thunders  bellow  through  the  working  foam. 

To  rend  the  fpacious  cave,  and  ihake  die  vaulted  dome.  ] 

Too  plain,  the  peaceful  groves  and  fane  betrayed   210 

The  wily,  fearful,  god-diflembling'maid. 

The  f\inous  Roman  foon  the  fraud  efpy*d. 

And,  Hope  not  thou  to  *fcape  my  rage,  he  cry'd  j 

Sore  flialt  thou  rue  thy  fond  deceit,  profane, 

^The  gods  and  Appius  are  not  mocked  in  vain)      115 

Unlefs  thou  ceafe  thy  mortal  founds  to  tell, 

Unlefs  thou  plunge  thee  in  the  myftic  cell, 

Unlefs  the  gods  themfelves  reveal  the  doom, 

Which  (hall  befall  the  warring  world  and  Rome. 

He  fpoke,  and,  awM,  Isy'the  fiiperior  dread,      %i9 

The  trembling  prieftefs  to  the  Tripod  fled  : 

Clofe  to  the  holy  breathing  vent  flie  cleaves. 

And  largely  the  unwonted  god  receives. 

Nor  age  the  potent  fpirit  had  decayM, 

But  with  full  force  he  fills  the  heaving  maid ;         155 

Nor  e'er  fo  ftrong  infpiring  Paean  came. 

Nor  ftretch'd,  as  now,  her  agonizing  frames 

The  mortal  mind  driv*n  out  forfook  her 'breaft. 

And  the  ible  godhead  every  part  pofleft. 

P  %  ^ts^ 
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Now  fwelJ  her  vein?;,  her  turgid  finews  rife, 

And  bounding  frantic  througJi  the  cave  flie  flits  j 

Her  briftling  locks  the  wrcathy  filJet  fcom, 

And  her  fierce  feet  the  tumbling  Tripods  fpurn* 

Now  wild  (he  dances  o'er  the  vacant  fancj 

And  whids  her  gidd^  headj  and  bellows  with  the  pain* 

Nar  yet  the  lefs  tb*  avenging  wi^thful  god  a+6 

Pours  in  his  iires,  and  fliakes  his  ibiinding  rods 

He  la(hcs  now,  and  goads  her  on  araain  i 

And  now  he  cliecks  her  ftubborn  to  the  rein. 

Curbs  in  her  tongue,  juft  labouring  to  difclofe,       aja 

Aud  fpeak  that  fate  which  in  her  bofom  glows* 

Ages  on  ages  throe g*  a  painful  load, 

MjTiads  of  images,  and  myriad  a  croud  j 

Men  J  times,  and  things,  or  prefent,  or  to  come. 

Work  I  about  in  g  up  and  down,  and  urge  for  room*  155 

W'^hatever  is,  fhall  be,  or  e'er  has  been^ 

Rolls  in  her  thought,  and  to  her  fight  is  feen. 

The  ocean's  utmoft  bounds  her  eyes  explore. 

And  number  every  fand  on  every  fliore ; 

Nature,  and  all  her  works,  at  once  they  fee,  *6o 

Know  when  ftie  firft  be^^un,  and  when  her  end  ihall  be. 

And  as  the  Sib/   oucein  Cumae's  cell. 
When  vulgar  fates  ihe  proudly  ceasM  to  tell, 
The  Roman  deftiny  diftinguiih'd  took. 
And  kept  it  careful  in  her  facred  book ;  iC^ 

So  now,  Phemonoe,  in  crouds  of  thought, 
The  iingle  doom  of  Latian  Appius  fought. 
Nor  in  that  mafs,  where  multitudes  abound, 
A  private  fortune  can  with  cafe  be  found. 

But 
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At  length  her  foamy  mouth  begins  to  flow,  zjo 

Oroans  more  diftinft,  and  plainer  murmurs  go  i 
A  doleful  howl  the  roomy  cavern  fliook. 
And  thus -the  calmer  maid- in  fainting  accents  fpoke: 

While  guilty  rage  the  world  tumult«ou»  rends. 
In  peace  for  thee,  Euboea's  vale  attends  ;  275 

Thithcrr  as  to  thy  refuge,  (halt  thou  fly. 
There  find  repofe,  and  unmolefted  lye* 
She  faid  j  the  god*  her  labouring  tongue  fuppreft, 
Atid  in'  eternal  darknefs  veilM  the  reft. 

Ye  facrod  Tripods,  on  whoie  doom  we  wait !      a8« 
Ye  guardians  of  the  future  laws  of  fate  t 
And  thou,  oh  I  Phoebus,  whofe  prophetic  (kill 
Keads  the  dark  counfels  of  the  heavenly  will  5 
Why  did  your  wary  oracles  refrain. 
To  tell  what  kings,  what  heroes  muft  be  (Iain, 
And  how  much  blood  the  blufhing  earth  (hould  itain  ?  • 
Was  it  that,  yet,  the  guilt  was  undecreed  ? 
That  yet  our  Pompey  was  not  doomM  to  bleed  ? 
Or  chofe  you  wifely,  rather,  to  afford 
A  juft  occafion  to  the  patriot's  fword  ?  i^m- 

As  if  youfcarM  t' avert  the  tyrant's  doom» 
And  hinder  Brutus  from  avenging  Rome  ? 

Through  the^  wide^gates  at  length  by  force  difplay'd. 
Impetuous  fallies  the  prophetic  maid  j 
Nor  yet  the  holy  rage  was  all  fupprefs'd,  29$.- 

Part  of  the  god  ftill  heaving  in  her  breaft  1 
Urg'd  by  the  Daemon,  yet  (h»  rolls  her  eyes, 
And  wildly  wanders  o'er  the  /pacious  ikies. 
Now  horrid  purple  flu(hes  in  her  face, . 
And  now  a  livid  pale  fupplies  the  p\act\  V^''^" 
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A  double  madnefs  paints  her  cheeks  by  turns,. 

With  fear  ftie  freezes,  and  with  fary  burns  i 

Sad  breathing  fighs  with  heavy  accent  j^o. 

And  doleful  from  her  feinting  bofom  blow. 

So  when  no  more  the  ^orm  fonorous  fmg^  q§# 

But  noify  Boreas  hangs  hia  weary  wings-; 

In  hollow  groans  the  falling  winds  comphin^ 

And  murmur  o'er  rbe  h  oarle- re  foil  n  ding  main* 

Now  by  dc^-ees  the  firs  ^ethereal  faird. 
And  the  dull  human  fenie  again  prevailed  i  ^r« 

While  Phcebu&j  fudden,  in  a  mujky  fliade. 
Hid  the  paft  vifion  fi-om  the  mortal  maid. 
Thick  clouds  of  dark  oblivion  rife  between. 
And  fnatch  away  at  once  the  wondrous  fcene ; 
Stretched  on  the  ground  the  fain  ting  prieftefa  lies,    3i|: 
While  to  the  Tripod,  back,  tb'  informing  fpirit  flies. 

Mean-while,  fond  Appius,  erring  in  his  fate, 
Prean^'d  of  long  fafety,  and  a  neutraLftate  ; 
And,  ere  the  great  event  of  war  was  known, 
FixM  on  Euboean  Chalcis  for  his  own.  316- 

Fool  I  to  believe  that  power  could  ward  the  blow. 
Or  fnatch  thee  from  amidft  the  general  woe  I 
In  times  like  thefe,  what  god  but  death  can  fave  ? 
The  world  can  yield  no  refuge,  but  the  grave. 
Where  ftruggling  feas  Charyftos  rude  conftrains,     325. 
And,  dreadf4il  to  the  proud,  Rhamnufia  reigns  j 
Where  by  the  whirling  current  barks  are  toft 
From  Chalcis  to  unl,ucky  Auli's  coaft ; 
There  (halt  thou  meet  the  gods  appointed  doomj 
A  private  death,  and  long-remember'd  tomb.         33d 
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To  other  wars  the  viftor  now  fucceeds. 
And  his  proud  eagles  from  Iberia  leads  : 
When  the  changM  gods  his  iniin  fe^mM  to  threat. 
And  crofs  the  long  fucGefsfiil  courfe  of  fate. 
Amidft  his  camp,  and  fearlefs  of  his  foes,  335 

Sudden  he  faw  where  inborn  dangers  rofe. 
He  faw  thofe  troops  that  long  had  faithful  fteod, 
Friends  to  his  caufe,  and  enemies  to  good. 
Grown  weary  of  their  chief,%and  fatiated  with  blood. 
Whether  the  trumpet's  found  too  long  had  ceas-d,  340 
And  flaughter  flcpt  in  unaccuftom'd  reft^ 
Or  whether,  arrogant  by  mifchief  madej 
The  foldier  held  his  guilt  but  half  repayM: 
Whilft  avarice  and  hope  of  bribes  prevail. 
Turn  againft  Caefar,  and  his  caufe,  the  fcale,< 
And  fet  the  mercenary  fword  to  fale. 
Nor,  e'er  before,  fo  truly  could  he  read' 
What  dangers  ftrow  thofe  paths  the  mighty  tread. 
Then,  firft  he  found,  on  what  a  faithlefs  bafe 
Their  nodding  towers  ambition's  builders  place :     35* 
He  who  fo  late,  a  potent  fadlidn's  head, 
Drew  in  the  nations,  and  the  legions  led ; ' 
Now  ftript  of  all,  beheld  in  every  hand 
The  warriors  weapons  at  their  own^  command  ; 
Nor  fervice  now,  nor  fafety  they  afford,  335 

But  leave  him  fmgle  to  his  guardian  fword. 
Nor  is  this  rage  the  grutnbling  of  a  croud. 
That  fhun  to  tell  their  difcontents  aloud  j 
Where  all  with  gloomy  looks  fufpicious  go. 
And  dread  of  an  informer  chokes  their  woe  :  ^64 
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Btit,  Bold  in  number* J  proudly  they  appear. 
And  fcorn  the  bafhful  mea^n  restrain  is  of  fear* 
Fcr  laws,  in  great  rebellions,  lofe  their  end. 
And' all  go  free,  v/hen  miiUitiides  oifend. 

Among  the  reft,  one  thus :  At  Ifcitgth  'tis  time  365 
To  quit  thy  caufe^  oh  C^far  L  and  our  crime : 
The  world  around  for  foes  thou  haft  estplord. 
And  lavish ly  exposM  us  to  the  fword  j 
To  m^e  thee  great,  a  wj^rthlds  crowd  we  fall. 
Scattered  o'er  Spain,  o*er  Italyj  and  Gaul ;  ^7 a 

in  cT^ery  clime  beneath  the  fpacious  iky. 
Our  leader  conquer*,  and  his  fbldiers  die. 
What  boots  our  march  beneath  tJie  frozen  >oiv» 
Or  that  loft  blood  which  ftains  the  Rhine  and  ilhonet 
"Whtnicarr'd  with  wounds^  and  worn  with  labours 

hard. 
We  come  wjtii  hopes  of  rccompence  prepared. 
Thou  giv*ft  us  war,  more  war,  for  our  newaid. 
Though  purple  rivers  in  thy  caufe  we  fpik. 
And  ftain'd  our  horrid  hands  in  every  guilt  j 
With  unavailing  wickednefs  we  toil'd,  jfe 

In  vain  the  gods,  in  vain  the  fenate  fpoil'd  j 
Of  virtue,  and  reward,  alike  beieft. 
Our  pious  povertyis  all  we  've  left. 
Say  to  what  height  thy  daring  arms  would  rife  ? 
If  Rome  '5  too  little,  what  can  e'er  fuffice  ?  ^85 

Oh,  fee  at  length  !  with  pity,  Caefar,  fee, 
Thefe  withering  arms,  thefe  hairs  grown  white  for  thee. 
In  painful  wars  our  joylefs  days  have  paft. 
Let  weary  age  lie  down  on  peace  at  laft ; 

Give 
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Give  US4  on  beds,  our  dying  limbs  to  lay,  ^^■ 

And  figh,  at  home,  our  parting  fouls  away. 
Nor  think  it  nuich  we  make  the  bold  demand. 
And  afk  this  wondrous  favour  at  thy  hand : 
Let  our  poor  babes  and  weeping  wives  be  by, 
Taclofe  our  drooping  eyelids  when  we  die.  39^ 

Be  merciful,  and  let  difeafe  afford 
Some  other  way  to  die,  befidethe  fword; 
Let  us  no  more  a  common  carhage  burn. 
But  each  be  laid  in  his  own  decent  urn. 
Still  wilt  thou  urge  us,  ignorant  and  blind;  400* 

To  fome  more  monflrous  mifchief  yet  behind  ? 
Arc  we  the  only  fools,,  forbid  to  know 
How  much  we  may  deferve  by  one  fure  blow  ? 
Thy  head,  thy  head  is  ours,  when«*er  we  pleafe  5 
.  Well  has  thy  war  infpir'd  fuch  thoughts  as  thcfe  :  4.05 
What  laws,  what  oaths,  can  urge  their  feeble  bands. 
To  hinder  thefe  determined  daring  "hands  ? 
That  Caefar,  who  wa&,once  ordainM-our  head, 
When  to  the  Rhine  our  lawful  arms  he  led. 
Is  now  no  more  our  chieftain,  but  our  mate  $         410 
Guilt  equal,  gives  equality  of  l^ate. 
Nor  (hall  his  foul  ingratitude  prevail,. 
Nor  weigh  our  merits  in  his  partial  fcale^ 
Me  views  our  labours  with  a  fcomful  glance. 
And  calls  our  viftories  the  works  of  chance  :  413 

But  his  proud  heart,  henceforth,  (hall  learn  to  own. 
His  power,  his  fate,  depends  on  us  alone. 
Yes,  Cacl'ar,  fpite  of  all  thofe  rods  that  wait, 
With  mean  obicquiQUS  fcrvice,  on  thy  (late  j 
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Sf  ite  of  thy  gotl>j  and  tbec,  the  war  ihall  ce^fc,     4^9 
And  we  thy  folfiiera  will  c<jinmand  a  peace. 

He  fpoke,  and  fierce  tumiiltuous  rager  infpirMj 
The  kindling  legions  round  the  camp  were  fir'd. 
And  with  loud  cricB  their  abfent  chief  required. 

PcHTiit  it  UiUBr  ye  rigliteous  godsj  to  be  i  4.15 

I,et  wicked  hands  fuiril  your  great  deaec^ 
And,  fince  loft  faith  and  virtue  ztc  no  more, 
Xfct  Caefar'a  bands  the  public  peace  relti>re* 
What  leader  had  not  now  been  chill'd  with  fear, 
Atid  heard  this  tiuriuk  wkh  the  laft  deipair  i  4|# 

But  Caefar,  fonnM  for  perils  hard  and  great. 
Headlong  to  drive,  and  brave  oppofiog  Bte  j 
While  yet  with  fiercdi  fires  their  furies  dame^ 
Secure,  and  fcoriiful  of  the  d^inger,  came, 
Nor  was  he  wroth  to  fee  the  madnefs  rife,  4.31; 

And  mark  the  vengeance  threatening  in  their  eyes ; 
With  pleafure  coukl  he  crown  their  curft  defignsy 
With  rapes  of  matrons^  and  the  fpoils  of  ihrines ; 
Had  they  but  afk'd  it,  well  he  could  approve 
The  vtrafte  and  plunder  of  Tarpeian  Jove :  440 

No  mifchief  he,  no  facrilege,  denies, 
But  would  himfelf  beftow  the  horrid  prize* 
With  joy  he  fees  their  fouls  by  rage  poffeft. 
Sooths  and^indulges  every  frantic  breaft. 
And  only  fears  what  reafon  may  fuggeft. 
Still,  Caefar,  wilt  thou  tread  the  paths  of  blood  ? 
Wilt  thou,  thou  fingly,  hate  thy  country's  good  I 
Shall  the  rude  foldier  firft  of  war  complain, 
And  teach  thee  to  be  pitiful  in  vaia? 
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C^ive  o*er  at  length,  and  let  thy  labours  ceafe,        450 

Nor  vex  the  world,  but  learn  to  fuffer  peace. 

Why  ihouldil  thou  force  each,  now,  unwilling  hand> 

And  drive  them  on  to  guilt,  by  thy  command  ? 

When  ev^n  relenting  rage  itfelf  gives  place. 

And  fierce  £nyo  feems  to  ihun  thy  face.  455 

High  on  a  turfy  bank  the  chief  was  rearM,. 
Fearlefs,  and  therefore  worthy  to  be  fear'd  j. 
Around  the  croud  he  caft  an  angry  look, 
And«  dreadful,  thus  with  indignation  fpoke: 

Ye  noify  herd  !  who  in  fo  fierce  a  fbain  ^6m 

Againft  your  abfent  leader  dare  complain : 
Behold  !  where  naked  and  unarm-d  he  fhuMisy. 
And  braves  the  malice  of  your  threatening  hands. 
Here  find  your  end  of  war,  your  long- fought  reil. 
And  leave  your  ufelefs  fwords  in  Caefar's  breail.     465. 
But  wherefore  urge  I  the  bold  deed  to  you  ? 
To  rail,  is  all  your  feeble  rage  can  do. 
In  grumbling  faftions  are  you  bold  and  loud. 
Can  fow  fedition,  and  increafe  a  croud  $ 
You !  who  can  loath  the  glories  of  the  great,         47O 
And  poorly  meditate  a  bafe  retreat. 
But,  hence  !  be  gone  from  victory  and  me^ 
Leave  me  to  what  my  better  fates  decree  : 
New  friends,  new  troops,,  my  fortune  fhall  afford. 
And  find  a  hand  for  every  vacant  fword.  475^ 

Behold,  what  crouds  on  flying  Porapey  wait,; 
What  multitudes  attend  his  abjeft  flate  ! 
And  fhall  fuccefs,  and  Cxfar,  droop  the  while  ?       f 
Shall  I  want  numbers  to  divide  the  fpoil,.  >^ 

And  reap  the  fruits  of  your  f or^otXtii  VwX.'t  ^ 
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Liegiotts  ft) all  come  to  end  tbfe  bl£>odlers  war. 
And  fhouting  follow  my  triumphal  c^t. 
While  you,  a  vulgar^  mean,  ahandonM  race. 
Skill  view  oiir  honours  with  a  downward  fate, 
Atid  curie  youTfelvcs  in  fecret  as  we  pafs* 
Can  your  vain  aidj  can  your  departing  force, 
Withhold  my  conqueft,  or  dtlay  my  courfe  ? 
So  trickling  brooks  their  waters  may  deny. 
And  hope  to  leave  the  mighty  ocean  dry ; 
The  deep  fhalS  ftrll  be  full,  and  fcorn  the  poor  fiipply 
Ifer  think  inch  vnlgar  foul$  as  your^  were  given. 
To  be  the  ta/k  of  fate,  and  care  of  heaven  x 
Few  are  the  lordly,  the  dirtingniiVd  great. 
On  whom  the  watchful  gods,  like  guardians,  wait  i 
The  reft  for  com  men  iife  were  all  defignM,  455 

An  unregarded  rabble  of  mankind. 
By^my  aufpicrous  name,  and  fortune,  led,  -j 

Wide  o'er  the  world  your  conquermg  amis  w^re  fpread,' v 
Bii  t  fay,  wb  Sit  hadyon  done,  with  Pbmpey  at  your  head  ?  J 
Vaft  was  the  fame  by  t'abienus  won,  50# 

When  rank'd  araidft  my  warlike  friends,  he  flione ; 
Now  mark  what  fbllows  on  his  faithful  change. 
And  fee  him  with  his  chief  new-chofen  range  5 
By  land,  and  fea,  where-e'er  my  arms  he  fpies, 
Anr  ignominious  runagate  he  flies.  505 

Such  (hall  you  prove.     Nor  is  it  worth  niy  care, 
Whether^to  Pompey's  aid  your  arms  you  bear: 
Who  quits  his  leader,  wherefoe'er  he  go. 
Flies  like  a  traitor,  and  becomes  my  foe. 
Yes,  ye  great  gods  I  your  kinder  care  I  own,  51* 

lou  mude  the  faith  of  t^vtfe  k\£t \ti^Qxv% Vx^w^ti 
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^ou  warn  me  well  to  change  thefe  coward  l>ands. 
Nor  truft  my  fate  to  fuch  betraying  hands. 
And  thou  tooy  Fortune,  point" ft  me  out  the  way. 
Almighty  debt,  thus,  cheaply  to  repay  t  515 

Henceforth  my  care  regards  myfelf  alone» 
War's  glorious  gain  (hall  now  be  ail  my  owb« 
For  you,  ye  vulgar  herd,  in  peace  return. 
My  enfigns  fhall  by  manly  hands  be  borne* 
Some  few  of  you  my  fentence  here  (hall  wait,        520 
And  warn  fucceeding  faftions  by  your  fate. 
Down  !  groveling  down  to  earth,  ye  traitors,  bend. 
And  with  your  proftrate  necks,  my  doom  attend. 
And  you,  ye  younger  ftripling9  of  the  war. 
You,  whom  I  mean  to  make  myfuture  carej         525 
Strike  home !  to  blood,  to  death,  inure  your  hands, 
And  learn  to  execute  my  diead  commands. 

He  fpoke ;  and,  at  the  impious  found  difmay'd, 
The  trembling  unrcfifting  croud  obey'd : 
Ne^more  their  late  equality  they  boaft,  539 

But  bend  beneath  his  frown  a  fuppliant  hoft. 
Singly  fecure,  he  ftands  confefs'd  their  lord. 
And  rules,  in  ijpite  of  him,  the  foldier*s  fword. 
Doubtful,  at  firft,  their  patience  he  furveys. 
And  wonders  why  each  haughty  heart  obeys ;         53^ 
Beyond  his  hopes  he  fees  the  ftubbom  bow. 
And  bare  their  breafts  obedient  to  the  blow ; 
Till  ev'n  his  cooler  thoughts  the  deed  difclaim, 
And  would  not  find  their  fiercer  fouls  fo  tame. 
A  few,  at  length,  felefted  from  the  reft,  540 

Bled  for  example  j  and  the  tumult  ceas'd  $ 
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While  llie  consenting  lioft  the  viflims  vievt'^'d. 
And  J  in  thiit  blood,  their  broken  faith  renewed. 

Now  to  Bmndufium's  walls  he  bids  them  tend. 
Where  ten  long  days  their  weary  marches  end  |       545 
There  be  conimaTidi  aflembling  barks  to  meet. 
And  fumiflv  from  the  neigh  bo  tiring  (horcs  his  fleet* 
Thither  the  croaked  keels  from  Leuca  glide. 
From  Taras  oldj  and  Hydrua''  winding  tide  i 
Thither  with  fwelling  faih  their  way  they  tak^,       jj* 
iFrom  lowly  Sipus,  and  Salapta's  lake; 
From  where  Apulia's  fruitful  nio«ntain$  rife. 
Where  high  along  the  coaft  Garganus  Tues, 
A.nd  beating  feas  and  fighting  wrnds  defies* 

Mean-wbile  the  chief  to  Rome  direfls  his  way,  555 
l^cfw  feaiful,  awM,  and  faihion'd  to  his  fway. 
There,  with  mock  prayers,    the  fiippliant  vulgar  waitg 
And  urge  on  him  the  great  dilator's  ftate. 
^Obedient  he,  (ince  thus  their  wills  ordain, 
A  gracious  t)^^nt  condefcends  to  reign.  569 

His  mighty  name  the  joyful  Fafti  wear. 
Worthy  to  uiher  in  the  curft  Pharfalian  year. 
Then  was  the  time,  when  fycophants  began 
To  heap  all  titles  on  one  lordly  man  j 
Then  leamM  our  fires  that  fawning  lying  ftrain^     5^ 
Which  we,  their  flaviih  fons,  fo  well  retain  : 
Then,  firft,  were  feen  to  join,  an  ill-match'd  pair. 
The  ax  of  juftice,  with  the  fword  of  war  5 
Pafces,  and  eagles,  mingling,  march  along. 
And  in  proud  Caefar's  train  promifcuous  throng.    570 
And  while  all  powers  in  him  alone  unite, 
J/e  mocks  the  people  with  the  fliewa  of  right. 
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The  Martian  field  th^  aflembling  tribes  receives. 

And  each  his  unregarded  fufFrage  gives  j 

Still  with  the  fame  folemnity  of  face,  575 

The  reverend  augur  feems  to  fill  his  place  j 

Though  now  he  hears  not  when  the  thunders  roll, 

Nor  fees  the  flight  of  the  ill-boding  owl. 

Then  funk  the  ftate  and  dignity  of  Rome, 

Thence  monthly  confuls  nominally  come :  ^im 

Jufl  as  the  ibvereign  bids,  their  names  appear. 

To  head  the  calendar,  and  mark  the  year. 

Then  too,  to  finifh  out  the  pageant  ihow. 

With,  formal  rites  to  Alban  Jove  they  gaj 

By  night  the  feftival  was  huddled  o>r,  5!^ 

-Nor  could  the  god,  unworthy,  afl^  for  more  4 

He  who  look'd  on,  and  faw  fuch  foul  difgrace,] 

Such  ilavery  befall  his  Trojan  race. 

Now  Caefar,  like  the  flame  that  cuts  the  fkiesy 
And  fwifter  than  the  vengeful  tigrefs,  flies 
Where  wafte  and  overgrown  Apulia  lies  } 
O'er-pafling  foon  the  rude  abandon^  plains, 
Brundufium's  crooked  fliores,  and  Cretan  walls  he  gains* 
Loud  Boreas  there  his  navy  cloie  confines. 
While  wary  feamen  dread  the  wintery  &gas»  59 1 

But  he,  th^  impatient  chief,  difdains  to  ipare 
Thofe  hours  that  better  may  be  Ipent  in  war  s 
He  grieves  to  fee  his  ready  fleet  withheld. 
While  others  boldly  plow  the  watery  field.  59^ 

Eager  to  rouze  their  floth,  behold,  (he  cries) 
The  conftant  wind  that  rules  the  wintery  flues, 
With  what  a  fettled  certainty  it  flies  1 
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Unlike  the  wanton  fickle  gales,  that  hnng 

The  cloud)''  changes  of  the  faith  lei's  fpring, 

Nor  netd  we  now  to  (hift,  to  tack,  and  veer 

Steady  the  friendly  north  commands  to  lleer. 

Oh  !  that  the  fury  of  the  driving  blaft 

May  fwell  the  fail,  and  bend  the  lofty  maft. 

So,  fhail  our  navy  foon  be  wafted  o'^er, 

Kre  yon  Phaeacian  galiies  dip  the  oar, 

And  intercept  the  wilh'd-for  Grecian  fliore. 

Cut  every  cable  then,  and  hafte  away  , 

The  wailing  winds  and  feaa  upbraid  our  long  de by. 

Low  in  the  weft  the  fetting  fun  was  laid. 
Up  rofe  the  night  in  glittering  ftsrs  array 'd, 
And  fdver  Cynthia  caft  a  lengthening  fhade ; 
When  loofing  from  the  fliore  the  moving  fleet. 
All  hands  at  once  unfurl  the  fprea<ilng  flteei ; 
The  flacfcer  tacklings  let  the  <?anvas  flow. 
To  gather  all  the  breath  the  winds  can  blow. 
Swifit,  for  a  while, '  they  feud  before  the  wind. 
And  leave  Hefperia's  leflening  fliores  behind  j 
When,  lo  I  the  dying  breeze  begins  to  fail. 
And  flutters  on  the  maft  the  flagging  fail : 
fThc  duller  waves  with  flower  heavings  creep, 
And  a  dead  calm  benumbs  the  lazy  deep. 
As  when  the  winter's  potent  breath  conflrains 
The  Scythian  Euxine  in  her  icy  chains ; 
Wo  more  the  Bofphori  their  ftreams  maintain, 
Nor  ruihing  Ifter  heaves  the  languid  main  5 
Each  keel  inclos'd,  at  once  forgets  its  courfe. 
While  o'er  the  new-made  champion  bounds  the  horfc : 
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Bold  on  the  cryfiai  pl&ins  the  Thraciant  ride. 

And  print  with  founding  keels  the  ftable  tide. 

So  ftill  a  form  th'  Ionian  waters  take,  635 

Dull  as  the  muddy  marih  and  (landing  lake  t 

No  breezes  o'er  the  curling  furface  pafs. 

Nor  fun-beams  tremble  in  the  liquid  glafs  { 

No  ufual  turns  revolving  Tethys  knows. 

Nor  with  alternate  rollings  ebbs  and  flows  :  640 

But  duggiih  ocean  fleeps  in  ilupid  peace, 

And  weary  nature's  motions  feem  to  ceafe. 

With  differing  eyes  the  hoftile  fleets  beheld 

The  falling  winds,  and  ufelefs  watery  field. 

There  Pompey's  daring  powers  attempt  in  vain       645 

To  plow  their  pafTage  through  th'  unyielding  main } 

While,  pinchM  by  want,  proud  C«far*s  legions  here 

The  dire  diftrefs  of  meagre  famine  fear. 

With  vows  unknown  before  they  reach  the  ikies, 

That  waves  may  daHi,  and  mounting  billows  rife ;    650 

That  dorms  may  with  returning  fury  reign. 

And  the  rude  ocean  be  itfelf  again. 

At  length  the  ftill,  the  fluggifh  darknefs  fled. 

And  cloudy  morning  rear'd  its  louring  head. 

The  rolling  flood  the  gliding  navy  bore,  655 

And  hills  appeared  to  pafs  upon  the  ihore. 

Attending  breezes  waft  them  to  the  land. 

And  Cxfaf  s  anchors  bite  Palaede's  ftrand. 

In  neighbouring  camps  the  hoIUle  chiefs  (It  down. 
Where  Genufus  the  fwift,  and  Apfus  run  ^  6G9 

Among  th'  ignobler  croud  of  rivers,  thefe 
Soon  lofe  their  waters  in  the  mingling  feas  ; 
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No  tnighty  ftneama  nor  diftant  fprings  they  know^ 

Bdt  rife  from  muddy  lake?,  and  melting  faow. 

Here  meet  the  rivals  who  the  world  divide,  66§ 

Once  by  the  tenderefl  bands  of  kindred  ty^d. 

The  world  with  joy  thtir  interview  beheld. 

Wow  only  parted  by  a  finglc  field* 

Fond  of  the  hopes  of  peace,  mankind  belie w, 

Whent*er  they  come  thos  near,  they  muft  forgive*    6f9 

Vain  hopes  I  for  foon  they  pari  to  meet  no  more, 

Till  both  fliall  r^ach  the  ctirft  Egyptian  ihore  j 

Till  the  proud  father  ftiali  in  arms  fticceed, 

And  fee  his  vanqtitih'd  Ton  untimety  bleed  |  674, 

Till  he  beholds  his  aftics  on  the  ftrand,  ^ 

Views  his  pale  head  within  a  villain's  hand  ;  > 

Tifl  Pompey'^  fate  ihall  Cse Car's  tears  demand,  J 

The  latter  yet  his  eager  r^ge  reftrains. 
While  Antony  tlie  lingering  troops  detains,  679 

Repining  much,  and  griev'd  at  war's  delay, 
Impatient  C^far  oftea  chides  hi$  Ifey, 
Oft  he  IS  heard  to  threat,  and  humbly  oft  to  pray. 

Still  fliall  die  virorld  (he  cries)  thus  anxious  wait? 
Still  wilt  thou  fiop  the  gdds,  and  hinder  fate  ? 
What  could  be  dorie  before,  was  done  by  me  a       68^ 
Now  ready  fortune  only  ftays  for  Aee. 
What  holds  thee  then  ?  Do  rocks  thy  courfe  withftaild  f  > 
Or  Libyan  Syrts  oppofe  their  faithlefs  (band  ? 
Or  doft  thou  fear  new  daagers  to  explore  ? 
I  call  thee  not,  but  where  I  pafsM  before.  tft 

For  all  thofe  hours  thou  lofeft,  I  complain. 
And  fue  to  hestven  for  profperou»  winds  in  ?aia# 

My 
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My  foldiers  (often  has  their  faith  been  try'd) 

If  not  withheld,  had  haftenM  to  my  fide. 

What  toil,  what  hazards  will  they  not  partake  ?      695 

What  Teas  and  fhipwrecks  fcom,  for  Caifai'^s  fake  } 

Nor  will  I  think  the  gods  £>  partial  are. 

To  give  thee  fair  Aufonia  for  thy  ihare  { 

While  Caefar,  and  the  fenate,  are  forgot, 

An4  in  Epirus  botind  their  barren  lot.  700 

In  words  like  thefe,  he  calls  him  oft  in  vain. 
And  thus  the  hafty  miflives  oft  complain. 
At  length  the  lucky  chief,  who  oft  had  found 
W^at  vaft  fuccefs  his  raiher  darings  crown'd  i 
Who  faw  bow  much  the  favouring  gods  had  done,  705 
Nor  would  be  wanting,  when  they  urg'd  him  on } 
Fierce,  and  impatient  of  the  tedious  ftay, 
Refolves  by  night  to  prove  the  doubtful  way : 
Bold,  in  a  fmgle  ikiif,  he  means  to  go. 
And  tempt  thofe  feas  that  navies  dare  not  plow.      719 

*Twas  now  the  time  when  cares  and  labour  ceafe» 
And  ev'n  the  rage  of  arms  was  hufh'd  to  peace : 
Snatch'd  from  their  guilt  and  toil,  the  wretched  lay» 
And  (lept  the  founder  for  the  painful  day.x 
Through  the  ftill  camp  the  night's  third  hour  refoondsy 
And  warns  the  fecond  watches  to  their  rounds  \ 
When  through  the  horrors  of  the  murky  fliade» 
Secret  the  careful  warriors  footfteps  tread. 
J  lis  train,  unknowing,  flept  within  his  tent^ 
And  fortune  only  followed  where  he  went.  7SO 

With  iUent  anger  he  perceivM,  around. 
The  ileepy  fentincU  btilrew  the  ground  1 
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Yet,  un  reproving,  now^  he  pafsM  them  o'er. 
And  fought  with  eagtr  hMic  the  winding  fhore 
Thei  e  through  the  gloom,  his  ie'^j  ching  eyes  explored,  7^5 
Whci'e  10  the  mouKlering  rock  a.  bark,  was  moor*d< 
Thr  mighty  rnafter  of  this  little  boatj 
Securely  ih\it  within  a  neighbouring  cot ; 
No  maffy  beams  fuppoit  his  humble  haJl, 
But  reeds  and  marlhy  ruflies  wove  the  wall  j 
Old  (hatter  d  planking  for  a  roof  was  ipread, 
And  covered  in  from  rain  the  needy  fticd. 
Thrice  on  the  fctble  door  the  warrior  ftruck, 
Beneach  the  blow  the  trembling  dwelling  ihook^ 
What  wretch  forlorn  (the  poor  Amyclas  cries} 
Driven  by  the  imaging  leas,  and  ftormy  Jkies, 
To  my  poar  lowly  roof  for  ihelter  flies  ? 
He  fpoke  ;  and  hafty  kft  liis  homely  bed. 
With  oozy  flags  and  withering  fea- weed  fpread. 
Then  from  the  hearth  the  fmoking  match  he  takes. 
And  in  the  tow  the  droufy  fire  awakes  5 
Dry  leaves,  and  chips,  for  fuel,  he  fupplies, 
Till  kindling  fparks  and  glittering  flames  arife. 
Oh  happy  poverty  I  thou  greateft  good, 
Beftow  d  by  heaven,  but  feldom  underftood  t 
Here  nor  the  cruel  fpoiier  feeks  his  prey, 
Kor  ruthlefs  armies  take  their  dreadful  way : 
Security  thy  narrow  limits  keeps, 
Safe  are  thy  cottages,  and  found  thy  Jdeeps. 
Behold  I  ye  dangerous  dwellings  of  the  greaf^ 
Where  gods  and  godlike  princes  choofe  their  feat ; 
See  in  what  peace  the  poor  Amyclas  lies* 
Ifgr  darts,  though  C«(at*t  call  commands  to  rife. 

What 
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What  terrors  had  you  felt,  that  call  to  hear  ! 

How  had  your  towers  and  ramparts  ftiook  with  fear, 

And  trembled,  as  the  mighty  man  drew  near ! 

The  door  unbarr'd  :  Expeft  (the  leader  faid) 

Beyond  thy  hopes,  or  >yifties,  to  be  paid  j 

If  in  this  inftant  hour  thou  waft  me  o'er, 

With  fpeedy  hafte,  to  yon  Hefperian  (hore-  ,760 

No  more  (hall  want  thy  weary  hand  conftrain. 

To  work  thy  bark  upon  the  boifterous  main  : 

Henceforth  good  days  and  plenty  (liall  betide  j 

The  gods  and  I  will  for  thy  age  provide. 

A  glorious  change  attends  thy  low  eftate. 

Sudden  and  mighty  riches  round  the  wait  i 

Be  wife,  and  ufe  the  lucky  hour  of  fate. 

Thuahe  J  and  though  in  humble  veftments  drefsM, 
Spite  of  himfelf,  his  words  his  power  expreis'd, 
And  Caefar  in  his  bounty  flood  confefs'd.  770 

To  him  the  wary  pilot  thus  replies  : 
A  thoufand  omens  threaten  from  the  fkies ; 
A  thoufand  boding  figns  my  foul  affright. 
And  warn  me  not  to  tempt  the  feas  by  night* 
In  clouds  the  fetting  fun  obfcurM  his  head,  775 

Nor  painted  o'er  the  ruddy  wefl  with  red  : 
Now  north,  now  fouth,  he  (hot  his  parted  beams. 
And  tippM  the  fullen  black  with  golden  gleams  : 
Pale  (hone  his  middle  orb  with  faintifh  rays^ 
And  fuffer'd  mortal  eyes  at  eafe  to  gaze.  780 

Nor  rofe  the  filver  queen  of  night  ferene. 
Supine  and  dull  her  blunted  horns  were  feen. 
With  foggy  fluins  and  cloudy  blots  between. 

Q^j  Dreadful 
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Dreadful  awhile  flic  flione  all  fiery  red, 

Then  ficken'd  into  pale,  and  hid  her  drooping  head.  yt$ 

Nor  lefs  I  fear  from  that  hoarfe  hollow  roar. 

In  leafy  groves,  and  on  th^  founding  fliere. 

In  various  turns  the  doubtful  dolphins  plav, 

And  thwart,  and  run  acrofs,  and  mix  their  way. 

The  cormorants  the  watery  deep  forfake,  790 

And  foaring  hems  avoid  the  plafliy  lake ; 

While,  waddling  on  the  margin  of  the  main. 

The  crow  bewets  her,  and  prevents  the  rain. 

However,  if  "fome  great  enterprize  demand. 

Behold,  I  proffer  thee  my  willing  hand  :  ^f  5 

My  venturous  bark  the  troubled  deep  fliall  try. 

To  thy  wifh'd  port  her  plunging  prow  Audi  ply, 

Unlcfs  the  feas  refolve  to  beat  us  by. 

He  fpoke  ;  and  fpread  his  canvas  to  the  wind, 
Unmcor'd  his  boat,  and  left  the  fhore  behind.  800 

Swift  flew  the  nimble  keel  j  and  as  they  paft. 
Long  trails  of  light  the  /hooting  meteors  caftj 
Vv'n  the  fixM  fires  above  in  motion  feem. 
Shake  through  the  blaft,  and  dart  a  quivering  beam  ; 
Blnck  hoji^rors  «;n  the  gloomy  ocean  brood,  S05 

And  in  long  ridges  rolls  tlie  threatening  flood  ; 
While  lr)iul  and  louder  murmuring  winds  arile. 
And  grew]  from  every  quarter  of  the  fkies. 
When  tluis  the  tremhling  mafter,  pale  with  fear. 
Behold  w'iiut  VvTath  the  drcadi'ijl  gods  prepare  j         810 
My  art  Is  at  a  lofsj  the  vaiiovis  li'Ie 
Bciits  my  unftable  bark  on  every  Tule  : 
Frcn.  :'-.'j  north-weft  the  fettiiig  cunent  fwcll-?, 
V/Jillc  /(nitlicm  iionns  the  driving  rack  forttcls.      814. 
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Howe'er  It  be,  our  purposed  way  is  loft,  -j 

Nor  can  one  relick  of  our  wreck  be  toft  > 

By  winds,  like  thcfe,  on  fair  Hefperia^s  coaft.-         <i 

Our  only  means  of  fafcty  is  to  yield, 

And  meafure  back  with  hafte  the  foamy  field ; 

To  give  our  unfuccefsful  labour  o'er,  820 

And  reach,  while  yet  we  may,  the  neighbouring  (hore* 

But  Csfar,  ftill  Superior  to  diftrefs, 
Fearlefs,  and  confident  of  fure  fuccefs, 
Thus  to  the  pilot  loud— The  feas  defpife. 
And  the  vain  threatening  of  the  noify  flcics.  S»5 

Though  gods  deny  thee  yon  Aufonian  ftrand ; 
Yet,  go,  I  charge  thee,  go  at  my  command. 
Thy  ignorance  alone  can  caufc  thy  fear*, 
Thou  know'ft  not  what  a  freight  thy  vcflel  bears  5 
Thou  know'ft  not  I  am  he,  to  whom  'tis  given       850 
Never  to  want  the  care  of  watchful  heaven. 
Obedient  fortune  waits  my  humble  thrall. 
And  always  ready  comes  before  I  call. 
Let  winds,  and  feas,  loud  wars  at  freedom  wage. 
And  wafte  upon  themfelves  their  empty  rage;  835 

A  ftrongcr,  mightier  Dxmon  is  thy  friend. 
Thou,  and  thy  bark,  on  Caefar's  fate  depend. 
Thou  ftand'ft  amaz'd  to  view  this  dreadful  fcene ; 
And  wonder'ft  what  the  gods  and  fortune  mean  ! 
But  artfully  their  bounties  thus  they  raife,  840 

And  from  my  dapgers  arrogate  new  praife ; 
Amidft  the  fears  of  death  they  bid  me  live. 
And  ftill  inhance  what  they  are  fure  to  give. 
Then  leave  yon  ftiorc  behind  with  all  tliy  hafte. 
Nor  ftiaU  this  idk  fury  longer  laft.  %^^ 
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t  kftt  tnl§k^m%  thalL  tie 
^iktil  ^A  ctiimpbaJit  ft'tr  the  c^ioef  ibfti 
I  Aiui  i«Atli  0niii4iidilMI'^  him  jwit  wHIi  ibjc* 
Nor  cm  iSu  gndt  ordHia  •ii^lKr  fiow, 
'T«t  wfaci  A  wi&U  And  wliat  iliejr  mtiil  bcAow, 

Tlmi  ivfcUi  ia  ¥iii.fiii«ig  wordi  t|i«  leader  Ijioke  | 
'  full  vm  lilt  bidl^  (ihc  tlujfHkrifig  teapcft  ilruck  i 
Otf  ripl  tl»r  r«ii4in)£  C4nt&i  fr^iin  the  iitall, 
Anil  «vli4ilme  *^**»  **«^<we  ibt  timing  blafl  | 

Atitl  ppci  wide^c^prniiij^  with  a  ihc^alinil  woud4»* 
N<tw,  tiiiTi^  nil  Mt  uncct  ami  unconfai'd, 
Fium  c^ffy  quarJirr  rout*  lUe  riill»ing  wmd  j 
l*i(tt  from  the  widir  Atlat*tk  otcan**  bed, 
T«roji«lhioiii  Corui  reari  hit  dreadful  ht^ail  | 

Amly  mountain-high,  the  foamy  flood  he  rolls. 
Him  th«  north-eaft  encountering  fierce  defy'd. 
And  back  rebuffetcd  the  yielding  tide. 
Thf  curling  furget  loud  conflicting  meet»  S65 

Dftlh  their  proud  heads,  and  bellow  ae  they  beat } 
While  piercing  Boreae,  from  the  Scythian  ftrand. 
Plows  up  the  waves,  and  fcoops  the  loweft  fand. 
Nor  Eurus  then,  I  ween^  was  left  to  dwell. 
Nor  (howery  Notus  in  th*  ^olian  ceil  { 
But  each  from  every  fide,  hit  power  to  boail, 
Rang'd  his  proud  forces,  to  defend  his  coaft. 
Equal  in  might,  alike  they  drive  in  vain. 
While  in  the  midft  the  Teas  unmoved  remain  i 
Iiy^MUnp  they  yield  to  (lormy  heaven, 
^^^^^Bforaves  to  other  deeps  are  driven  { 

/^  1 


J 

1^9  m 


870- 


97s 


The 


LUCAN^S  PHARSALIA>«B00C  V.       m}| 

The  Tyrrhene  bill'o^  da(h'JEgeaii  ihoret» 

And  Adria  in  the  mix'd  Ionian  roara. 

How  then  mull  earth  the  fwelling  ocean  dread. 

When  floods  ran  higher  than  each  mountain*s  head !  880 

Subject  and  low  the  trenlbling  beldame  lay. 

And  gave  herfelf  for  loft,  the  conquering  water*8  prey.     « 

What  other  worlds,  what  Teas  unknown  before, 

Then  drove  their  billows  on  our  beaten  fliore  ! 

What  diftant  deeps,  their  prodigies  to  boaft,  885 

Heav'd  their  huge  monfters  on  th'  Aufonian  coaft  I 

So  when  avenging  Jove  long  time  had  hurlM, 

And  tirM  his  thunders  on  a  hardenM  world  t 

New  wrath,  the  god,  new  puniihment  diQ>lay*d 

And  caird  his  watery  brother  to  hts  aid  t  890 

Offending  earth  to  Neptune's  lot  he  join'd, 

And  bade  his  floods  no  longer  (land  confln*d) 

At  once  the  furgcs  o'er  the  nations  rife, 

And  feas  are  only  bounded  by  the  flcies. 

Such  now  the  fpreading  deluge  had  been  feen»   '    895 

Had  not  th'  Almighty  Ruler  flood  between  | 

Proud  waves  the  cloud-compelling  fire  obey'd, 

ConfcfsM  his  hand  fupprefling,  and  were  ftay'd. 

Nor  was  that  gloom  the  common  fliade  of  night. 
The  friendly  darknefs,  that  relieves  the  light }        900 
But  fearful,  black,  and  horrible  to  tell, 
A  murky  vapour  breath'd  fronn  yawning  hell  i 
So  thick  the  mingling  feas  and  clouds  were  hung. 
Scarce  could  the  ftruggling  lightning  gleam  along. 
Through  nature's  frame  the  dire  convulflon  ftruck,  905 
Heaven  groan'd,  the  labouring  pole  and  axis  ihook  t 
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Uproar,  and  Chaos  old,  prevailed  again. 
And  broke  the  facred  elemental  chain  : 
Black  6ends,  unhallow'd,  fought  the  bleft  abodes, 
.Profan'd  the  day,  and  mingled  with  the  gods.        910 
One  only  Jiop^f  when  every  other  fail'd. 
With  Caefar,  and  with  nature's  felf,  prevaiPd  j 
The  ftorm  that  fought  their  ruin,  prov'd  them  ftrong^ 
Nor  covld  they  fall,  who  flood  that  (hock  fo  long. 
High  as  Leucadia's  lefTening  cliffs  arife,  915 

On  the  tall  billow's  top  the  veflel  flies ; 
While  the  pale  mafler,  from  the  furge's  brow,    , 
With  giddy  eyes  funreys  the  depth  below. 
When  ilraight  the  gaping  main  at  once  divides, 
Oo  naked  fands  the  rufhing  bark  fubfldes, 
And  the  low  liquid  vale  the  topmaft  hides. 
The  trembling  fhipman,  all  dijftraught  with  fear. 
Forgets  his  courfc,  and  knows  not  how  to  fleer  i 
No  more  the  ufelefs  rudder  guides  the  prow. 
To  meet  the  rolling  fwell,  or  fhun  the  blow.  925 

But,  lo  !  the  florm  itfelf  affiflance  lends. 
While  one  affaults*  another  wave  defends  : 
This  lays  the  fidelong  alder  on  the  main. 
And  that  rellores  the  leaning  bark  again. 
Obedient  to  the.  mighty  winds  Ihe  plies,  930 

Now  feeks  the  depths,  and  now  invades  the  fkies  j 
There  born  aloft,  fhe  apprehends  no  more. 
Or  fhoaly  Safon,  or  Theflalia's  iliore ; 
High  hills  fhe  dreads,  and  promontories  now, 
And  fears  to  touch  Ceraunia's  airy  brow,  935 

At  length  the  univcrfal  wreck  appeared. 
To  C^far's  felf,  cr'n  worthy  to  be  fear'd. 

Why 
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Why  all  thefe  pains,  this  toil  of  fate  (he  cries) 

This  labour  of  the  feas,  and  earth,  and  ikies  ? 

All  nature  and  the  gods,  at  once  alarmM,  940 

Againft  my  little  boat  and  me  are  arm*d. 

If,  oh  ye  Powers  Dirinc !  your  will  decrees 

The  glory  of  my  death  to  Acfe  rude  feas ; 

If  warm,  and  in  the  fighting  field  to  die. 

If  that,  my  firfl  of  wiiket,  you  deny;  545 

My  foul  no  longer  at  her  lot  rejMnes, 

But  yields  to  what  your  providence  affigns. 

Though  immature  I  end  my  glorious  days. 

Cut  fliort  my  conqueft,  and  prevent  new  praife  5 

My  life,  already,  (lands  the  nobleft  theme,  950 

To  fill  long  annals  of  recording  fame. 

Far  northern  nations  own  nut  for  their  lord. 

And  envious  faftions  crouch  beneath  ray  fword  5 

Inferior  Pompey  yields  to  me  at  home. 

And  only  fills  a  fecond  place  in  Rome.  -   955 

My  country  has  my  high  behefls  obeyM, 

And  at  my  feet  her  laws  obedient  laid ; 

All  Ibvercignty,  all  honours  arc  my  own, 

Conful,  dilator,  I  am  all  alone. 

But  thou,  my  only  goddefs,  and  my  friend. 

Thou,  on  whom  all  my  fecret  prayers  attend. 

Conceal,  oh  Fortune!  this  inglorious  end. 

Let  none  on  earth,  let  none  befide  thee,  know 

I  funk  thus  poorly  to  the  fhades  below. 

Dilpofe,  ye  gcds  \  my  caixafe  as  you  pleafe,  965 

Deep  let  it  drown  beneath  thefe  raging  feas  j 

I  afk  no  urn  my  afhes  to  infold. 

Nor  marble  moaumcntSj  nor  fhrines  of  g6ld{ 

Let 
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Lei  bat  die  wodd,  ndcpoiri^of  017^00111^ 
Ezpea  «K  ill],  aid  tiiiiik  lamia  cone  I  97^ 

So  flull  gb;f  luoe  wkii  tdTOT  ftzU  b?  bca;d« 
And  nij  ivtitTii  is  cmj  salioii  &ar'd. 

He  fpokc,  aad  finldeiij  vrandfottt  1»  bdMilda 
Ri^  on  a  izatii  ling;c  wre  kii  bark  wa«  toU  d  | 
Nor  iknk  a^KO,  altemate,  as  btioi^  ^jj 

Bttt  noMmg^  lodg^d^  tud  iix^d  upon  the  fhore. 
Bjomc  and  lia  f Dftnac  weie  at  cnce  icftDrVij 
Aad  cardi  again  rccciv'^d  lum  for  b?r  lordn, 

KaWf  thrDUgb  tht  camp  his  late  arrival  told^ 
rne  wamor^  crowl,  thdr  leadjcr  10  behotd  1  9] 

In  t£ar%,  aroiiDdj  tbc  munBoring  kgions  dand^ 
Ai»d  welcottie  him,  with  fand  complaint^j  to  lapd* 

WkU  in^ans  tsoo-dajing  Cscrar  (tliui  they  cry) 
To  lempt  ttc  rutbkii  leas,  and  ftormy  flty  ? 
What  a  vile  helpleik  herd  had  we  beta  ieft^  9&|< 

Of  eyery  hope  at  once  in  thee  bereft  ? 
While  on  thy  life  fo  many  thoufands  wait, 
"While  nations  live  dependent  on  thy  fate. 
While  the  whole  world  on  thee,  their  head,  rely, 
*Tis  cruel  in  thee  to  confent  to  die.  99* 

And  could*ft  thou  not  one  faithful  foldier  find. 
One  equal  to  his  mighty  mafter^s  mind. 
One  that  deferv'd  not  to  be  left  behind  ? 
While  tumbling  billows  toft  thee  on  the  main> 
We  ilept  at  eafe,  unknowing  of  thy  pain.  995 

Were  we  the  caufe^  oh  fliame !  unworthy  we. 
That  urgM  thee  on  to  brave  the  raging  fea  ? 
Is  there  a  (lave  whofe  head  thou  hold'ft  fo  light. 
To  give  him  up  to  this  tempeftuous  night  ? 

While 
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"While  Caefar,  whom  the  fubjeft  earth  obeys,         xooo 

To  feafons  fuch  ds  thefe,  his  facred  felf  betrays. 

Still  wilt  thou  weary  out  indulgent  heaven. 

And  fcatter  all  the  laviih  gods  have  given  ? 

Doft  thou  the  care  of  providence  employ. 

Only  to  fave  thee  when  the  feas  run  high  ?  1005 

Aofpicious  Jove  thy  wi/hes  would  promote  5 

Thou  a£k'ft  the  fafety  of  a  leaky  boat : 

He  proffers  thee  the  world's  fupreme  command  ; 

Thy  hopes  afpire  no  farther  than  to  land, 

And  caft  thy  ihipwreck  on  th*  Hefperian  ftrand* 

In  kind  reproaches  thus  they  wafte  the  night. 
Till  the  gray  eaft  difclosM  the  breaking  light  s 
Serene  the  fun  his  beamy  face  difplayM, 
While  the  tir'd  ftorm  and  weary  waves  were  laid* 
Speedy  the  Latian  chiefs  unfurl  their  fails,  1015 

And  catch  the  gently- rifing  northern  gales  t 
In  fair  appearance  the  tall  veflcls  glide, 
I'he  pilots,  and  the  wind,  confpire  to  guide. 
And  waft  them  fitly  o'er  the  fmoother  tide  s 
Decent  they  move,  like  fome  well-orderM  band,  I0ft9 
In  rang*d  battalions  marching  o*er  the  land. 
Night  fell  at  length,  the  winds  the  fails  foribok. 
And  a  dead  calm  the  beauteous  order  broke. 
So  when,  from  Str3rmon's  wintery  banks,  die  craaety 
In  feather'd  legions,  cot  th*  sethereal  plaint )         soa| 
To  warmer  Nile  they  bend  their  airy  way, 
Form*d  in  long  lines,  and  rank*d  in  juft  arrays 
But  if  fome  milling  ftorm  the  journey  croisy 
The  wingy  leaden  all  aic  at  a  loft  t 
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K  t>w  clofe J  now  I  oofe ^  th  e  break  m  g^  fqu  ailrons  fly,  to  jt^ 
And  feaittrr  in  tonfufion  oerr  the  flty. 
The  day  returned,  with  Phcibufl  Auftfr  roie, 
And  bard  vp^ti  the  draining  canvas  blows, 
Scudding  afore  him  fwift  the  fleet  he  bore, 
O'^'-ptffing  LyfluSj  to  N^Tnphaettm's  ftiorc^ 
There  fafe  feoni  northern  winds,  within  the  port  tbcy 
moor* 
While  thuK  united  Cx^hf%  arms  appear. 
And  fortune  dmws  the  j^reat  deciHon  near  j 
Sad  Pompey'*  Ibul  nneaiy  thotjghts  Infett, 
And  hh  Cornelia  pains  his  anxiouE  breaJi*  10411 

To  diftant  Lfffbos  fain  he  would  rcmoTe, 
Far  from  the  war,  the  partner  of  his  love. 
Oh,  who  can  fpeak,  wha^t  numbers  can  jievea], 
The  lenderneffl,  whii:h  pi 00*  lovers  feel  ? 
Who  can  their'  fecret  pangs  nnd  forrows  tell,  ^045 

With  all  the  croud  of  cares  that  in  their  bofoms  dwdl  ? 
See  what  ntW  paflions  now  the  kero  knows, 
How  firft  he  doubts  fuccefs,  and  foars  his  foes  3 
Etme  ^ndthr  world  he  haurds  in  the  ftrife^ 
And  gives  mp  all  to  fortune,  but  his  wife.  .  xc^ft 

Oft  he^preparts  to  fpeak,  but  knows  not  how. 
Knows  they  muft  part,  but  cannot  bid  her  go^ 
DeSexi  th&tkilliiig  news  with  fond  delay,  ^ 

Afi/d,  lingering, , puts  off  Fate  from  day  to  day. 
The  fleeting  Ihades  began  to  leave  the  fky,  '^  5f 

And  flujnber  foft  forfook  the  drooping  eye  : 
When,  witlj  fond  arms,  the  fair  Cornelia  preft 
Her  lord,  relu^ant,  .to  her  fnowy  breaft : 

rv.  Wonder^ 
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Wondering,  (he  found  he  ihuna'd  ber  joft  embrace. 
And  felt  warm  tears  upon  his  manly  ^e.  ]o6# 

Heart-wounded  with  the  fudden  woe,  ihe  grievM, 
And  fcarce  the  weeping  warrior  yet  believ'd. 
When,  with  a  groan,  thus  he  :  My  tnieft  wife. 
To  fay  how  much  I  love  thee  more  than  life. 
Poorly  exprefles  what  my  heart  would  ihow,  1065 

Since  life,  alas  !  is  grown  my  bunlen  now  | 
That  long,  too  long  delayed,  that  dreadful  doom* 
That  cruel  parting  hour  at  length  is  come. 
Fierce,  haughty,  and  collected  in  his  mi^tt 
Advancing  Csfar  calls  me  to  the  %ht.  I07# 

Hafte  then,  my  gende  love,  from  war  retreat } 
The  Lefl)ian  ifle  attends  thy  peaceful  (tat : 
Nor  feek,  oh !  feek  not  to  increafe  my  cares, 
Seek  not  to  change  my  purpofe  with  thy  prayers } 
Myfclf,  in  vain,  the  fruitlefs  fuit  have  tryM,        1075 
.And  my  own  pleading  heart  has  been  denyM* 
Think  not,  thy  diftance  will  increafe  thy  fear  s 
Ruin,  if  ruin  cones,  will  foon-be  leari 
Too  foon  the  fatal  news  fhall  reach  thy  ear. 
Nor  burns  thy  heat  with  juft  and  equal  firet,       ioS# 
Nor  doil  thou  love  as  virtue^s  law  requires  ) 
If  thofe  foft  eyes  ctn  ev*n  thy  husband  bear, 
Ked  with  the  ftsms  of  blood,  and  guilty  war. 
When  horrid  trumpets  found  their  dire  alarmSi 
Shall  I  indulge  my  forrows  with  thy  charms. 
And  rife  to  battle  from  theie  tender  «rm§  ? 
Thus  mournful,  from  thee,  rather  let  me  gp, 
And  join  thy  abfence  to  die  public  woe. 

4  But 
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But  tboq  be  hi  J,  be  fafe  from  every  fear^ 

While  kings  and  nrition^  in  deftruftion  Iharc  i        joji 

Shun  thoFU  the  cnifh  of  my  impending  fate, 

Nar  kt  it  fall  on  thee  wkh  all  its  weight. 

Then  if  the  g<jdi  my  overthrow  ordarn. 

And  the  fierce  victor  chace  me  o^r  the  pi  a  In  j 

Thou  ftitih  he  left  me  ittll,  my  belter  part. 

To  ibotb  my  car«j  and  heal  my  broken  heart  j 

Thy  open  arms  I  fliall  be  tbre  to  meet. 

And  fly  with  pleafure  to  the  dear  retreat. 

Stunned  and  aftonifli'd  at  the  deadly  flrrokc. 
All  fenfej  at  fif^,  tbe  mauon  fad  forfook, 
MAtion^  and  life,  and  fpeech^  at  length  returns. 
And  dm*  in  words  of  heavieit  woe  flie  mourna ; 
No,  Pompey  \  Uii  not  that  my  lord  is  dead, 
*Tis  not  the  ha  mi  of  fate  has  mbh  d  my  bed  j 
But  like  Ibme  bafe  plebeian  I  am  cursM,  1x65 

And  by  my  cruel  hufband  ftand  divorced. 
But  Caefar  bids  us  part  1  thy  father  comes ! 
And  we  muft  yield  to  what  that  tyrant  dooms  t 
Is  thy  Cornelians  faith  fo  poorly  known. 
That  thou  ihould'ft  think  her  fafer  wbilft  alone? 
A<re  not  oi|r  loves,  our  lives^  our  fortunes  one  ? 
Canft  thouy  inhuman,  drive  me  from  thy  fide. 
And  bid  my  (ingle  head  the  coming  ftorm  abide  ? 
Bo  I  not  read  thy  purpofe  in  thy  eye  ? 
DoH  thou  not  hope,'  and  wilh,  ev'n  now  to  die?    xxx| 
And  can  I  then  be  fafe  ?  Yet  death  is  free. 
That  laft  relief  is  not  deny'd  to  me ; 
Though  banifhM  by  thy  harfh  command  I  go. 
Yet  I  will  join  thee  in  the  realms  below. 

Thou 


1 


LUCAN'S  PHARSALIA,    Book  V.       241 

Them  bidft  me  with  the  pangt  of  abfence  ftrive,   1 120 
Andy  till  I  hear  thy  certain  lofs,  funrive.  * 

My  vow'd  obedience,  what  it  can,  (hall  bear ; 
But,  oh  !  my  heart  ^s  a  woman,  and  I  fear* 
If  the  good  gods,  indulgent  to  my  prayer. 
Should  make  the  laws  of  Rome,  and  thee,  their  care ; 
In  diftant  climes  I  may  prolong  my  woe,  x  i  %6 

And  be  the  laft  thy  viftory  to  know. 
On  fome  bleak  rock  that  froWns  upon  the  deep, 
A  confhint  watch  thy  weeping  wife  ihall  keep  j 
There  from  each  fail  misfortune  ihall  I  guefs,       1x30 
And  dread  the  bark  that  brings  me  diy  fuccefs. 
Nor  ihall  thofe  happier  tidings  end  my  fear. 
The  vanquiihM  foe  may  bring  new  danger  near ; 
Defenceleis  I  may  fBll  be  made  a  prize. 
And  Czfar  fnatch  me  with  him,  as  he  flies :  11 31 

With  eafe  my  known  retreat  he  fhall  explore. 
While  thy  great  name  dillinguifhes  the  ihore : 
Soon  ihall  the  Lefbian  exile  ihind  revealed. 
The  wife  of  Pompey  cannot  live  concealM. 
But  if  th*  o*er-rnling  powers  Uiy  caufe  forfake,     XZ40 
Grant  me  this  only  laft  requeft  I  make  $ 
When  thou  ihak  be  of  troops  and  friends  bereft^ 
And  wi etched  flight  is  all  thy  fafety  left} 
Oh !  follow  not  the  dilates  of  thy  heart. 
But  choofe  a  refiige  in  fome  diftant  part.  x  145 

Where-e*er  thy  unaufpicious  bark  fhall  ftecr. 
Thy  fad  Cornelia's  fatal  ihore  forbear. 
Since  Cxfar  will  be  fure  to  feek  thee  there. 
So  faying,  with  a  groan  the  matron  fled. 
Ami,  wiJU  with  forrow,  left  hci*  holy  bed  s 
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Shs  lees  all  lingering,  all  delays  are  vain,      ■   i 

Afid  niil^es  liL^adlong  to  poSFel's  the  piim  j 

Nor  Will  the  bwrry  of  her  gri«f$  afiarti 

Oi^e  lal^  embrace  from  her  fofiiiken  lordi 

Uncomirion  crutfi  was  ike  txkcc,  for  two^ 

Wiwii'e  !ivC5  had  lafted  long,  and  been  lb  true. 

To  loic  the  pleailire  of  one  hA  adieu. 

In  all  the  woiul  daj^  that  ^rols  d  their  blifE, 

Sure  never  hour  was  ^Icnown  fo  f^id  as  this  j 

By  what  they  rafl'er'd  nowj  iuur'd  ta  pa  En,  y 

They  met  oil  after- for rxjw^  with  dildairxj  t 

And  fojtuni:  fligt  her  envii^s  fliafts  in  vain.  j 

Low  on  the  ground  the  fainting  dame  is  kidj  ■ 

Her  train  ofEcioas  liailen  tjo  her  aid  :  I 

Then  gently  i-eaxing,  with  a  cajeful  baiitl,  11^5 

Support  her,  flow-defceiiding  o'er  the  itriiad. 
There,  while  with  eagt^r  arrns  Jlie  gral'p'd  the  ihore^ 
Scarcely  the  mourner  to  tlie  bark  they  bore. 
Not  half  this  grief  of  heart,  diefe  p^i^igs,  fhe  karw| 
When  from  her  native  Italy  fhe  ilew  ;  ^ij© 

J-onely,  %nd  comfortlefj^  fhe  takes  her  flight, 
Sad  feertis  the  day,  and  long  the  fleeplcfs  night. 
In  vaia  her  maids  the  downy  couch  provide. 
She  wants  the  tender  partner  of  her  fide. 
When  wear)'  oft  in  heavinefs  flic  lies,  1175 

And  dozy  fluinber  ftealsupon  her  eyes  1 
Fain,  with  fond  arras,  her  lord  ihc  would  have  prefl. 
But  weeps  to  find  the  pillow  at  her  bread. 
Though  raging  in  hei*  veins  a  fever  burns, 
Painful  flie  lies,  and  reftlefs  oft  flie  turns,  1 18» 

She 
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She  ihuns  his  facred  dde  with  awful  fear. 

And  would  not  be  convinc'd  he  is  not  there* 

Buty  oh  !  too  foon  the  want  fhall  be  fupplyM, 

The  gods  too  cruelly  for  that  provide : 

Again,  the  circling  hours  bring  back  her  lord>      X1S5 

And  Pompey  ftiall  be  fatally  reftor'd. 


R  z  \.\3eN^^^ 
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Csefar  amd  Pompey  lying  now  near  Dy^rrUachium, 
affer  levcraJ  marches  and  counter-marc  be  s,  the 
tWmer  with  incredible  diligence  runs  a  vaft  line,  or 
work,  j-ound  the  camp  of  the  latter.  This,  Pompey, 
after  iufFering  for  want  of  provifions,  atid  a  very 
gallant  reliftance  of  Sc^eva,  a  centurion  of  C^far'$, 
at  length  break??  through.  After  this,  Cse far  makes 
another  unfuccefsful  at  tenipt  upon  a  pait  of  Pompey** 
army,  and  then  marches  away  into  ThefTaly :  And 
Pompeyj  aeauinft  the  pcrfuafion  and  connfel  of  his 
friends,  follows  him*  After  ^  deicription  of  the 
.ancient  inhabitants,  the  boundaries,  the  moun- 
tains, and  rivers  of  Theflaly ;  the  poet  takes  oc- 
cafion,  from  this  country  being  famous  for  witch- 
craft, to  introduce  Sextus  Pompeius,  inquiring  the 
event  of  the  civil  war  from  the  forcerefs  Eriftho. 

NOW,  near  encamped,  each  on  a  neighbouring 
height. 
The  Latian  chiefs  prepare  for  fudden  fight. 
The  rival  pair  feem  hither  brought  by.  fate,  -j 

As  if  the  gods  would  end  tlie  dife  debate,  > 

And  here  determine  of  the  Roman  ftate,  3 

Caefar,  intent  upon  his  hoflile  Ton,  6 

Demands  a  conqueft  here,  and  here  alone  j 
Negle6ls  what  laurels  captive  towns  muft  yield, 
And  /corns  the  harveli  of  the  Grecian  field* 

Im. 
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Impatient  he  provokes  the  fatal  day,  ^ 

Ordain'd  to  give  Rome's  liberties  away,  L 

And  leave  the  world  the  greedy  vigor's  prey.  j 

Eager,  that  laft,  great'  chance  of  war  he  waits, 

Where  cither's  fall  determines  both  their  fates. 

Thrice,  on  the  hills,  all  drawn  in  dreadarray,  ^5 

His  threatening  eagles  wide  their  wings  difpl^y  5 

Thrice,  but  in  vain,  bis  hoftile  arms  he  Aiew'4> 

His  ready  rage,  and  thirft  of  Latlan  blood. 

3ut  when  he  faw,  how  cautious  Pompey's  care, 

Safe  in  his  camp,  declin'd  the  proffer'd  war ;  20 

Through  woody  paths  he  bent  his  fccrct  way, 

And  meant  to  make  Dyrrhachium's  towers  his  prey. 

This  Pompey  fawj  and  fwiftly  (hot  before 

With  fpfccdy  maixlies  on  the  fapdy  Ihpre : 

Till  on  Taulantian  Petra's  top  he  ftay'd,-  25 

Sheltering  the  city  with  his  timely  aid. 

This  place,  nor  walls,  nor  trenches  deep  can  boaft. 

The  works  of  labour,  and  expcnfive  coft. 

Vain  prodigality !  and  labpur  vain  I 

Loft  is  the  lavifh'd  wealth,  and  loft  the  fruitlefs  pain  1  19" 

What  walls,  what  towers  foc'cr  they  rear  fublime, 

Muft  yield  to  wars,  or  more  deftni^live  time  j 

While  fences  like  Dyrrhachium's  fortrefs  made;       ^ 

Where  nature's  band  the  fure  foundation  laid,  > 

And  with  her  fti-ength  the  naked  town  array'd^  3 

Shall  ftand  fecure  againft  the  warrior*8  rage,  36* 

Nor  fear  the  ruinous  decays  of  age. 

Guarded,  around,  by  fteepy  rocks  it  lies. 

And  all  acetify  from  land,  but  one»  denies. 

Rl  .  No 
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No  venturous  veffel  there  in  fifety  rides j 
But  foaming  fiiT]ges  break,  and  fwtlHug  tides 
RoH  roaring  on,  aj:id  wifla  the  crajggy  firics  : 
Or  wbe^n  contentious  winds  more  rudely  blow. 
Then  moujiting  o>r  the  topmafl  cliff  they  flow, 
Burft  on  the  lofty  domes,  and  daih  the  towti  below* 

Here  Csefar's  daring  heart  vaft  hopes  conceivesi      4^ 
And  high  with  war's  vindiftisre  pleafurcs  b eaves  i 
Much  he  revolves  within  his  thoughtfuJ  mindj 
How,  in  this  camp,  the  foe  may  be  eoiiftn'd,. 
With  ample  lines  from  hill  to  bill  defign'di 
Secret  and  fwift  he  means  the  t^fk  to  try,      .  ji^ 

And  runs  each  diftance  over  with  his  eye* 
Vaft  heaps  of  fod  and  verdant  turf  are  brought. 
And  ftones  m  deep  laborious  quarries  wrought  j 
Each  Grecian  dwelling  round  the  work  fnpplies,       55 
And  fudden  ramparts  from  their  ruins  rife* 
With  wondrous  ftrcngih  rhe  ftable  mound  they  rear,  ^ 
Such  as  th'  impetuous  ram  can  never  fear, 
Nor  hoftile  might  overturn,  nor  forceful  engine  tear. 
Through  hills,  refiftlefs,  Caefar  plains  his  way,         60 
And  makes  the  rough  unequal  rocks  obey. 
Here  deep,  beneath,  the  gaping  trenches  lie. 
There  forts  advance  their  airy  turrets  high. 
Around  vaft  trafls  of  land  the  labours  wind, 
Wide  fields  and  forefts  ip  the  circle  bind. 
And  hold  as  in  a  toil  the  favage  kind. 
Nor  ev'n  the  foe  too  ilriflly  pent  remains, 
At  large  he  forages  upon  the  plains  j 
The  vaft  inclofure  gives  free  leave  around, 
Oft  to  decamp,  and  fliift  the  various  ground.  79 

Here, 
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Hc»,  from  far  fountaitm,  fb^aons  tbeir  channels  trace, 
And,  while  they  wander  through  the  tedious  fpace. 
Run  msmY.^  mile  their  ion^  extended  raed : 
While  Ibme,  ^uite  worn  and  weary  of  the  way, 
Sink,  and  are  ioft  before  they  reach  the  fea :  75 

Kv'n  Caef^r's  felf,  when  through  the  works  he  goes, 
Tires  in  th^  midft,  and  t^ps  to  take  repofe. 
Let  fame  no  more  record  the  wails  of  Troy, 
Which  gods  alone  could  build,  and  gods  dc(h'ay$ 
Nor  let  the  Parthian  wonder^  to  have  feen  80 

Tlie  labours  of  the  Babylonian  queen  : 
Behohl  this  large,  this  fpacipus  tra^  of  ground! 
Like  that,  which  Tigris,  or  Orontes  bound ;. 
Behold  this  land  !  that  majeiiy  might  bring. 
And  form  a  kingdom  for  an  eaftern  king.j  85 

Behold  a  Latian  chief  this  land  inclofe,.  "j 

Amidft  the  tumult  of  impending  foes:  C 

He  bade  the  wails  arife,  and  as  he  bado  they  rofe.     j 
But  ah.!  vain  pride  of  power!  ah  !  fruitlefs  boaft' 
Fv'n  thefe,  thefe  mighty  labours  are  all  loft!  90 

A  force  like  this  what  barriers  could  withftand  ? 
Seas  muft  have  fled,  and  yielded  to  the  landi 
The  lovers  fhorcs- united  might  have  ftood> 
Spite  of  the  Hellefpont's  oppofmg  flopd  j.. 
While  the  ^gean  and  Ionian  tide. 
Might  meeting  o'er  the  vanquifhM  Ifthmus  ride, 
And  Argive  realms  from  Corinth's  walls  divide ; 
This  power  might  change  unwilling  nature's  face, . 
Unfix  each  order,  and  remove  each  place. 

R4  Here, 
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"HetCj  38  if  closed  within  a  lift,  the  war  loi^ 

Does  all  lt$  valiant  combatants  prepare  ^ 
Here  ardent  glows  the  blood,  which  fate  orflains 
To  dye  the  Libyan  and  Km^tliian  plains  j 
Mere  the  whol^  rage  of  d\*il  difeort!  joinM,  ' 
Struggles  for  rooiHj  and  Iccrns  to  be  confinM^         t€§. 
Nor  yet,  while  Cfffa*  his  firft  labours  try'd>  '  ■ 

The  warlike  toil  by  Pompey  was  dcfcry'd. 
So  J  in  mid  Sicily's  delightful  plmnj 
Safe  from  the  horrid  found,  the  happy  fwakti 
Dreads  not  loud  Scylla  harking  o*er  the  main* 
'  So,  northern  Britons  never  hear  the  roar  iit. 

Of  feaSj  that  break  on  the  fnr  Cantian  fiiort. 
Soon  as  the  rifing  rajoparta  hoftik  height. 
And  towers  adiiFancicg,  flruck  hi^  anxious  £ght, 
Sudden  fiom  Petra'^s  fafer  camp  he  led,  115 

And  wide  hisjegions  on  the  hilk  difpread ; 
So,  Caefar^  forced  his  numbers  to  extend. 
More  feebly  might  each  varjous^ilrength  defend. 
His  camp  far  o'er  the  large  inclofiire  reachM, 
And  guarded  lines  along  the  front  were  ftretch'dj     ira 
Far  as  Rennets  diftance  from  Aricia's  groves,^ 
( Aricia  which  the  chafte  Diana  love&) 
Far  as  from  Romqold  Tiber  feeks  the  fea,. 
Did  he  not  wander  in  His  winding  way.  M4: 

While  yet  no  fignals  for  the  fight  prepare,  "1: 

Unbidden,  fome  the  .j?ivelin  dart  from  far,  t 

And,  Ikirmilhing,  provoke  the  lingering  war»  jt» 

But  deeper  cares  the  thoughtful  chiefs  diftrefs,. 
And  move,"  the  foldier?  ardoii*'  to  reprels. 

Pompey, 
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Pompey> .  with  fecret  -anxious-  thought^  Meld,        « 30 

How  trampling  hoofii  the  rifing:  graf»  repellM } 

Wafle  lie  the  ruifet  fieldft>  the  gtiierous  ftecd 

Seeks  on  the  naked  foil,  in  vain,  to  feed  ; 

Loathing  from. racks  of  huiky  ftraw  he  tums^ 

And,  pining,  for  the  Terdant  pafture  mourns.        4^5, 

No  more  his  limbs- their  dying  load  fuftain» 

Aiming  a  ftride»  he  faltero-in  the  (hain. 

And  iinks  a  ruin  on  the  withering  plain  1 

Dire  maladies  upon  his  vitals  prey> 

Piflblve  his  framef,  and  melt  the  ma(s  awayw  140  < 

Thence  deadly  plagues  invade  the  lazy  air. 

Reek  to  the  clouds,  and  hang  malignant  there. 

From  Neds  fuch,  the  Stygian  vapours  ri(c,. 

Ahd  with  contagion  taint  the  purer  flues.} 

buck  do  Typhosus*  fteamy  caves- convey,  145- 

And  breathe  blue  poiibns  on  the  golden  day* 

Thtnce  liquid  ftreams  the  mingling  plague  receive. 

And  deadly  potions  to  the  thiriiy.gwe  : 

To  man  the  mifchief  fpreads,  the  fell  diieafe 

In  fatal  draughts  does  on  his  entrails  feize.  150* 

A  rugged  fcurf,  all  loathibm  to  be  feen. 

Spreads,  like  a  bark,  upon  his  filken  ikin ;. 

Malignant  flames  his  fwelling  eye-balls  dart. 

And  feem  with  anguish  frcm  their  feats  to  ftart ;  - 

Fires  o'er  his  glowing  cheeks  and  viiage  ftray,         155 

And  mark,  in  crimibn  ftreaks,  their  burning  way ; 

Low  droops  his  head,  declining  from  its  height. 

And  nods,  and  totters  with  the  fatal. weight. 

V/i;h  winged  halb  the  fwift  defti  uclion  flics. 

And  fcarce  the  ibldier  fickens  ere  luc  dies  \  ^^n 
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Now  foil  in  e^  crouds  At  once  reflgn  th^ir  breathy 

And  doubly  taint  the  noxious  ^ir  with  death. 

Carclefs  their  putrid  csu-cales  are  fpreiid  j 

And  on  the  earth,  thdr  dank  unwholfomc  bed. 

The  living  rell  in  common  with  the  d£ad» 

Hert  none  the  laft  f  uneretil  rites  rtcoive  5 

To  ht  caft  forth  the  oimp,  is  all  their  friertds  can  give, ' 

At  Jene^th  kind  heavtn  their  forrows  bade  to  ceaTe,  .  ■ 

And  ftsid  the  peihkntial  foe^*;  increal*  |  '     ■ 

Frefli  breezes' from  the  fea  be^n  to  rife, 

Wiiile  Borea*  through  the  lazy  vapour  ilies. 

And  Iwetf^s,  with  healthy  wingSj  the  rank  polluted 

Arriving  vclleb  now  their  freight  uiijoad, 
And  furnifh  plenteous  haivefh  from  abroad ; 
Nowfprightly  flrengthinowchearful  health^refurns,  J75 
And  life's  fair  lamp,  rekindled,  bdghtly  burns. 
But  Gaofar,  unconfin'd,  and  camp'd  on  high. 
Feels  not  the  miichtefof  >the  fluggiih>(ky :. , 
On  hills  fubliin«6  he  b^eatihea  the  pnrei:  air^ 
And  drinks  no^danvps,  nor  poifonousiUapours,  there.  iS%. 
Yet  hunger  keen  an  equal  plague  is  found ; 
Famine  and  meagre  want  befiege  him  round*: 
The  fields,  as  yet,  no  hopes  of  harreft  wear, 
Nor  yellow'  ftems  difclofe  the  bearded  ear. 
The  fcatterM  vulgar  fearch  around  the  fields,  185. 

And  pluck  whatever  the  doubtful  herbage  yields  5 
Some  ftrip  the  trees  in  every  neighbouring  wood, 
And  with  the  cattle  fhare  their  graffy  food. 
Whatever  the  foftening  flame  can  pliant  make, 
\VAate*er 'the  teeth,  ov  labouring  jaws,  xan  break.;.  1^0 
'     "  What 
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What  flefli,  what  roots,  what  herbs  foe'er  ihey  get, 

Though  new,  and  ftrange  to  human  tafie  as  yet. 

At  once  the  greedy  foldiers  feize  and  eat. 

What  want,  what  pain  foe'er  they  undergo. 

Still  they  perflft  in  arms,  and  clofe  befet  the  foe.    195 

At  length,  impatient  longer  to  be  held 
Within  the  bounds  of  one  appointed  field. 
O'er  every  bai*  which  might  his  paflage  ftay, 
Pompey  refolves  to  force  his  warlike  way  j 
Wide  o'er  the  world  the  ranging  war  to  lead,         lo* 
And  give  his  loofcn'd  legions  room  to  fpread. 
Nor  takes  he  mean  advantage  from  the  night. 
Nor  deals  a  paffage,  nor  declines  the  fight  ^ 
But  bravely  dares,  difdainful  of  the  foe. 
Through  the  proud  towers  and  ramparts  breach  to  go.  105 
Where  fhining  fpcars,  and  crefted  helms  are  fcen. 
Embattled  thick  to  guard  the  walls  within  j 
Where  all  things  death,  where  ruin  all  afford. 
There  Pompey  marks  a  paffage  for  his  fword. 
Near  to  the  camp  a  woody  thicket  lay, 
Clofe  was  the  fhade,  nor  did  the  greenfward  wayj 
With  fmoky  clouds  of  duft,  the  march  betray. 
Hence,  fudden  they  appear  in  dread  array, 
Siidden  their  wide-extended  ranks  dilplay  j 
At  once  the  foe  beholds  with  wondering  eyes, 
Where  on  broad  wings  Pornpcian  eagles  rile  j 
At  once    the  wariiors  ihouts  and  trumpet- founds 

furprife. 
Scarce  was  the  fword's  deftruftion  needful  here. 
So  fwiftly  ran  before  preventing  fear  j 

Some 
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Some  fled  ^max^d^  while  rainly  valiant  fome  i^o 

Stood,  but  tp  ratet  in  arms  ^  nobler  doom- 

Wher^-e'ei    bey  ftood,  now  fcatter'd  lie  *he  flain. 

Scare  few  for  coming  deaths  retnain. 

Add  of  flying  i^iveliii*  fall  m  vain. 

Heie  »  >nfuniing  tla^mes  the  victors  throw,         7*5 

Ax  v»  lam  impctuoti?  aims  ck  blow  j 

^  dding  turrets  feel  the  fet»ke, 

A^  )£uth  the  ihock. 

ftjit  flM  to  doom 

Freei-w*.  and  to  Rome ;       130 

High  o"  bis  cugles  tower, 

Atid  -»  lefar^^  power, 

Bu  fortune  cou'd) 

Wha  lands  withftood, 

ScsfVpii  «^— J  rqinit  rne  rorce,  .♦ST 

And  ftops  the  rapid  viftor  in  his  courfe. 
Scaeva !  a  name  erewhiie  to  fame  unknown. 
And  firft  diftingui/h*d  on  the  Gallic  Rhone  j- 
There  fecn  in  hardy  deeds  of-  arms  to  ihine> 
^e  reachM  the  honours  of  the  Latian  vine.  340 

Saring  and  bold,  and  ever  prone  to  ill, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  and  a6live  to  fulfil 
The  dilates  of  a  lawlefs  tyrant's  will  5 
Nor  virtue's  love,  nor  reafon's  laws  he  knew, 
But,  carelefs  of  the  right,  for  hire  his  fword  he  drew.  245- 
Thus  courage  by  an  impious  caufe  is  curft, 
And  he  that  is  the  braveft,  is  the  worft. 
Soon  as  he  faw  his  fellows  ihun  the  fight, 
And  feek  their  iafety  in  ignoble  flight. 

Whence 
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'WfaeiTce  doeS)  he  tiidy  this  cowai'd^s  ttitor  grtfw^     i5o 

This  (hamey  unknown  to  Caefar's  af-ms  till  n6w  F 

Can  you,  ye  flaviiji  herd,  thus  tamely  yield  ? 

Thus  fly,  unwounded,  from  the  bloody  iield  ? 

Behold,  where  pil'^  in  flaughterM  heaps  on  high, 

Fhrm  to  the  laft,  your  brave  cora]>anioifs  lie  ;  a 55 

Then  bluih  to  think  what  wretched  lives  you  fkve, 

From  what  renown  you  fly,  fjt>ni  what  a  glorious  grave* 

Though  facred  fame,  though  yirtve  yield  to  fear. 

Let  rage,  let  indignation^  keep  yon  here* 

We  !  we  the  weakeft,  frdm  the  re(b  ai«  xhokt         t6^ 

To  yield  a  paflTage  to  our  fcomful  fioes  t 

Yet,  Pompey^  yet«  thou  flialt  be  yet  i9khk(Mt 

And  (lain  thy  vi6):or's  laurel  deep  in  Uood. 

With  pride,  *ti$  true,  with  joy  I  ihtfuld  have  dy^d> 

If  haply  I  had  fall'n  by  Caefafs  fide  j 

But  fortune  has  the  noble  death  deny^d. 

Then  Pompey,  thou,  thou  on  my  fame  ihalt  wait^ 

Do  thou  be  whnefs,  and  applaud  my  fate. 

Now  pu(h  we  on,  difdain  we  now  to  fear, 

A  thoufand  wounds  let  every  bofom  bear. 

Till  the  keen  fword  be  blunt,  be  broke  tke  pointed 

fpear. 

And  fee  the  clouds  of  dufty  battle  rife  t 
Hark  how  the  fhout  runs  rattling  through  the  ikies  ! 
The  diftant  legions  catch  the  founds  from  far^ 
And  Csfar  liftens  to  the  thundering  war,  275 

He  comes,  he  comes,  yet  ere  his  foldier  dies. 
Like  lightning  fwift  the  winged  warrior  flies  : 
Hafte  then  to  death,  to  conqueft  hade  away; 
Well  do  we  fall,  for  Caefar  wins  the  dx^% 
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He  fpoke,  and  ftraight,  ae  at  the  trumpet s  found,  ii« 
Rekindled  warmth  in  every  breaft  was  found ; 
Ktcaird  from  flight,  the  youth  admiring  wait, 
Tomsrk  their  daring  ^^liow-foldier's  fate^ 
To  fee  if  baply  virtue  might  pre  vail  j 
And  J  ev'n  beyond  their  hopeSj  do  more  than  greatly  fail- 
High  on  tht  tottering  wall  be  renrs  hh  head,        sS^ 
With  llaughtcrM  cancaffcs  around  him  fpread ; 
With  nervous  arms  uplifting  thefe  he  throws, 
Thefe  rolls  oppreiTivc,  on  afc ending  foea- 
Each  where  materials  for  bis  fary  lie,  sgqi 

And  all  the  ready  ruins  arms  Aipply  : 
Even  hi«  fierce  fe!f  he  feems  to  aim  below, 
Headlong  to  ihoot,  and  dying  dart  a  blow* 
Nbw  his  tough  ftalF  repels  the  fierce  attiick. 
And  tniTibling,  drives  the  bold  aflhilants  back  :       155 
Now  heads,  now  hands  he  iops>  the  carcafe  falls, 
Whilft  the  'clenchM  fingers  gripe  the  topmoft  walls  : 
Here  ftones  he  heaves  j  the  mafs  defcending  fuH, 
Oufhes  the  brain,  and  fhivers  the  frail  fcull.  299 

Here  burning  pitchy-brands  he  whirls  around 
InfixM,  the  flames  hifs  in  the  liquid  wound, 
Deep  drenched  in  death,  in  flowing  crimfon  drown'd, 
And  now  the  fwelling  heaps  of  flaughter'd  foes. 
Sublime  and  equal  to  the  fortfefs  rofe ; 
Whence,  forward,  with  a  leap,  at  once  he  fprung,    305 
And  (hot  hirafelf  amidfl:  the  hoftile  throng. 
So  daring,  fierce  with  rage,  fo  void  of  fear, 
JBounds  forth  the  fpotted  pard,  and  fcorns  the  hunter's 
ipear. 

The 
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The  clofing  ranks  the  warrior  ftraight  enfold. 

And,  compafs*d  in  their  ftcely  circle,  hold.  31q 

Undaunted  ftilJ,  around  the  ring  he  roams, 

Fights  here  and  there,  and  every  where  overcomes  5 

Till,  clogg'd  with  blood,  his  fword  obeys  but  ill 

The  di6lates  of  its  vengeful  raafter's  will ; 

Edgelefs  it  falls,-  and  though  it  piei-ceno  more,       315 

Still  break«*the  batterM  bones,  and  bruifes  fore. 

Mean  time,  on  him,  the  croudhigwar  is  bent,    ' 

And  darts  from  every  hand,  to  him  tare  (ent  a 

It  looked  as- fortune  did  in  odds  delight,    ■ .  • 

And  had  in  cruel  fport  ordain^  the  fight ;  3  im 

A  'wondrous  match  of  war  ihe  feem'd  to  make. 

Her  thoufands  here,  and  there  her  one  to  ftake ; 

As  if  on  nightly  terms  in  lifts  they  ran, 

And  armies  were  but  equal  to  the  man* 

A  thoufand  darts  upon  his  buckler  ring,  315 

A  thoufand  javelins  round  his  temples  ling ; 

Hard  bearing  on  his  head,  with  many  a  blow^ 

His  fteely  helm  is  inward  taught  to  bow. 

The  miflive  arms,  fixM  all  around,  he  wears. 

And  ev'n  his  fafety  in  his  wounds  he  bears, 

FencM  with  a  fatal  wood,  a^deadly  grove  of  fpears, 

Ceafe,  ye  Pompeian  warriors  I  ceafe  the  fbife. 

Nor,  vainly,  thus  attempt  this  fingle  life } 

Your  darts,  your  idle  javelins  call  afide. 

And  other  arms  for  Scseva's  death  provide :  335 

The  forceful  rams  reflftlefs  horns  prepare, 

With  all  the  ponderous  raft  machines  of  war^ 

Let 
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Let  dreadful  flames,  let  mafly  rock^  be  thrown. 
With  engines  ttiunder  on,  and  break  him  down. 
And  win  t!iis  Caefs-r's  foidier^  like  a.  tQwo- 
At  length,  hit  fate  difdaining  to  delay,  341 

He  hxixh  hii  field's  nc^lefied  aid  ^way, 
JRcfolves  no  part  whate>r  froni  death  to  hide, 
Biit  ftands  unguarded  now  on  evecy  fide. 
Incumbered  fore  wttk  many  a  painful  wfiund,  %^§ 

Tardy  and  ftiff  he  tread*  tlie  haftilc  ro\j»d  j 
Gloomy  ami  fierce  his  cyiirs  the  croud  fuwey, 
Mark  where  tv  fix,  and  fingle  out  the  jirey. 
Such,  by  Getulian  hurttcrs  compafs'd  in. 
The  vaJi  unwvddy  elephiujt  is  feen  c  350 

All  covered  with  a  fteely  fi^wtr  from  ftir, 
Rouzlng  he  ^^dces,  and  fheds  the  feattcT'd  -w^f} 
In  vain  iht;  tllftant  troops  the  fight  renew, 
And  with  freih  rage  «hc  fttibbom  foe  ipuiTiale  5 
UnconquerM^U  the  mi^ty  £sivage  Aands,  355 

And  fcorns  the  malice  of  «  thotifandi  hftnds. 
^ot  all  the  wotmds  a  thoofamd  darts  can  miilodi 
Though  «U  £ad>^labe,  a  fingle  life  can  take. 
When  lo  !  addreft  widi  Some  fuccefsfit]  Vow, 
A  Aiaj^,  i^irk  flying JroWi  a  .Gittan  bd^y  $€• 

Beneath  the WartibrV brcM  was ieento iight. 
And  funk,  dedp  pioxihig  the  left  orb  of  fi^^ikt. 
But  he  (fo  rage  in^ii'd,  and  mad  ^dain) 
Remorfelefs  fell,  and  fenfefeft  of  the  para,  3^ 

Tore  forth  the  bearded  arrow  from  the  woatid,  -m 

With  ftringy  mtves  befWierfr'd  and  whi^j^M  arctund,     p 
And  ftamp'd  the  gory  jelly  on  the  ground,  ^ 

S  So 
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So  in  Pannonian  woods  the  growling  bear. 
Transfixed,  grows  fiercer  fbr  the  hunter's  Ipear, 
Turns  on  her  wound,  runs  madding  round  with  pain. 
And  catches  at  the  flying  fliaft  in  vain. 
Down  from  his  eyelefs  hollow  ran  the  blood. 
And  hideous  o'er  his  mangled  vifage  flowM ; 
Deform'd  each  awful,  each  feverer  grace. 
And  vefrd  the  manly  terrors  of  his  face.  37$ 

The  vi£lors  raife  their  joyful  voices  high« 
And  with  loud  triumph  ftrike  the  vaulted  (ky  t 
Not  Caefar  thus  ;^general  joy  had  fpread« 
Though  Caefar's  felf  like  Scaeva  thus  had  bled« 
Anxious,  the  wounded  foldier,  in  his  btea£t, .  'y 

The  rifing  indignation  deep  repreft,  > 

And  thus,  in  humble  vein,  his  haughty  foes  addreft ;    «l 
Here  let  your  rage,  ye  Romans,  ceafe«  he  iaid. 
And  lend  your  fellow-citizen  your  aid  i 
No  more  your  darts  nor  ufelefs  javelins  tay 
Thefe,  which  I  bear,  will  deaths  enow  fupply, 
Di*aw  forth  your  weapons,  and  behold  I  die. 
Or  rather  bear  me  hence,  and  let  me  meet 
My  doom  beneath  the  mighty  Pompey's  feet : 
*Twere  great,  'twere  brave,  to  fall  in  arms,  'tis  true. 
But  I  renounce  that  glorious  fate  for  you. 
Fain  would  I  yet  prolong  this  vital  breath, 
And  quit  even  Cxfar,  fo  I  fly  from  death. 
The  wretched  Aulas  liften'd  to  the  wile. 
Intent  and  greedy  of  the  future  fpoil  5  355 

Advancing  fondly  on,  with  heedlefs  eafe, 
He  thought  the  captive  and  his  arms  to  feize, 

S  WVvRT., 
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When,  Eic  lit  w^s  aware,  his  thundering  fword 
Detp  in  his  throat  the  ready  Scaeva  gor'd. 
WrrtTiM  whh  the  flaiigbtcfj  wjrh  frcfti  rage  he  burns. 
And  vigour  with  the  new  faccefs  returns. 
So  rn2j  thfij  fajl  (he  fajd)  by  juft  deceitj  ^ 

Such  be  rtieir  fate,  ftch  as  this  fo^>l  has  tnet^  ^ 

Who  dare  believe  that  T  am  vanq'uilhM  yet  I 
If  yau  wo VI Id  ftop  the  wiigcancc  of  my  fword. 
From  Ofar**  mercy  be  your  peace  implored. 
There  let  yout  leader  knecij  and  hmnbly  own  his  lord. 
Me  1  ton  Id  yott  meanly  dare  to  fancy,  me 
Bafct  like  yourfelvcsj  and  fond  of  life  to  be  1 
Bi^t  kntjv^i  not  all  the  names  which  grace  your  caule^ 
Youv  reverend  fen  ate,  and  your  bo  ailed  laws. 
Not  Pompey's  felf,  not  all  for  which  you  fear, 
Were  c  er  to  you,  like  death  to  ScKva,  dear- 
Thus  while  he  fpoke,  a  rifing  duft  betray 'd 
CacfariaTi  legions  marching  to  his  siidp  4.15 

lijow  Pompey*s  troops  with  prudence  feem  to  yields 
And  tclhcreatfihg  nunibers  quit  the  field ; 
Diffembling  (hkiioe,  they  hide  their  foul  defeat^ 
Nor  vanquifhM  by  a  fmgle  arna  retreat. 
Then  fell  the  warrior,  for  till  then  he  ftood ;  42« 

His  manly  mind  fupply'd  the  want  of  blood. 
It  feemM  as  rage  had  kindled  life  ane\vr. 
And  courage  to  oppofe,  fromi  oppofition  grew^, 
But  now,  when  none  were  left  him  to  repel. 
Fainting  for  want  of  foes,  the  viilor  fell,  415 

Straight  with  officious  hafte  his  friends  draw  near. 
And,  raifing,  joy  the  noble  load  to  bear : 

T« 
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*To  r^&osncQ  apd  religlpus  awe  inclin'd,  »% 

Admiring,  they  adore  his  mighty  mind,  > 

That  god  within  his  mangled  breaft  inihrin'd.  ^ 

The  wounding  weapons,  ftain'd  with  Scsva^s  blood. 

Like  facred  relics  to  the  gods  are  vowM : 

fprth  are  they  drawn  from  every  part  with  care. 

And  kept  to  drefs  the  naked  God  of  War. 

Oh  •  happy  fbldier,  ha^  thy  wofth  been  try'd. 

In  pious  daiiog»  on  thy  country's  fide  1 

Oh !  had  thy  fword  Iberian  battles  known. 

Or  purple  with  Cantabrian-ilaughter  grown; 

H^w  had.  thy  name  in  deatblefs  annals  ihonel 

But  now  no  Roman  F«an  /halt  thou  (ing,  ,440 

Nor  peaceful  triumphs  to  thy.  country  bring. 

Nor  loudly  blefi  in  Iblemn  pomp  ihalt  move. 

Through  crauding  ftreets,  to  Capitolian  Jove, 

The  laws  defender,  and  the  people's  love  : 

Oh,  haplefs  vi6lor  thou  1  oh,  vainly  brave  I  .  445 

How  haft  thou  fought,  to  make  thyfelf  a  (lave  I 

Nor  Poinpey,  thus  repulsed,  the  fight  declines. 
Nor  re-Its  encompafs'd  roun^  by  Carfar's  lines  $ 
Once  more  he  means  to  force  his  warlike  way. 
And  yet  retrieve  the  fortune  of  the  day.  450 

So  wlien  fierce  winds  with  angry  ocean  drive. 
Full  on  the  beach  the  beating  billows  drive  5 
Stable  awhile  the  lofty  mounds  abide, 
Clf^ck  the  p^oud  furge,  and  flay  the  fwelling  tide.s  .. 
Yet  reftlefs  ftill  the  waves  unweary'd  roll,  4^5 

Work  underneath  at  length,  and  fap  the  finking  mole. 
With  force  rcnewM  tlic  bailed  warrior  bends. 

Where  to  the  ihorc  the  jutting  wall  extends  i  . 
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There  proves^  by  land  arid  fea,  his  various  julgbtj 

And  wins  his  paflage  by  tbc  double  fight.  46a 

Wlile  o'er  the  pbfns  dfffus'd  hi  a  legions  range, 

Aiid  thetr  dofe  camp  for  freer  fields  exchange* 

Sdj  rais  d  by  melting  ftiTamfi  of  Alpine  fnow^  ^ 

Beyoiul  his  utmoft  margin  fwells  the  Poj  JL 

And  ^ooll'ly  lets  the  ipreading  deluge  flcrwi  A 

Whtre-«''er  the  weaker  banks  oppreft  retreat. 

And  fink  beneath  the  heapy  waters  weighty 

Forth  guJhJng  at  the  breach,  they  buril  their  way, 

And  waftfifnl  o'er  the  drowned  country  ftray ; 

Far  diftant  fields  and  meads  they  wander  o'er,         47© 

And  vifit  lands  they  never  knew  before  ; 

Here,  from  its  feat  the  mouldering  earth  is  torn^ 

And  by  the  flisnd  to  other  mailers  borne ; 

While  gathering,  there,  it  heaps  the  growing  Cmlt 

And  loads  the  peafant  with  his  neighbour's  fpoiJ,  476 

^oon  as  afcending  high,  a  rifing  flame, 
To  Caefar^s  fight,  the  combats  iignal,  came. 
Swift  to  the  place  approaching  near,  he  found 
The  ruin  fcatter'd  by  the  vi£Vor  round. 
And  his  proud  labours  humbled  to  the  ground » 
Thence  to  the  hoftile  camp  his  eyes  he  turns. 
Where  for  their  peace,  and  fleep  fecure,  he  mourns^ 
With  rancorbus  defpite,  and  envious  anguiih,  bums, 
At  length  refolv'd  (fo  rage  infpir'd  his  breaft) 
He  means  to  break  the  happy  vi6lor's  reft  j  4S5 

Once  more  to  kindle  up  the  fatal  ftrife. 
And  dafh  their  joys  with  hazard  of  his  life. 
Straight  to  Torquatus  fierce  he  bends  his  way, 
f  Toi-quatus  near  a  neighbouring  caftle  lay) 

Bu 
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Bvt  he,  by  prudent  caution  taught  to  yield>  490 

Trufts  to  his  walls,  and  quits  the  open  field ; 

There,  fafe  within  himfelf,  he  (lands  his  ground, 

And  lines  the  guarded  rampart  ftrongly  round*    . 

So  when  the  fearaen  from  afar  defcry 

The  clouds  grow  black  upon  the  lowering  (ky. 

Hear  the  winds  roar,  and  mark  the  Teas  run  high, 

They  furl  the  fluttering  flieet  ,with  timely  care, 

And  wifely  for  the  coming  ftorm  prepare. 

But  now  the  Ti6lor,  with  reiiftlefs  hafte, 

^'roud  o'er  the  ramparts  of  the  fort  had  paH  i  500 

When  fwift  defcending  from  the  hfing  grounds^ 

Pompey  with  lengthening  files  the  foe  furrounds. 

As  when  in  Etna's  hollow  caves  below. 

Hound  the  vaft  furnace  kindling  whirlwinds  blow  ; 

Kouz'd  in  his  baleful  bower  the  giant  roars,  503 

And  with  a  burft  the  burning  deluge  pours  $ 

Then  pale  with  horror  fhrieks  the  ihuddering  fwain. 

To  lee  the  fiery  ruin  fpread  the  plain. 

Nor  with  lefs  horror  Caefar^s  bands  behold 

Huge  hoftile  dufty  clouds  their  rear  infold  j  510 

Unknowing  whom  to  meet,  or  whom  to  ihun« 

Blind  with  their  fear,  full  on  their  fates  they  run. 

Well,  on  that  day,  the  world  repofe  had  gained. 

And  bold  rebellion's  blood  had  all  been  drained. 

Had  not  the  pious  chief  the  rage  of  war  reftrainM. 

Oh,  Rome  !  how  free,  how  happy  hadft  thou  been  ! 

Thy  own  great  miftrefs,  and  the  nations  queen  I 

Had  Syll^i,  then,  thy  great  avenger  (lood, 

And  dy'd  his  thiri^y  fword  in  traitors  bbod. 

S  3  B^, 
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But,  oh  t  idr  ever  fh^h  tliou  now  befnodin 
The  two  extremes,  by  whic^  tiiou  were  titidonej 
The  rtithld's  lather^  and  loo  tender  Tot], 
With  fktal  pity,  Fompey,  ti^  thou  fpar"^. 
And  given  the  bUclceA:  crime  the  beft  reward  ; 
How  h^  th^t  out,  one  Happy  day,  withheld  ^%^ 

The  blood  of  Utica*  and  Munda's  field  t 
The  Pharun  Nile  had  known  no  crime  miMie  grfat 
Than  r<jiDC  vile  Ptolemy  s  untimely  fate  i 
NorAfric,  then,  nor  J\iba,  had  bEmoarri'd^ 
Wor  Scipio's  blood  the  Punie  ghofts  aton*d  j  jii* 

Cato  had,  for  his  country's  g(?od>  iyrvivM, 
And  long  in  peace  a  hoary  patriot  Irv'd  j 
Rome  had  not  worn  a  lyrant^s  hated  chain^ 
And  Fate  had  undecreed  Pharfali^'u  plain, 
t  But  Oefarj  weary  of  th*  unlucky  Innd^  MtS 

Swift  to  ^mathia  leads  his  ihatter'd  band ; 
While  Ponjpey's  wary  friends,  with  caution  wife. 
To  quit  the  baffled  foe*8  purfuit  advife. 
To  Italy  they  point  kis  open  way. 
And  bid  him  make  the  willing  land  his  prey.  54.0 

Oh !  nev«r,  (he  replies)  (hall  Porapey  come. 
Like  -Csefar  arm*d,  and  terrible  to  Rome ; 
Nor  need  I  from  thofe  facred  walls  have  fled. 
Could  I  have  borne  oyr  ftreets  with  (laughter  red, 
And  feen  the  Forum  pilM  with  heaps  of  dead. 
Much  rather  let  me  pine  in  Scythians  froft, 
Or  burn  on  fwarthy  Libya's  fultry  coaft ; 
No  clime,  no  diftant  region,  is  too  far, 
Where  I  can  banifh,  with  me,  fatal  war» 

I  fle<!» 
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I  fled,  to  bid  my  cmmtry's  forrows  ceilft;  550 

And  (hall  my  viftdrre^  invade  her  peace  ^ 
Let  her  but  fafie  and  free  from  arms  remain, 
And  Caefar  ftill  ftiaH  tbink  ihe  wears  his  chain. 

He  fpoke,  and  eaftwahi  fought  the  fortft  widfe. 
That  rifing  clothes  Candavia's  fhady  fide  ;  555 

Thence  to  ^mathia  took  his  dcftinM  ^ay, 
Referv'd  by  fate  for  the  deciding  day. 

Where  Earns  b!ow»,  and  wintery  funs  arife, 
Thcffalia's  boundary  proud  Ofla  lies ; 
But  when  the  god  protra^s  the  longer  day,  5^0 

Pelion's  broad  back  receives'  the  dawning  ray. 
Where  through  the  Lion*8  fiery  fign  he  flies, 
Othrys  his  leafy  groves  for  /hades  fupplies. 
On  Pindus  ftrikes  the  fafdy  weftern  light, 
When  glittering  Vefper  leads  the  ftarry  night.         565 
Northward,  01)TTipus  hides  the  lamps,  that  roll 
Their  paler  fires  around  the  frozen  pole. 
The  middle  fpace,  a  valley  low  deprefsM, 
Once  a  wide,  laty,  landing  lake  poflefs'd  5 
While  growing  ftill  the  heapy  waters  ftood,  570 

Nor  down  through  Tempe  ran  the  rufhing  flood  t 
But  when  Alcides  to  the  tafk  apply'd, 
And  cleft  a  paffage  through  the  mountains  wide  5 
Guftiing  at  once  the  thundering  torrent  flow'd. 
While  Nereus  groan'd  beneath  th'  increafing  load.  575 
Then  rofe  (oh,  that  it  ftill  a  lake  had  lain !) 
Above  the  waves  Pharfalia's  fatal  plain. 
Once  fubjeft  to  the  great  Achilles'  reign. 
Then  Phylace  was  built,  whofe  warriors  boaft 

Their  chief  firft  landed  on  the  Trojan  coaftv  ^J^*^ 

S  4  '^^^^^>^ 
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Then  Pt^kos  ran  bcr  circling  wall  amvind. 
And  D 01  ion,  for  the  Mllf^^s'  wratb  renown'di 
Then  Trachin  high,  and  Meliboc^a  ftood, 
"Whert?  Hercules  hh  fatal  fl^afcs  beA:ow'd ; 
L^rifTa  Jlrcng  arofis  and  Argos^  now 
A  plain,  iubnntced  to  the  labouring  plow. 
Hei'c  ftood  the  town^  if  there  be  truth  in  famej 
That  from  Bceotiau  Thebes  rccci? 'd  its  name. 
Here  fad  Agave's  wanderhig  fenfe  return 'd> 
Here  for  her  nmrdcr'd  f*>n  the  mother  mouraM  j 
With  ftreaming  tears  (lie  wa^fiid  hb  ghaftly  head^ 
And  on  the  fuiieral  pile  the  precious  re  lick  laid> 

The  gaflving  waters  various  foon  divide, 
And  every  river  rules  a  feparate  tide  ; 
The  narrow  j^a«  inns  a  limpid  flood, 
Eveaos  blu flics  with  the  Centaur's  blood  ; 
That  gently  naingles  with  th*  Ionian  lea. 
While  this,  through  C^ilydonia^  cuts  his  way,  _ 
Slowly  fair  Io'«  aged  father  falls. 
And  in  hoarfe  murmurs  his  loft  daughter  calls.       6o# 
Thick  Acheloiis  rolls  his  troubled  waves. 
And  heavily  the  neighbour  iiles  he  laves  f 
"While  pure  Amphryfus  winds  along  the  mead, 
Where  Phoebus  once  was  wont  his  flocks  to  feed : 
Oft  on  the  banks  he  fat  a  ihepherd  fwain,  605 

And  watch'd  his  charge  upon  the  graffy  plain. 
Swift  to  the  main  his  courfe  Sperchios  bends, 
And^  founding,  to  the  Malian  ^ulph  defcends. 
No  breezy  air  near  calm  Anauros  flies, 
No  dewy  luifts^  nor  fleecy  clouds  ariie.  6iq 

Here 
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Here  Phornix,  Melas,  and  Afopus  run» 

And  flrong  Apidanus  diives  flow  Enipeut  on. 

A  thoufand  little  brooks,  unknown  to  fknie. 

Are  roixM,  and  loft  in  Peneus*  nobler  name : 

Bold  Titarefus  fcoms  hi%  rule,  alone,  615 

And,  join'd  to  Peneus,  ftill  himfelf  is  known : 

As  o  ^r  the  land  bis  haughty  waters  glide. 

And  roll,  unminglin'g,  a  fuperior  tide. 

*Tis  faid,  through  Tecrct  channels  winding  forth. 

Deep  as  from  Styx  he  takes  his  ballow'd  birth  t      620 

Thence,  proud  to  be  rever'd  by  gods  on  high. 

He  fcoms  to  mingle  with  a  mean  ally. 

When  rifing  grounds  uprear'd  at  length  their  heads, 
And  rivers  flirunk  within  their  oozy  beds  { 
Bebrycians  firft  are  faid,  with  early  care,  625 

In  furrows  deep  to  iink  the  ihining  ihare« 
The  Lelegians  next,  with  equal  toil. 
And  Dolopes,  invade  the  mellow  foil. 
To  thefe  the  bold  ^olidae  fucceed, 
Magnetcs,  taught  to  rein  the  fiery  fteed. 
And  Minyte,  to  explore  the  deep,  decreed. 
Here  pregnant  by  Ixion's  bold  embrace. 
The  mother  Cloud  dlfclos'd  the  Centaurs*  race : 
In  Pelethronian  caves  (he  brought  tliem  forth. 
And  fiird  the  land  with  many  a  monflrous  birth.   635 
Here  dreadful  Monychus  firft  faw  the  light. 
And  prov'd  on  Pholce's  n^uding  rocks  his  might  f 
Here  tailed  trees  uprooting  Rhoecus  bore, 
"Which  baffled  ftorms  had  try'd  in  vain  before^ 
Here  P&olus,  of  a  gentler  human  breaCb,  <4a 

Received  the  great  Akides  for  his  gued. 
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j  With  Wiite*fiiry,  lufiful  Ndtus  try*d 
jt  u  violate  thj:  hwoB  beauteous  bnde, 
'Tis  ]u%  by  the  Hts\  fliaft  he  dy*d. 
This  p:irent  land  the  pious  leach  confef!,  645 

CJiiron,  of  all  the  double  rate  the  beft  : 
'JVlidil  golden  ftars  he  (ianda  refulgent  r\ttvr. 
And  thretits  the  fctjrpioii  with  his  bended  bow. 
Here  love  of  arms  and  battle  reign 'd  of  dd, 
And  formed  the  firft  ThcflTalians  fierce  and  bold  :    60 
Hcrvj  from  rude  rocks,  at  Nepttine's  potent  ihoke. 
Omen  of  war,  the  neighing  couH*r  broke  j 
Here,  taught  by  ikilfuj  Fidei^s  to  fubmit. 
He  champ' d  indignant  on  the  foamy  bit* 
From  fair  Thefl-alia's  Pegafsean  fhore^ 
Th*  iirft  bold  pine  the  daring  warriors  bort, 
And  taug:ht  the  Ions  of  earth  wide  oeeani  to  explore. 
Here,  when  Itonus  held  the  regal  feat, 
The  ftubborn  fteel  he  firft  fubdued  with  heat, 
And  the  tough  bars  on  founding  anvils  beat : 
In  furnaces  he  ran  the  liquid  brafs, 
And  caft  in  curious  works  the  molten  mafs. 
He  taught  the  ruder  artift  to  refine, 
Explored  the  filver  and  the  golden  mine, 
And  ftamp'd  the  coftly  metal  into  coin. 
.From  that  old  aera  avarke  was  known, 
Then  all  the  deadly  feeds  of  war  were  fown  5 
Wide  o'er  the  world,  by  tale,  the  mifchief  ran. 
And  thofe  curft  pieces  were  the  bane  of  man. 
Huge  Python,  here,  in  many  a  fcaly  fold,  67© 

To  Cyrrha's  cave  a  length  enormous  rolPd ; 

5  Hence^ 
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Hence,  Pythian  game*  the  hardy  Greeks  renown. 

And  laurel  wreaths  the  joyful  vifter  erown* 

Here  proud  AIkus  durft  the  gods  defy, 

And  taught  his  impious  brood  to  fcale  the  fky ;      €75 

While  mountains  pil'd  on  raonntains  interfere 

With  heaven's  bright  orbfr,  and' Hop  the  circling  fphere* 

To  this  curft  land,  by  Fate's  appointed  doom. 
With  <one  confent  the  warring  leaders  come ; 
Their  cangps  are  iixM,  and  now  the  vulgar  fear,     680 
To  fee  the  terrible  event  fo  near. 
A  few,  and  but  a  few,  with  fouls  ferene. 
Wait  the  difclofing  of  the  dubious  -fcene. 
But  Sextus,  mix*d  among  the  vulgar  herd. 
Like  them  was  anxious,  and  unmanly  fear'd :         6t$^ 
A  youth  unworthy  of  the  hero's  race, 
And  born  to  be  his  nobler  fire's  difgrace; 

A  day  (hall  come,  when  this  inglorious  fon 
Shall  ftain  the  trophies  all  by  Pompey  won  : 
A  thitf,  and  fpoiler,  fhall  he  live  confefs'd,  69a 

And  aft  thofe  wrongs  his  father's  arm  redrefsM, 
Vex'd  with  a  coward's  fond  impatience  now. 
He  pries  into  that  fate  he  fears  to  know  5 
Nor  fecks  he,  with  religious  vows,  to  move 
The  Delphic  Tripod,  or  Dodonian  Jove  j  605 

No  prieftly  Augui^'s  arts  employs  his  cares. 
Nor  Babylonian  feers,  who  read  the  ftars  ; 
He  nor  by  fibres,  birds,  or  lightning's  fires. 
Nor  any  juft,  though  fecret,  rites  inquires  j 
But  hoirid  'altars,  and  infernal  powers, 
Dire  myfteries  of  magic  he  explores. 
Such  as  high  heaven  atid  gracious  Jove  abhoK% 
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He  tViink&f  'tis  Utile  thofe  above  C3n  knoWj 
And  feeks  accurfi  ailtftance  iVom  bc)ow« 
The  place  ttfelf  th/t  impious  means  fuppUei, 
Wki]e  near  Hsmonian  hags  incamp'd  he  lies  ; 
All  dreadful  deeds,  all  monftioys  tontis  of  old. 
By  fear  invented,  and  by  fajfebood  told* 
Whatever  tranfcend*  belief,  and  reafon^s  view. 
Their  art  can  fumifli,  and  thdr  power  makes  true*    7 1  • 

The  pregnant  liclds  a  honid  crop  produce. 
Noxious,  and  fit  for  witclicraft^s  deadly  tjfe  : 
With  baleful  weeds  each  mountain's  brow  is  hung^ 
And  liftening  rocks  attend  the  charmer  s  fong* 
There,  potent  and  myfttrious  plants  anie^  715 

Plants  that  compel  ibe  goda,  and  awe  the  Ikies  ; 
There,  leaves  unfolded  to  Medea'*  vjtw. 
Such  as  her  native  Colchos  never  knew,  ^ 

Soon  as  the  dread  Haemonian  voice  afcends, 
Through  the  whole  vaft  expanfe,  each  power  attends  j 
Ev'n  all  thofe  fallen  deities,  who  know 
Ko  care  of  heaven  above,  or  eaith  below. 
Hear  and  obey.     Th'  AfTynan  then,  in  vain. 
And  Memphian  priefts,  their  local  gods  detain  j 
From  every  altar  loofe  at  once  they  fly,  7*5 

And  with  the  ftronger  foreign  call  comply. 

The  coldeft  hearts  Theflalian  numbers  warm> 
-And  ruthlefs  bofoms  own  the  potent  ch^rm  ; 
With  monftrous  power  they  rouzc  perverfc  defirc. 
And  kindle  into  luft  the  wintery  fire :  750^ 

Where  noxious  cups,  and  poifoncus  pliiltrcs  fail, 
More  potent  fpells  and  niyftic  verfe  prevail. 

Na 
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No  draughts  Co  ftrong  the  knots  of  love  prepare^ 

Cropt  from  her  younglings  by  the  parent  mare. 

Oft,  fuilen  bridegrooms,  who  unkindly  fled  735 

From  blooming  beauty,  and  the  genial  bed. 

Melt,  as  the  thread  runs  on,  and  fighing,  feel 

The  giddy  whirling  of  the  magic  wheel. 

Whene'er  the  proud  inchantrefs  gives  command. 

Eternal  motion  (lops  her  a^ve  band  $  740 

No  more  heaven's  rapid  circles  journey  on. 

But  univerfal  nature  ftands  foredone : 

The  lacy  god  of  day  forgets  to  rife. 

And  everlafting  night  pollutes  the  ikies. 

Jove  wonders,  to  behold  her  (hake  the  pole,  745 

And,  imconfenting,  hears  his  thunders  roll. 

Now,  with  a  word,  ihe  hides  the  fun's  bright  face. 

And  blots  the  wide  aethereal  azure  fpace  i 

Loofely,  anon,  (he  (hakes  her  flowing  hair. 

And  ftraigfat  the  ftormy  lowering  heavens  are  fair  s  «5« 

At  once,  ihe  calls  the  golden  light  again. 

The  clouds  fly  fwift  away,  and  flops  the  drixly  raia. 

In  ftilleft  calms,  ihe  bids  the  waves  run  high. 

And  fmooths  the  deep,  though  Boreas  ihakes  the  iky } 

When  winds  are  hufli'd,  her  potent  breath  prevails,  755 

Wafts  on  the  bark,  and  fills  the  flagging  fails. 

Streams  have  run  back  at  murmurs  of  her  tongue, 

And  torrents  from  the  rock  fufpended  hung. 

No  more  the  Nile  his  wonted  feafons  knows. 

And  in  a  line  the  ftraight  Masander  flows.  760 

Arar  has  ruih'd  with  headlong  waters  down. 

And  driven  unwillingly  the  iluggiih  Rhone.  ' 

Hu«t 
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Axug        uut^mi  h^^t  been  lev^rd  with  ibe  plain, 
Jind  j^  from  heaven  has  ull  Olympus  Ulm« 
Riphxan  crvi^Ei^  has  betvi  kiiuwn  to  nit  It,  fS^ 

And  i  in  fijows  a  In  dike  ikniEner  feit»  i 

Ko  li  r€Jl  b)r  Cyn^^'a  mtnUtr  beam, 

.Al'  'ethya  hc^es  ber  i'wtlJiTig  ftream  | 

^  forbid  J  her  tides  re- valve  no  morei 

e:  margitir  of  th«  guarded  ^orc,  77f 

*     '      — s'<-  nuitibei-s  ftriick., 
,^«^  deep  has  ihook; 
«  ^iig  ^uvmjAwi^  at  once  madje  wayj 

1  Q  juffi  Lae  uppec^  ^  nether  day  ; 

JlAfbile  woadcr       ejoe*  dfulcbftLbNnsretij,  77 j 

Anothe  (ecn* 

E^i^tfi  -p  -j^.  - iorm'd  to  killf 

Fear  the  ^m^  u^s;'^  and  r^t-^^ute  their  wilL 
.Lk>ns,  to  them v^^eir  itobler  rage  fuHniEk^        ,- 
a^ndt  &Kmiig  tigecs  cquch  beneath  their  fiost^^         780 
For  them,  the^ak^t^egoes  her  wintecy  hold^ 
Aodion  tbe  hoary  iix>ft  untwines  her£add!i 
The  poICbiiottSi.race  they  Aakt  with  ftronger  dtath^ 
^Hdbiaftrdivipeirsdit  by  human  breath. 
^   What  law  the  heseven^  oaturea  thua<K>nftrainfi,  7&$ 
And  biiids  er'm ^godheaidsr  in  refiftleifiichains  I.-         -  / 
What  wondrcm&poivttir do  charms: and Jfterbs impLy^ 
And  force  tkemthtus  10 ^follow,  and  tody? 
What  is  ij:  can  command  them  to  obey  ? 
^^es  choice  ificiise^  or  awful  terror  fway  f  790 

Do  fecret  rites  their  d^ihes  atone, 
O  r  ray  ft  ic  pkty  1» .  mfw .  unlwiown  ? 

Do 
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Do  (irong  enchantments  all  immortals'  brave  ? 

Or  is  there  one  determined  god  their  flave  ? 

Oae,  whofe  command  obedient  nature  a\ret> 

Who,  fubje£t  ftili  himfelf  to  magic  lawsj 

Afts  only  as  a  ferviie  (econd  caufe  ? 

Magic  the  ftarry  lamps  from  heaven  can  tsar, 

And  flioot  them  gleaRayLng  through  t1^  duiky  s^rs 

Cafi  blot  fair  Cynthia's  countenance  ferene«  800 

And  pojfon  with  foul  i|>ell|S  the  filver  cjueen  s 

Now  pale  the  ghaftly  goddefs  fhrinks  with  dread. 

And  now  black  ^oky  6re&  iaTolve  h^  head } 

As  when  earth^s  envious  interpoiing  i)udic» 

Cuts  off  her  beatmy  brother  from  her  add  t  805 

H^d  by  the  charming  fo^g>  ihe  ftrives  in  vam. 

And  labours  with  the  long  purfuiag  pain  ; 

Till  down,  and  downward  ftill,  compelled  to  come, 

On  hallow'd  herbs  ihe  fteds  her  fatal  foam. 

But  thefr,  as  arts  too  gentle,  and  too  good, 
Nor  yet  with  death,  or  guilt  enough  embmed. 
With  haughty  fcorn  die  fierce  Eri6Uio  vicwr'd. 
New  mifchief  &e»  new  moafters  durft:  explore. 
And  dealt  in  horrors  never  known  before. 
From  tQwns  and  hoipitable  roofs  fke  flits,  815 

A^d  every  dwelling  of  mankind  defies ;. 
Through  unfrequented  deferts  lonely  roams, 
Drives  out  the  dead^  and  dwells  within  their  tombs. 
Spite  of  all  laws,  which  heaven  or  nature  know. 
The  rule  of  gods  above,  and  man  below  $  820 

QiHteful  to  hell  the  living  hag  defcends. 
And  fits  in  blac^:  a^emblics  of  the  £ends« 

D^rt 
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ttetl  elf-locks  danglmg  on  her  browj 
tuinjf  and  foul,  a  loathfome  burden  g^c^w  t 
Ghaftl)',  »nd  tVtghtfid-pak  her  face  is  feen^  Si| 

Unknown  to  cheArfui  day,  a.Tid  (kies  fercne  : 
But  when  the  ftars  are  Teird^  when  ftorms  arilV, 
And  the  blue  forky  flame  at  midnight  flie^j 
Then,  forth  frojn  graves,  flie  takes  her  wicked  wa)s 
-And  thwarts  the  glancing  lightning  as  they  play.    S30 
Whcre-f^'er  ihc  breathes,    bhi    poi forts  round  her 

-fpread. 
The  withering  grafs  avows  her  fatal  tread. 
And  drooping  Ceres  hang$  her  blafted  head* 
fJor  holy  rites,  nor  fuppliant  prayer  fhe  knows. 
Nor  fecks  the  gods  with  facrifice,  or  vow$  s  £35 

Whatever  Ihe  offers  is  the  fpoil  of  urns^ 
And  funeral  fire  upon  her  altars  bums  j 
Nor  needs  (he  fend  a  fecond  voice  on  high, 
Scar'd  at  the  fM,  the  trembling  gods  compily. 

Oft  in  the  grave  the  living  has  (he  laid«  S40 

And  bid  reviving  bodies  leave  the  dead  : 
Oft  at  the  funeral  pile  (he  feeks  her  prey. 
And  bears  the  fmoking  afhes  warm  away ; 
Snatches  fom^  burning  bone,  or  flaming  brand, 
And  tears  the  torch  from  the  fad  father's  hand  5        84^ 
Seizes  the  /hroud''s  loofe  fragments  as  they  fly. 
And  picks  the  coal  whtre  claomy  juices  fry. 
But  when  the  dead  in  maible  tombs  are  plac'd. 
Where  the  nioift  caicafe  by  degrees  fliall  wafte. 
There,  greedily  on  eveiy  part  fhe  flies,  t$9 

Strips  the  dry  nails,  and  digs  the  gory  eyes. 

Her 
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Her  teeth  from  gibbets  gnaw  the  ftrangling  noofe. 

And  from  the  crofs  dead  murderers  unloofe  ; 

Her  charms  the  ufe  of  fun-dry*d  marrow  find. 

And  hu/ky  entrails  withered  in  the  wind ;  859 

Oft  drops  the  ropy  gore  upon  her  tongue,  "1 

With  cordy  finews  oft  her  jaws  are  ftrung,  t 

And  thus  fufpended  oft  the  filthy  hag  has  hung.        j 

Where-e*er  thp  battle  bleeds^  and  (laughter  lies. 

Thither,  preventing  birds  and  beafts^  (he  hies  $     *  %69 

Nor  then  content  to  feize  the  ready  prey. 

From  their  fell  jaws  (he  tears  their  food  away  i 

She  marks  the  hungry  woirs  pernicious  tooth. 

And  joys  to  rend  the.morfel  from  his  mouth. 

Kor  ever  yet  remorfe  could  ftop  her  hand,  865 

When  human  gore  her  curfed  rites  demand. 

Whether  fome  tender  infant,  yet  unborn. 

From  the  lamenting  mother*s  fide  is  torn  ; 

Whether  her  purpofe  aflcs  fome  bolder  (hade. 

And  by  her  knife,  the  ghod;  (he  wants,  is  made;     870 

Or  whether,  curious  in  the  choice  of  blood. 

She  catches  the  firft  gu(hing  of  the  flood; 

All  mifchief  is  of  ufe,  and  every  murder  good. 

^Vhen  blooming  youths  in  early  manhood  die. 

She  (lands  a  terrible  attendant  by ;  875 

The  downy  growth  from  off  their  cheeks  (he  tears. 

Or  cuts  left-handed  fom<{  fele£led  hairs. 

Oft  when  in  death  her  gafping  kindred  lay. 

Some  pious  office  would  (he  feign  to  pay ; 

'And  while  clofe  hovering  o>r  the  bed  (he  hung,     880 

Bit  thf  pale  lips,  and  cropt  the  quivering  tongue  $ 

T  Then^ 
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Then,  in  Loarfe  murmurs ,  tre  the  ghoft  could  go» 
Mutte^d  fome  meffage  to  the  fhadcs  bdbvv* 

A  fank£  like  this  around  the  region  fpreiid. 
To  prove  hi?r  power,  the  yaimger  Pompey  Itd^        %t§ 
No^v  half  her  fable  co\iift  die  night  hod  run. 
And  luw  buiL-ath  us  roil  d  the  beamy  fun-. 
When  tlvc  vilt:  youth  in  iilcnce  crtif&  dthe  plain, 
AttentlFft  by  his  wonted  worth lefs  tr^in- 
Through rui nswarteandol d Jongwandering round,  gjO 
ioncly  ijpon  a  rockj  the  hag  they  found. 
ThE^re,  as  it  chanc'd,  in  fulkn  mood  flie  fate. 
Pondering  upon  die  war^i  approaching  fate : 
At  that  fame  bour,  fhc  ran  new  numbers  o^er. 
And  fpclb  unheard  by  hdl  itfelf  before  5  8^ 

Fearful,  left  wavering  deftiny  might  change. 
And  bid  the  war  in  diftant  regiojis  range. 
She  charmed  Pharfalia's  field  with  eAj'Iy  care. 
To  keep  the  warriors  and  the  flavjgbter  ihert. 
So  may  her  impious  arts  in  triumph  reign,  900 

And  riot  in  the  plenty  of  the  (lain : 
So,  many  a  royal  ghoft  (he  may  command. 
Mangle  dead  heroes  with  a  mthlefs  hand. 
And  rob  of  many  an^im  Hefperia's  mourning  land* 
Already  (he  enjoys  the  dreadful  field,  905 

And  thinks  what  fpoils  tke  rival  chiefs  /hall  yieldj 
"With  what  fell  rage  ea£h  corfe  (he  (hall  invade. 
And  fly  rapacious  on  the  proftrate  dead. 

To  her,  a  lowly  fuppliant,  thus  begun 
The  noble  Pompey's  much  unworthy  fon:  ^9 

Hail!  mighty  miftrefs  of  Hamonian  arts,       ^ 
To  whom  ilern  Fate  her  dark  decrees  imparts  j 

At 
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At  thy  approving,  bids  her  purpofe  ftand. 

Or  alters  it  at  thy  rever'd  command. 

From  thee,  my  humbler  awful  hopes  prefume         915 

To  learn  my  father's,  and  my  country's  doom : 

Nor  think  this  grace  to  one  unworthy  done. 

When  thou  /halt  know  me  for  great  Ponlpey's  fon  5 

With  him,  all  fortunes  am  I  bom  to  fhare^ 

His  ruin's  partner,  or  his  empire*s  heir*  920 

Let  not  blind  chance  for  ever  wavering  ftand. 

And  awe  us  with  her  unrefolving  hand  : 

I  own  my  mind  unequsti  to  the  weight. 

Nor  can  I  bear  the  pangs  of  doubtful  fate : 

L,tt  it  be  certain  what  we  have  to  fear,  925 

And  then— no  matter-       "Let  the  time  draw  near. 

Oh  let  thy  charms  this  truth  from  heaven  compel^ 

Or  force  the  dreadful  Stygian  gods  to  tell. 

Call  death,  all  pale  and  meagre,  from  below,         939 

And  from  herfelf  her  fatal  purpofe  know; 

Conibrain'd  by  thee,  the  phantom  ftiall  declare 

Whom  ihe  decrees  to  ftrike,  and  whom  to  fpare* 

Nor  ever  can  thy  (kill  divine  forefee. 

Through  the  blind  maze  of  long  futurity. 

Events  more  worthy  of  thy  arts,  and  thee. 

Pieas*d  that  her  magic  fame  difFufely  flies*  93^ 

Thus,  with  a  horrid  fmile,  the  hag  replies. 

Hadft  thou,  oh  noble  youth,  my  aid  implor'd. 
For  any  lefs  decifion  of  the  fword  j 
The  gods,  unwilling,  ihould  my  power  confefs,     94.9 
And  crown  thy  wiflies  with  a  full  fuccefs. 
Hadibthou  defir'd  fome  fingle  friend  to  fave, 
Long  had  my  charms  withheld  him  from  the  grave : 

T»  ^^ 
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Or  would  thy  bate  foinc  foe  this  indant  doom^ 

Hedica,  thoiigh  heaven  decrees  him  years  to  come,  345 

But  when  effefts  are  to  their  cauie^  chained j 

FrT&m  everlaftingj  mightily,  ordain'd ; 

When  all  things  la^hour  for  one  certain  end|  ^ 

And  on  one  a£tbn  centre  and  depfnd  ; 

Then  far  behind  we  own  our  art!*  are  caft,  gjo 

And  magic  Is  by  fortune's  power  furpafsM. 

Howe'erj  if  yet  thy  foiil  can  be  content. 

Only  to  know  that  imdifclosM  event; 

My  potent  charms  o*cr  natuie  ft  all  prevail, 

And  from  a  thoufand  mouths  extort  the  tale  s  555 

This  trtith  the  fields,  the  flood ?;,  the  rock$,  fliall  fell, 

IThe  thunder  of  high  hea^ven,  or  groans  of  hell  s 

Though,  ftill,  more  k  indly  oracles  remain, 

Among  the  recent  deaths  of  yonder  plain. 

Of  thefe  a  corfe  our  myftic  rites  ihall  raife,  r^So 

A3  yet  nnfhmnk  by  Titan's  parching  blaze  | 

So  fhall  no  maim  the  vocal  pipes  confound. 

But  the  fad  ihade  fhall  breathe,  di(lin£l  in  human  found, 

} 

>^ile  o'er  th'  unbury'd  heaps  her  footilcps  tread.     -* 

Wolves  howrd,and^ed  where-e?er  ihe  took  her  way. 

And  hungry  vultures  left  the  mangled  prey  j 

The  favagerace,  abaih'd,  before  her  yield. 

And  while  Ihe- culls  her  prophet,  quit  the  field.       970 

To  various  carcafes  by  turns  fhe  flies, 

And,  griping  with  her  gory  fingers,  tries  j 

Till  one  of  perfect  organs  can  be  found, 

And  fibrous  lungs  uninjur'd  by  a  wound. 

Of 


While  yet  fhe  fpoke,  a  double  darJcnefs  fpread, 
^lack  clouds  and  murky  fogs  involve  her  head. 
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Of  all  the  flitting  (hadows  of  the  (lain^  975 

Fate  doubts  which  ghoft  fhall  turn  to  life  again. 

At  her  ftrong  bidding  (fuch  is  her  command) 

Armies  at  once  had  left  the  Stygian  ftrand , 

HelPs  multitudes  had  waited  on  her  charms, 

And  legions  of  the  dead  had  ris'n  to  arms.  ^%% 

Among  the  dreadful  carnage  ftrew'd  around> 

One,  for  her  purpofe  fit,  at  length  (he  found  \ 

In  his  pale  jaws  a  rufty  hook  (he  hung, 

And  draggM  the  wretched  lifelefs  load  along  1 

Anon,  beneath  a  craggy  cliff  (he  ftaid,  985 

And  in  a  dreary  delve  her  burden  laid  j 

There  evermore  the  wicked  witch  delights 

To  do  her  deeds  accurs'd,  and  pra£life  hellifh  rites. 

Low  as  the  realms  where  Stygian  Jove  is  crown'd, 
Subfides  the  gloomy  vale  within  the  ground  5  99a 

A  downward  grove,  that  never  knew  to  rife. 
Or  /hoot  its  leafy  honours  to  the  Ikies, 
From  hanging  rocks  declines  its  drooping  head. 
And  covers  in  the  cave  with  dreadful  (hade  5 
Within  difmay,  and  fear,  and  darknefs  dwell,        995 
And  iilth  obfcene  befmears  the  baleful  cell. 
There,  lafting  night  no  beamy  dawning  knows. 
No  light  but  fuch  as  magic  flames  difclofe  \ 
Heavy,  as  in  Taenanan  caverns,  tliere 
In  dull  (tagnation  fleeps  the  lazy  air.  icoo 

There  meet  the  boundaries  of  life  and  death, 
'i'he  borders  of  our  world;  and  that  beneath  j 
Thither  the  rulers  of  th*  infernal  court 
Permit  their  airy  vaflals  to  refort  v 

T  3  1\vt.Tw^^ 
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Thence  with  like  e^e  the  forccL'CL'^  cony  ull,         icc^ 
Ai  if  defc ending  dowrij  the  deeds  of  hell*. 
And  now  flae  for  the  foleitin  l^&  prepares,  ^ 

A  mantle  patched  with  varions  threads  ftie  wears,        t 
And  binds,  with  twining  Tnakcs,  her  wilder  haij-s*    -^ 
All  palt,  for  dread  J  the  daftard  youth  fhe  fpy''d,  lOiO 
HeartJefa  his  mates  ftood  quivering  by  hb  fide* 
Be  bold  I   (ihe  cries)  difmils  thisabjt£l  fearj  -^ 

LiiT^ing  and  humsm  ihall  the  fomi  appear,  > 

And  breathe  no  founds  but  what  cv'a  you  may  hear*  i 
How  had  your  viUj  yonr  cowiiid  fouls  been  qufll*d# 
Had  you  the  livid  Stygian  lakes  beheld  }  ioi$ 

Heard  the  loud  floods  of  rolling  fulphur  roar. 
And  burft  in  thunder  on  the  burning  Ihore  i 
Had  you  furvcy^d  yon  prifon-houfe  of  woe, 
Ai^d  giants  bound  in  adamiiDt  below  ?  i&io 

Seen  the  yaft  dog  with  curling  vipers  fwell. 
Heard  fcreaming  Furies,  at  my  coming,,  yell,  C 

Double  their  rage,  and  add  new  pains  to  hell  ?  j 

This  faid,  (he  runs  the  mangled  carcafe  o'er. 
And  wipes  from  every  wound  the  crufty  gorej      1025 
Now  with  hot  blood  the  frozen  bread  ihe  warms,. 
And  with  ftrong  lunar  dews  confirms  her  charms. 
Anon  fhe  mingles  every  monftrous  birth. 
Which  nature,  wayward  and  perverfe,  brings  forth. 
Nor  entrails  of  the  fpotted  Lynx  (lie  lacks,  10  ja 

Nor  bony  joints  from  fell  Hyaena's  backs  ; 
Nor  deer's  hot  marrow,  rich  with  ihaky  food  j 
Nor  foam  of  raging  dogs  that  fly  the  flood. 
Her  (lore  the  tardy  Remora  fupplies, 
With  ftones  from  e^^k^  >N-ax\x\,  gind  dragons  eyes  ; 


\ 
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Snakes  that  on  pinions  cut  their  airy  way,  1036 

And  nimbly  o*er  Arabian  deferts  prey  5 

The  viper  bred  in  Erythraean  ftreams. 

To  guard  in  coftly  fliells  the  growing  gems  ; 

The  flough  by  Libya's  horned  fcrpent  caft. 

With  afhes  by  the  dying  Phoenix  plac'd 

On  odorous  altars  in  the  fragrant  ea^l.- . 

To  thefe  file  joins  dire  drugs  without  a  name, 

A  thoufand  poifons  never  known  to  fame  j 

Herbs  o'er  whofe  leaves  the  hag  her  fpells  had  fung, 

And  wet  with  curfed  fpittle  as  they  fprung;  1046 , 

With  every  other  mifchief  mod  abhorr'd, 

Which  hell,  or  worfe  Eriftho,  could  afFoid. 

At  length,  in  murmurs  hoarfe  her  voice  was  heard,  -j 
Her  voice,  beyond  all  plants,  all  magic  fear'd,  > 

And  by  the  loweft  Stygian  gods  rever'd.  3 

Her  gabbling  tongue  a  muttering  tone  confounds, 
Difcordant,  and  unlike  to  human  founds -t 
It  fccm'd,  of  dogs  the  bark,  of  wolves  the  howf, 
The  doleful  Ikrecching  of  the  midnight  owl;  1055 • 

The  hifs  of  fnakes,  the  hungry  lion's  roar, 
The  bound  of  billows  beating  on  the  (hore; 
The  groan  of  winds  amongft  the  leafy  wood,* 
And  burft  of  thunder  from  the  rending  cloud  :     1059 
'Twas  thefe,  all  thefe  in  one.     At  length  (he  breaks 
Thus  into  magic  vcrfe,  and  thus  the  gods  befpeak*. 

Ye  Furies !  and  thou  black  accurfed  hell ! 
Ye  woes !  in  which  the  damn'd  for  ever  dwell  5 
Chaos,  the  world,  and  form's  eternal  foe  ! 
And  thou  foie-  arbiter  of  all  below,  1065 

T  4.  ^\vi\^\ 
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Pluto  1  whom  nithltffs  fates  a  god  ordain. 

And  de^™  ^0  imm<]rt^ity  of  pain  5 

Ye  fail  ian  maniloits  of  the  blcil. 

Where  ut         rfTalian  chaimcr  hopes  to  r<^fl ; 

Styx  i  &nc        fepbonci  compeli  d  to  fty 

Thy  fi  mother,  and  the  ch earful  iky  ! 

Thii  by  ^hom  my  whifpers  brtithe 

My  K>fe  to  the  Shades  bene^ith  j 

Tho  v-iiw  »!.  Lii   infernal  gate. 

In  ^  iiuiigcr,  ItiU  d«ft  vir^itl  IO75 

At.„  , *  uid  Charon,  horrible  and  hoarl 

For  ever  labouring  back  from  Ihore  tti  fht>re  ; 

Who  murmuring  doit  in  wearinefs  complaint 

That  I  fo  oft  demand  thy  dead  again^ 

Hear,  all  ye  powers  J  If  e'er  yowr  hell  rejoiccj      1 0^0 

In  the  lov'tl  horrors  of  this  impious  voice  i 

If  ftill  with  human  flefh  I  have  been  fed. 

If  pregnant  mothers  have,  to  pleafe  you,  bled  j 

If  from  the  womb  thefe  ruthlefs  hands  have  torn 

Infants,  mature,  and  ftruggling  to  be  born  j         1085 

Hear  and  obey  I  nor  do  I  aflc  a  ghoft. 

Long  fince  received  upon  yotir  Stygian  coaft  5 

But  one  that,  new  to  death,  for  entrance  waitSf 

And  loiters  yet  before  your  gloomy  gates. 

Let  the  pale  ih^de  thefe  herbs,  thefe  numbers  hear. 

And  in  his  well-known  warlike  form  appear* 

Here  let  him  ftand,  before  his  leader's  fon. 

And  fay  what  dire  events  are  drawing  on  : 

If  blood  be  your  delight,  let  this  be  done. 

Foaming  fhe  fpoke :  then  rear'd  her  hateful  head> 
And  hard  at  hand  beVidd  iW  attending  fliade. 

To* 
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Too  well  the  trembling  fprite  the  carcafe  knew. 
And  fear'd  to  enter  into  life  anew  j 
Fain  from  thofe  mangled  limbs  it  would  have  run, 
And,  lothing,  ftrove  that  houfe  of  pain  to  fliun*  iioo 
Ah  !  wretch  !  to  whom  tKe  cruel  fates  deny 
That  privilege  of  human  kind,,  to  die  I 
Wroth  was  the  hag  at  lingering  death's  delay, 
And  wonder'd  hell  could  dare  to  difbbey  j 
With  curling  fnakes  the  fenfelefs  trunk  /he  beats,  x  105 
And  curfes  dire,  at  every  lafli,  repeats  j 
•  With  magic  numbers  cleaves  the  groaning  ground. 
And,  thus,  barks  downwards  to  th'  abyfs  profound:. 

Ye  fiends  hell-bom,  ye  fifters  of  defpair  I 
Thus  ?  is  it  thus  my  will  becomes  your  care?       3 110 
Still  deep  thofe  whips  within  your  idle  hands. 
Nor  drive  the  loitering  ghoft  this  voice  demands  ? 
But  mark  me  well !  my  charms,  in  Fate's  defpite. 
Shall  drag  you  forth,  ye  Stygian  dogs,  to  light  j 
Through  vaults  and  tombs,  where  now  fecure  you  roam 
My  vengeance  fliall  purfue,  and  chace  you  home. 
And  thou,  oh  !  Hecate,  that  dar'fl  to  rife. 
Various  and  alter'd  to  immortal  eyes. 
No  more  (halt  veil  thy  horrors  in  difguife ; 
Still  in  thy  form  accurfed  (halt  thou  dwell,  ixao 

Nor  change  the  face  that  nature  made  for  hell* 
Each  myftery  beneath  1  will  difplay. 
And  Stygian  loves  ihall  iland  confefsM  to  day* 
Thee,  Proferpine  !  thy  fatal  feaft  I  ni  fhow. 
What  leagues  detain  thee  in  the  realms  below. 
And  why  thy  once-fond  mother  loaths  thee  now. 


I 
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At  my  ceramand,  earth's  barrier  ihall  rtmov^-, 

And  piercing  Titan  vex  infernal  Jave ; 

Full  on  his  ihrone  the  blazing  beams  flrall  beat, 

Ajid  liglit  abli(;rr''d  z^iB.  the  gloomy  feat.  1130 

Yet  J  am  I  yet,  yc  fullen  fiend  s,  obeyM  ? 

Or  muft  I  call  your  mafler  to  my  aid  ' 

At  whole  dread  name  t^e  tremhiing  Furies  quake; 

Hdl  ftandi^  abafh-dj  and  canirs  foijndatioii  fliaJte  ? 

AVho  views  the  Gordons  with  intrepid  eyes,  1131 

And  your  unviolable  Hood  defies  ? 

Sbe  faid  j  and,  at  the  word,  the  frozen  blood 
S Jowly  bet^an  to  roll  its  creeping  flood ; 
Through  the  known  channels  ftale  the  purple  tide, 
And  warmth  and  motion  thiough  the  members  ^Itde  j 
The  nerves  arc  itretch'd,  rhe  turgid  mufcles  fwell. 
And  the  heart  moves  within  its  fecret  cell ; 
The  haggai'd  eyes  their  ftupid  lights  difclofe. 
And  heavy  by  degrees  the  corpfe  arofe. 
Doubtful  and  faint  th'  uncertain  life  appears,        1x45 
And  death,  all-o'er,  the  livid  vifage  wears. 
Pale,  ftiff,  and  mute,  the  ghaftly  figure  ftands, 
Nbr  knows  to  fpeak,  but  at  her  dread  commands. 
When  thus  the  hag:  Speak  what  I  wifh  to  know. 
And  endlefs  reft  attends  thy  fhade  below  ;  11 5* 

Reveal  the  truth,  and,  to  reward  thy  pain, 
No  charms  (hall  drag  thee  back  to  life  again  5 
Such  haliow'd  woodfhall  feed  thy  funeral  fire. 
Such  numbers  to  thy  laft  repofe  confpire. 
No  fifter  of  our  art  thy  ghoft  (hall  wrong,  "55. 

Of  force  thee  liften  to  hei-  potent  fong. 

Since 
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Since  the  dark  gods  in  myftic  tripods  dwell, 

Since  doubtful  truths  ambiguous  prophets  tell  j 

While  each  event  aright  and  plain  is  read. 

To  every  bold  inquirer  of  the  deed  :  ri6o 

Do  thou  unfoid  what  end  thefe  wars  fhall  wait, 

Perlbns,  and  things,  and  time,  and  place  relate. 

And  be  the  juft  Intei-preter  of  Fate. 

She  fpoke,  and,  as  (he  fpoke,  a  fpell  (he  made, 
That  gave  new  prefcience  to  th'  unknowing  fhade.    1165 

When  thus  the  fpe6Vre,  weeping  all  for  woe  j 
Seek  not  from  nre  the  Parcae's  will  to  know, 
I  faw  not  what  their  dreadful  looms  ordain. 
Too  foon  recaird  to  hated  life  again  j 
Recaird,  ere  yet  my  vv^aiting  ghoft  had  pafs'd        1170 
The  filent  ftream,  that  wafts  us  all  to  reft. 
All  I  could  learn,  was  from  the  loofe  report 
Of  wandering  (hades,  that  to  the  banks  refort. 
Uproar,  and  difcord,  never  known  till  now, 
Diftraft  the  peaceful  realms  of  death  below  j  1175 

From  blilsful  plains  of  fweet  Elyfium  fome, 
Others  from  doleful  dens,  and  torments,  come  5 
While  in  the  face  of  every  various  fhade. 
The  woes  of  Rome  too  plainly  might  be  read. 
In  tears  lamenting,  ghofts  of  patriots  ftood,  1180 

And  mourn'd  their  countiy  in  a  falling  flood  j 
Sad  were  the  Decii,  and  the  Curii  feen, 
And  heavy  was  the  great  Camillus'  mien  : 
On  fortune  loud  indignant  Sylla  rail'd, 
And  Scipio  his  unhappy  race  bewail'd  j  1185 

The  Cenlbr  Tad  forefaw  his  Cato's  doom, 
Refolv'd  to  die  for  liberty,  and  i^^mc* 

s  ^^ 
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Of  all  the  ihafies  that  hEiiint  the  happy  Eeld, 

Thee  onlyj  Brutus  I  Auiljng  I  beheld  j 

Thee  J  thou  firft  confulj  haughty  Tarqnin's  dread. 

From  whotb  iuft  wrath  the  cgtiicioufi  tyrant  fl&ci, 

Wh^n  freedom  fir  ft  uprc^r'd  htr  infint  head. 

Meanwhile  tlie  daixin'd  exuit  ;iiT]idA  their  pams^ 

And  Catiline  audaciou*  break*  his  chains. 

There  the  Ceihegan  nuked  race  I  view'd,  iJ9S 

The  Marii  fierce,  with  humaa  govt  embrucd, 

The  Giacchi,  fond  of  in ifch iff- making  laws,  f 

And  Drnfij  popular  in  faction's  caufe^  > 

All  clapM  their  hands  in  horrible  applaafe.  -^ 

The  crafh  of  brazen  ftttiars  rung  around,  laco 

And  heirs  wide  caverns  ti^embled  with  the  found. 

No  more  the  boundtt  of  fate  their  gTsilt  conftrain. 

But  proudly  tbty  demand  th'  Elyfian  plain. 

Thus  they,  while  dreadful  Dis,  with  bufy  cares. 

New  torments  for  the  conquerors  prepares  j  1205 

New  chains  of  adamant  he  forms  below. 

And  opens  all  his  deep  referves  of  woe  : 

Sharp  are  the  pains  for  tyrants  kept  in  ftore, 

And  flames  yet  ten  times  hotter  than  before. 

But  thou,  oh  noble  youth  I  in  peace  depart,  1210 

And  footh,  with  better  hopes,  thy  doubtful  heart  i 

Sweet  is  the  reft,  and  blifsful  is  the  place, 

That  wait  thy  fire,  and  his  illuftrious  race. 

Nor  fondly  feek  to  lengthen  out  thy  date, 

Nor  envy  the  furviving  victor's  fate  5  1x15 

The  hour  draws  near  when  all  alike  muft  yield, 

And  death  ihall  mix  the  fame  of  every  field. 

A,  Uafte 
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Hafte  tfaeoy  with  c^tfrfy  «>  jw  it&L4^  eat^ 

And  prondijr  firoRi  jocr  IrsaEk^^;  «n»  ^AjtaA'^ 
Bold  in  ruperua-  vxrtBe  !»£  jme  ssoBe^  ;  j:^^ 

And  tnunple  on  tiie  4tmm^tA  ^  Bmek. 
Ah  !  what  flali  it  va/fntt  isbs  M:t^crr  tesd,  ^ 

Or  bjT  the  Nik  or  Twer  «»  se  ^laaf  >  ^ 

'Tis  only  for  a  grant  ywcr  -w^rt  sb^*  ns-'Si*.  ^ 

Seek  not  to  koow  'waat  ioi  Vir<)it^  :*rvi0^^  ;>^ 

That  (hall  be  toH  ia  fej-  fec£-Vt  j«  :t/t  > 
Prophetic  there,  tinr  Ugx^x  iaa^  h^ntJ^  t4^ 
In  awful  vi£on  to  thy  wMbdossi;  m:»  ^ 
He  fliall  diy  fate  reveal  $  ^/Hf^  ia^iii/^M^  f^ 
Where  he  may  beft  ardriie  IJusar  ^^  KfiMfi0^  3^^ 


In  vain  to  yaricms  cVaaa^x^  i:aui  ji^  f\A^ 
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In  vain  purfuing  FwTojae  it^.tt  iv  iu»i^  > 

In  Europe,  Afric,  Aia^  ^/^  v^Aii^^.  ^ 

Wide  as  your  tiium^.%  &au«  ywe  ftt^ut  a^. 
And  all  in  diftant  rtp^flbf  fUkjJ  yvw  ^^Ut:-  '>  ^; 

Ah,  wretched  race  !  to  li^Wai  t«r  wvr-rf  -j^f-  ^<r/^ 
No  iafcr  refuge,  than  Zaui^xa^  t  i^-^. 

He  faid,  and  with  a  £Mt,  JM^triiu;  i<viir^ 
A  laft  difmiffion  from  tiie  ^  bej^f^*^. 
Nor  can  the  fprite,  diici&/^d  t»y  tiMrfif  ♦  «^i^  i*«#<^  s^m^ 
Again  be  fubjed  to  t!«e  liataiMr  </.i«»«uM»ir ; 
But  charnii  and  tnagic  hcrir^  AHilt  i^aiA  ^^^4  !»«<> 
And  render  back  to  rdl  tW  UviH^m^  luii^^ 
A  pile  of  hollowed  wood  £#>criMr  Umu^^ 
The  foul  with  joy  it*  m9n^k4  iar<«^  /•i^^  >       ^^ 
She  bids  the  kindlisg  iUmtt  ttk^PtA  ^  JU'i^.^ 
And  leaves  the  weary  wretci  at  kuffk  iv  4i«4^. 
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'  'hile  the  fee  ret  dark  thdr  footftep^  hides, 

liemcwaird  the  youth,  all  pale  for  fear,  ftie  guides  ; 
And,  fbr  the  light  began  id  lir^tik  the  e^(t,  1159 

With  potent  fpelh  the  dawning  fhe  reprelVd  j 
Commatidcd  night's  obedient  queen  to  ftajr, 
Jinds  lill  tliey  reached  the  camp,  widiheld  tlie  riling  day. 
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THE     ARGUMENT. 
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In  the  Seventh  Book  is  told,  firlt,  Ponipey's 

the  night  before  the  battle  of  Pharralia  j  atttr  rlu.i, 
the  impatient  defire  of  his  army  lo  engage,  whic'i 
is  reinforced  by  TuUy.  Pompt7,  though  i^gji.ix 
his  own  opinion  and  inclination,  agrees  to  a  bartlc. 
Then  follows  the  fpeech  cf  each  general  to  his 
army,  and  the  battle  itfelf :  the  flight  of  Pompty ; 
Csefar's  behaviour  after  his  viftory ;  and  an  invec- 
tive againft  him,  and  the  very  country  of  Thclialy, 
for  l>eing  the  fcene  (according  to  this  and  othtT 
authors)  of  fo  many  misfortunes  to  the  people  ct 
Rome. 

LATE,  and  unwilling,  from  his  watery  bed, 
Uprear'd  the  mournful  fun  his  cloudy  head ; 
He  ficken'd  to  behold  £mathia*s  plain. 
And  would  have  fought  the  backward  eaft  again : 
Full  oft  he  turnM  him  from  the  deftin'd  race,  5 

And  wiHi'd  fome  dark  eclipfe  might  veil  his  radiant  face. 

Pompey,  meanwhile,  in  pleaiing  viiions  paft 
The  night,  of  all  his  happy  nights  the  laih 
It  feemM,  as  if,  in  all  his  former  ftate. 
In  his  own  theatre  fecure  he  fate:  ao 

About  his  fide  unnumbered  Romans  croud, 
i^jid,  joyfuI>  ihout  his  much-luv'd  name  algud  j 

Thf 
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The  echoing  benches  ftem  to  ring  aroufidp 
And  his  charmed  ears  devour  the  pleaftng  fouiiil. 
Such  both  hinildIV  and  fuch  tlie  people  feemj 
JiX  the  fsilfe  profpe^t  of  the  feigning  drcum , 
J\s  when  in  early  iBanhood^s  beardlcfs  bloom » 
He  ftood  the  durling;  hope  and  joy  of  Rome. 
When  fierce  bertori^is  by  his  anns  fuppre^j 
And  Spain  fuhduedj  the  conqueror  con f eft  : 
When  nis'd  with  honours  never  known  before^ 
The  confui's  purple,  yet  a  youth,  he  wore ; 
When  the  pleased  fenate  fat  witli  new  delight. 
To  view  the  trtumph  of  a  Roman  knight. 

Perhaps,  when  our  goad  days  no  longer  Jafl, 
The  mirtd  inns  backward,  and  enjoys  the  pail ; 
Perhaps,  the  riddling  vifions  of  the  night 
With  contrarieties  delude  our  fight; 
And  when  fair  fcenes  of  ^leafure  they  dlfclofe, 
^ain  they  foretel,  and  Aire  enfuing  woes.  jo 

Or  was  it  not,  that,  fince  the  fates  ordain 
Pompey  fhould  never  fee  his  Rome  again, 
One  laft  good  office  yet  they  meant  to  do, 
And  gave  him  in  a  dream  this  parting  view  ? 

Oh,  may  no  trumpet  bid  the  leJider  wakel  35- 

Long,  let  him  long  the  blifsfiilflumber  take  ! 
Too  foon  the  morrow's  ileeplefs  night  will  come, 
•Full  fraught  with  flaughter,  mifery,  and  Rome  j 
With  horror,  and  difmay,  thofe  (hades  ihall.rife. 
And  the  loft  battle  live  before  his  eyes.  40 

How  bleft  his  fellow-citizens  had  been, 
'Though  but  in  dreams,  their  Pompey  to  have  fcen  ! 

Oh! 
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*0h  !  that  the  gods,  in  pity,  would  allow. 

Such  long-try 'd  friends  their  deftiny  to  know ; 

So  each  to  each  might  their  fad  thoughts  convey,     45 

And  make  the  moil  of  their  laft  mournful  day. 

Kut  now,  unconfciotis  of  the  ruin  nigh, 

Within  his  native  land  he  thinks  to  die  : 

While  her  fond  hopes  with  confidence  prefume, 

Nothing  Co  terrible  from  fate  can  come. 

As  to  be  robb'd  of  her  lovM  Pompey's  tomb. 

Had  the  fad  city  Fate's  decree  foreknown, 

What  floods,  fafl  falling,  fhould  her  lofs  bemoan  t 

Then  fhould  the  lufly  youth,  and  fathers  hoar. 

With  mingling  tears,  their  chief  renown'd  deplore;  55 

Maids,  matrons,  wives,  and  babes^  a  helplefs  train. 

As  once  for  godlike  Brutus,  fhould  complain  5 

Their  trefles  fhould  they  tear,  their  bofoms  beat. 

And  cry  loud-wailing  in  the  doleful  flreet. 

Nor  fhalt  thou,  Rome,  thy  gufhing  forrows  keep,  60 
Though  aw'd  by  Carfar,  and  forbid  to  weep  ; 
Thougli,  while  he  tells  thee  of  thy  Pompey  dead. 
He  fhakes  his  threatening  fauchion  o'er  thy  heoxl. 
Lamenting  crouds  the  conqueror  fhall  meet. 
And  with  a  peal  of  groans  his  triumph  greet ;  65 

In  fad  proceffion,  fighing  fhall  they  go, 
And  (lain  his  laurels  with  the  flreams  of  woe. 

But  now,  the  fainting  flars  at  length  gave  way. 
And  hid'their  vr.nquifhM  fiits  in  beamy  day;  * 

When  round  the  leader's  tent  the  legions  croud,        70 
And,  urg'd  by  fate,  demand  the  fight  aloud. 
Wretches  I  that  long  their  little  life  to  wafle, 
And  hurry  on  ihofe  hours  that  fly  too  fail ! 
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Too  foott»  for  thoufands,  Oiall  the  day  be  done^ 

Whofc  eyes  no  more  fhall  fee  tbe  feuing  fun* 

Tumultuous  fpeech  th'  inipulfive  rage  confeft. 

And  Rome's  bad  genius  ro£b  in  every  breaft* 

With  vHe  djfgrace  they  blot  their  leader^s  namej 

Pronounce  ev'n  Pompey  feaiful,  flow,  and  tamt, 

And  cry  J  He  finks  beneath  hi$  fathtfs  fame, 

Sotnc  charge  him  with  ambition  *s  gtiilty  view% 

And  thiuk  His  power,  and  empirej  he  pxirfuee  | 

Thatj  fearing  peace,  he  pra£liies  delay. 

And  would,  for  ever,  tnake  the  world  obey. 

While  eaikm  kings  of  lingering  wars  complain,      i^ 

And  wiih  to  view  their  native  redms  again. 

Thus  when  the  gods  are  pleas' d  to  plague  mankind. 

Our  own  rafh  hands  are  to  the  taflc  a/fign'd  j 

By  them  ordainM  the  toob  of  Fate  to  be. 

We  blindly  a£t  the  mifchiefs  they  decree  |  f^  ' 

We  call  the  battle,  we  the  fword  prepare. 

And  Rome^s  deftni£lion  i«  the  Roman  prayer. 

The  general  voice,  united,  Tully  takes, 
And  for  the  reft  the  fweet  perfuader  fpeaks  ^ 
Tully,  for  happy  eloquence  renowned,  95 

With  every. Roman  grace  of  langiia|fe  crown'd^ 
Beneath  whofe  rule  and  government  rever'd^ 
Fierce  Catiline  the  peaceful  axes  fearM  : 
But  now,  detain'd  amidft  an  armed  throng,  -^ 

Where  loft  his  arts,  and  nfelefs  was  his  tongue,        > 
The  orator  had  borne  the  camp  too  long.  ^ 

He  to  the  vulgar  fide  his  pleading  draws. 
And  thus  enforces  much  their  feeble  caufe; 

Fer 
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•For  all  that  fortune  for  thy  arms  has  done. 
For  all  thy  fame  acquired,  thy  battles  won  i  105 

This  only  boon  her  fuppliant  tows  implore^ 
That  thou  wouM'ft  deign  .to  ufe  her  aid  once  more  : 
In  this,  O  Pompey !  kings  and  chiefs  unite. 
And,  to  chaftife  j)roud  Csfar,  aik  the  fight. 
Shall  he,  one  man  againft  the  world  combinM,       120 
,Protra£l  deftru£lion,  and  embroil  mankind  ? 
What  will  the  vanquifh^d  nations  murmuring  fay. 
Where  once  thy  conquefts  cut  their  winged  way  5 
When  they  behold  thy  virtue  lacy  now. 
And  fee  thee  move  thus  languifliing  and  ilow  }       115 
Where  are  thofe  fires  that  warmM  thee  to  be  great  ? 
■That  ftable  £buJ,.  and  confidence  in  Fate  ? 
Canft  thou  the  gods  ungratefully  miftruft  ? 
Or  think  the  fenate's  facred  xaule  ^mjuft  ? 
•Scarce  are  th'  impatient  enfigns  yet  withheld  ;  120 

•Why  art  thou,  thus,  to  victory  compeUM  ? 
Doft  thou  Rome's  chief,  and  in  her  caufe,  appear  ? 
"'TIS  hers  to  choole  the  field,  and  (he  appoints  it  here* 
Why  is  this  ardor  of  the  world  withftood. 
The  injured  world,  that  thirfts  for  Caefar's  blood  ?  115 
See  !  where  the  troops  with  indignation  ftand^ 
Each  javelin  trembling  in  an  eager  ha^d, 
And  wait,  unwillingly,  the  laft  command. 
Kefolve  the.fenate  then>  and  let  them  know. 
Are  they  thy  fervants,  or  their  fervant  thou  ?  130 

Sore  fighM  theliftening  chief,  who  well  could  rtad 
Some  dire  delufion  by  the  gods  decreed  j 
He.faw  the  fates  malignantly  inclined, 
T^  thwart  his  purpofe.  and  perplex  his  mivA. 
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Sincc  thus  (he  cry'd)  it  is  by  all  decpcerft 
Since  my  impitiEdt  friends  and  country  need 
My  hand  to  fight,  and  not  my  bc^-d  to  lead ; 
PoiTipiy  no  longer  Qiall  ymir  hit  dtky. 
But  Ice  pcinicious  Fortune  take  her  way* 
And  wafte  the  world  on  one  devoted  day. 
Butt  oh !  be  witn^fs  thoti,  my  native  Rome, 
With  wh.it  a  lad  fore- boding  heart  1  come  j 
To  thy  hard  fate  unwillingly  1  yield, 
Whib  (hy  rafh  Tons  compel  mt  to  the  field* 
How  eafiiy  had  Casfar  been  f^sbdued,  j^j 

And  the  bltfl  victory  been  free  from  blood  1 
But  the  fond  Romans  cheap  renown  di/Uaini 
They  wifii  for  deaths  to  purple  o*er  the  p!ain. 
And  rteking  gore  their  guilty  fwords  to  ftain, 
Bjiv'n  by  my  fiecE&j  behold ,  the  %ing  foe  i  j^ 

At  once  the  empire  of  the  deep  fortgo  j 
Here  by  necefTity  they  feem  to  ft^nd, 
Coop''d-up  within  a  corner  of  the  land. 
By  famine  to  the  laft  extremes  compellM, 
They  fnatch  green  harvefts  from  th*  unripenM  field  j  155 
And  wifh  we  may  this  only  grace  afford, 
To  let  them  die  like  foldlers,  by  the  fword. 
*Tis  tree,  it  feems  an  earneft  of  fuccefs, 
That  thus  our  bolder  youth  for  a6lion  prefs  : 
But  let  them  try  their  inraoft  hearts  with  care,         i6tt 
And  judge  betwixt  true  valour  and  rafh  fear  j 
Let  them  be  fure  this  eagernefs  is  right. 
And  certain  fortitude  demands  the  fight. 
In  war,  in  dangers,  oft  it  has  been  known, 
That  fear  h^s  driven  the  headlong  coward  on.    ,    14^5 
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G^ve  me  the  man,  wKofe  cooler  foul  can  wait» 

With  patience,  for  the  proper  hour  of  Fate. 

See  what  a  profpefous  face  our  fortunes  bear ! 

Why  fliould  we  truft  them  to  the  chance  of  war  ? 

Why  muft  we  ri/k  the  world's  uncertain  dopm,        17® 

And  rather  choofe  to  fight,  than  overcome  ? 

Thou  Goddefs  Chance  !  who  to  my  careful  hand 

Haft  given  this  wearifqme  fupreme  command  5 

If  I  have,  to  the  talk  of  empire  juft, 

Enlarged  the  bounds  committed  to  my  truft  j  175 

Be  kind,  and  to  thyfclf  the  rule  refume. 

And,  in  the  fight,  defend  the  caufe  of  Rome  : 

To  thy  own  crowns,  the  vwreath  of  conqueft  join  j 

Nor  let  the  glory,  nor  the  crime,  be  mine. 

But  fee  !  thy  hopes,  unhappy  Pompey  !  fail :  ,        iSo 

We  fight ;  and  Caefar's  ftronger  vows  prevail. 

Oh,  what  a  fcene  of  guilt  this  day  (hall  ftiow  1  .  . 

What  crouds  (hall  fall,  what  nations  be  laid  low  I 

Red  (hall  Enipeus  run  with  Roman  blood. 

And  to  the  margin  fwell  his  foamy  flood.  185 

Oh  !  if  our  caufe  my  aid  no  longer  need, 

Oh  !  may  my  bofom  be  the  firft  to  bleed  : 

Me  let  the  thrilling  javelin  foremoft  ftrike^ 

Since  death  and  vidlory  are  now  alike. 

To-day,  with  ruin  (hall  my  name  be  join'd,  ij^o 

Or  ftand  the  common  curfe  of  all  mankind  \ 

By  every  woe  the  vanqui(hM  (hall  be  known,, 

And  every  infamy  the  vi6lor  crown. 

He  fpoke ;  and,  yielding  to  th*  impetuous  croud*. 
The  battle  to  his  frantic  bands  allowed.  195 
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L  n  long  TCxM  bj  ftormy  Corns'  blai!^. 

1'ht  weary  pilot  quits  the  helm  at  hA  j 
He  leave*  his  vefiel  to  the  winds  to  guide* 
And  diive  unftcady  with  the  tumbling  tide- 
Loud  through  thecumptherirmg  murmurs  found,  iq« 
And  ^ne  lumultuoos  burry  runs  around  j 
Sudden  their  bnfy  hearts  be^n  to  beat. 
And  ea*b  pale  vifage  wore  the  marks  tj  Fate, 
AniiouSj  liiey  fte  ibe  dreatdful  day  is  come. 
That  muH  decide  the  deftiny  of  Rome. 
This  Cngle  Taft  concern  employs  the  hoftj 
And  private  fears  ^tt  in  the  public  lofl^ 
Should  earth  be  rent,  flvould  durknefs  quench  the  fun* 
Mjould  fwellinp;  feas  above  the  moimtaiii*  run. 
Should  univerfiil  nat  are's  end  draw  rear,  no 

Who  could  have  JeiCure  for  himftlf  to  fear  f 
With  fuch  confent  his  fafety  tach  forgot. 
And  Rome  and  Pompey  took  up  every  thought. 

And  now  the  warriors  all,  with  bufy  care. 
Whet  the  dull  fword,  and  point  the  blunted  fpearj    2x5 
With  tougher  nerves  they  ftring  the  bended  bow. 
And  in  full  quivers  fteely  (hafts  beftow ; 
The  horfeman  fees  his  furniture  made  fit, 
Sharpens  the  (pur,  and  burniflies  the  bit  3 
Fixes  the  rein,  to  check  or  urge  his  fpeed>  %zo 

And  animates  to  fight  tiie  fnortmg  fteed. 
Such  once  the  bufy  gods  employments  were. 
If  mortal  men  to  gods  we  may  compare, 
When  earth's  bold  foiis  began  their  fmpions  war, 
The  Leranian  power,  with  many  a  ftroke,  reftof  d  225 

Jl?iue  JNeptune's  trident,  and  (lero  Mars's  fword  ; 
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In  terrible  array,  the  bluc-ey'd  maid 
The  horrors  of  her  Gorgon  ihield  difplay*d  $ 
Phoebus  his  once  yi^lorious  (hafts  renewed, 
DiAis^d,  and  nifty  with  the  Python*»  blood ;  i%o 

While,  with  unweary*d  toil,  the  Cyclops  ftrove 
To  forge  new  thundiers  for  imperial  Jove*. 
Nor  wanted'  then  dire  omens,  to  declare 
What  curft  events  ThefTalia^s  plains  prepare; 
Brack,  ftorms  opposM  againft  the  warriors  lay,         235 
And  lightnings  thwarted  their  forbidden  wayj 
Full  in  their  eyes  the  dazzling  flaihes  broke. 
And  with  amaze  their  troubled* fenfes  ftroke  i 
Tall  fiery  columns  in  the  ikies  were  feen. 
With  watery  Typhons  interwove  between.  240 

Glancing  along  the  band's  fwift  meteors  ihoot. 
And  from  the  helm:  the  plumy  honours  cut ; 
Sudden  the  flame  dilTolves  the  javelin^s  head. 
And  liquid  runs  the  ihining  fleely  blade. 
Stiange  to  behold !  their  weapons  difappear,  34.5 

While  iiilphurous  odour  taints  the  fmoking  air. 
The  ftandard,  as  unwilling  to  be  borne. 
With  pain  from  the  tenacious  earth  is  torn  : 
Anon,  black  fwarms  hang  cluftering  on  its  height. 
And  prefs  the  bearer  with,  unwonted  weight.  3  5a 

Big  drops  of  gnef  each  fweadng  marble  wears. 
And  Parian  gods  and  heroes  ftand  in  tears. 
No  more  th*  aufpicious  vi6llm  tamely  dies. 
But  furious  from  the  hallow'd  fane  he  flics  ; 
Baeaks  off  the  rites  with  prodigies  prophane,  255 

And  bellowing  fecks  £mathia*s  fatal  plain** 
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But  who,  O  CaeCar  !  who  were  then  thy  gods  ? 
Whom  did  ft  thou  finnmon  from  their  dark  abodes  f 
The  Furies  Hften^d  to  thy  grateful  vows. 
And  dTie^idful  to  the  d:xy  the  pow^r^  of  hcl2  arofe,  ?.<Eo 

Did  then  the  monilcrs,  fame  records,  appear  ? 
Or  were  they  only  phantoms  formed  by  feiar  ? 
Same  faw  the  moving  mountain  a  meet  like  foes^ 
And  rending  earth  new  gaping  caves  diiclofc. 
Others  beheld  a  languine  torrent  take  165^ 

It»  ptirplc  courfc,  throiigh  fair  Bcebcls'  lake  ^ 
H^ard  tuch  returning  night,  portentouii^  yield 
Loiul  Qiouts  of  b:itilc  on  Pharfdia's  field* 
While  others  thought  rhcy  faw  the  light  decay, 
And  fudden  ihades  opprels  the  fu  in  ting  day  ;  371^ 

Fancy*d  wild  horrors  in  each  other^'s  face, 
And  law  tlit  ghollj  of  all  their  bury'd  race ; 
Beheld  them  rife  and  glare  with  pali;  affright. 
And  ftalk  around  them,  in  the  new-ipade  night*. 
Whatever  the  caufe,  the  croud,  by  fate  decreed. 
To  make  their  brothers,  fons,  and  fathers  bleed, 
Confenting,  to  the  prodigies  agreed  j 
And,  while  they  thirft  impatient  for  that  blood, 
Blefs  thefe  nefarious  omens  all  as  good. 

But  wherefore  fhould  we  wonder,  to  behold         ago- 
That  death's  approach  by  madreis  was  foretold  ? 
Wild  are  the  wandering  thoughts  which  laft  furvive  j. 
And  thefe  had  not  another  day  to  live, 
Thefe  (hook  for  what  they  law  5  while  diftant  climes. 
Unknowing,  trembled  for  Emathia's  crimes.  285 

Where  Tyrian  Gades  fee$  the  fetting  fun, 
And  where  Araxes'  rapid  v^'aters  run. 

From. 
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From  the  height  orient  to  the  glowing  yveft. 

In  f  very  nation,^  eyexy  Roman  breaft  . 

The  terrors  of  thai  dreadful  day  confeft. 

Where  Aponus  firft  fprings  in  fmoky  (learn,.  291 

And  full  Timavus  rolls  his  nobler  ftream  j 

Upon  a  hill  that  day»  i£  fame  be  ti*ue, 

A  learned  augur  fat  the  ikies  to.  view ; 

'Tis  come,  the  great  event  is  come  (he  cry'd)        %^j 

Our  impious  chiefs  their  wicked  war  decide. 

Whether  the  feer  obferv'd  Jove's  forky  flame. 

And  markM  the  firmament's  difcordant  frame.} 

Or  whether,  in  that  glpom  of  fudden  night. 

The  (Iruggling  fun  declared  the  dreadfid  fight :       300- 

From  the  fird  birth  of  morning  in  the  ikies, 

Sure  never  day  like  this  was  known  to  rife  j 

In  the  blue  vault,  as  in  a  volume  fpread,. 

Plain  might  the  Latian  defliny  be  read. 

Oh  Rome !  oh  people,  by  the  gods  affignM  305. 

To  be  the  worthy  mailers  of  mankind  I 
On  thee,  the  heavens  with  all  their  fignals  wait. 
And  fuflering  nature  labours  with  thy  fate. 
When  thy  great  names  to  lateft  times  conveyM, 
By  fame,  or  by  my  verfe  immortal  made,  3101 

In  free-born  nations  juflly  (hall  prevail. 
And  roiize  their  paflions  with  this  nobleft  tale ; 
How  (hall  they  fear  for  thy  approaching  doom. 
As  if  each  palt  event  were  yet  to  come » 
How  fhall  their  bofoms  fwell  with  vaft  concern,       315. 
And  long  the  doubtful  chance  of  war  to  learn  I 
Ev'n  then  the  favouring  world  with  thee  fhall  join, 
And  every  hoiicft  hcait  to  Pompcy's  caufe  incline. 
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Defccnding,  nowj  th«^  bands  in  ju ft  array, 
Jn>m  buniiJh*d  arms  reflect  the  beamy  day  i  |ttf ' 

Ie)  aji  iJ[  hour  they  fprcad  the  fafal  fields 
And  with  portcntoui;  blaze  the  fttighbourmgniounfaini 

gild. 

On  the  left  wing  J  Bald  LerjtuIuiFj  their  headj 

The  firfl  arid  fourth  fcJcfted  legions  Jed  i 

Lucklefs  Domititis-,  irainly  brave  in  war,  %%% 

Brew  forth  the  rig^ht  with  tm'iufpicio'us  care. 

In  the  mid  battle  daring  Scipio  fought^ 

With  eight  full  legions  from  Cilicia  broughtp 

Submi^ve  here  to  Pionripey^s  high  command ^ 

'Pht  warrior  undjftin^wifhM  took  hh  ftand, 

Rcftr^'d  to  be  the  ehicf  on  Libyan's  burning  fand*      _, 

N^ar  the  low  madheB  aiid  Enipctii'  fltiod.  m 

The  Pontic  horfe  and  Cappadacian  floods  ^ 

While  kings  and  tetrarchs  proud,  a  purple  train, 

I^fgemcn  and  vaflals  to  the  Latian  reign, 

PolTefs'd  the  rifing  grounds  and  drier  plain. 

Here  troops  of  black  Numidians  fcour  the  field. 

And  bold  Iberians  narrow  bucklers  wield  ; 

Here  twang  the  Syrian  and  the  Cretan  bow^ 

And  the  fierce  Gauls  provoke  their  well-known  foe.  340 

Go,  Pompey,  lead  to  death  th*  unnumbtrM  hoft. 
Let  the  whole  human  race  at  once  be  loft. 
Let  nations,  upon  nations,  heap  the  plain. 
And  tyranny  want  fubjefts  for  its  reign. 

Csefar,  as  chance  ordain'd,  that  mom  decreed      345 

The  fpoiling  bands  of  foragers  to  lead  j 

When,  with  a  fudden,  but  a  glad  furprizc. 

The  foe  delcend'm^  ftnKk  his  wondering  eyes. 

Eager^. 
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Eager,  and  burning  for  unbounded  fway,. 

Long  had  he  borne  the  tedious  war^s  delay ;-  jf$9^ 

Long  had  he  ftruggled  with  protra^ing  time. 

That  favM  hit^  couatry^  and  de&rrM  his  crime : 

At  length  he  fees  the  wifli'd^or.  day  is  come. 

To  end  the  ftrife  for  liberty,,  and  Roms ) 

Fate*8  daxic  myfteriovs  threatenings  to  explain,.        355^ 

And  eafe  th*  impatience  of  ambition's  pain*. 

But,  when  he  faw  the  vaft  event  fo  nigh>. 

Unufual  honpor  dampM  his  impious  joy  |. 

For  one  cold  moment  funk,  his  heart  fupprefs'd. 

And  doubt  hung  heavy  on  bis  anxious  breaft.  360 

Though  his  paft  fortunes  promife  now.  fuece^s, 

Yet  Porapey,  from  his  own,  expefls  no  Icfs. 

His  changing  thoughts  revolve  with  various  cheery 

While  thefe  forbid  to  hope,  and  thofe  to  fear. 

At  length  his  wonted  confidence  returns,.  365 

With  his  firft  fires  his  daring  bofom- burns; 

As  if  fecure  of  viftocy,  he  ftands. 

And  fearlefs  thus  befpeaks  the  liftening  bands  r 

Ye  warriors !  who  have  made  your  Caefar  grea^ 
On  whom  the  world,  on  whom-  my  fortunes  watt,  370 
To-<lay,  the  gods,  whate>r  you  wiih,  afford^ 
And  fate  attends  on  the  deciding  fword. 
By  your  firm  aid  abne  your  leader  ftands, 
And  trufts  his  all  to  your  long-faith£iil  hands. 
Tiiis  day  (hall  make  our. promisM  glories  good,        375 
The  hopes  of  Rubicon's  diftinguiih?d  flood. 
For  this  bleft  mom  we  trufted  long  to  fate. 
Deferred  our  fame,  and  bad  the  triumph  wait. 
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This  diy,  TEiy  gallant  frietxis,  this  happy  day, 

Shall  the  long  labours  of  your  anus  Tcpay  j 

Shall  give  you  back  to  every  joy  of  lifr. 

To  the  lov'dofFspring  and  the  tender  wife  g 

Shall  find  my  veteran  otrt  a  h.fe  retreat. 

And  loJge  his  ag'c  withm  a  ptattful  feit* 

The  long  difpy  te  of  guilt  ft^li  now  be  clear' d, 

And  conqucil  fh^lf  the  juftsr  caufe  reward* 

Have  yoti,  for  mc,  with  fword  and  £rt  hid  waitt 

Your  countr)'*8  bleeding  bolom,  as  you  pMl  f 

Let  the  iUmc  fwords  a  a  boldly  Itrike  to-day, 

And  the  laft  wourida  iball  wipe  the  firft  away,         |^  I 

Whatever  fa6lion  s  partial  noiioTis  arc. 

No  hand  is  wholly  innocent  in  war. 

Yours  ia  rhe  caufe  to  which  my  vows  are  joined, 

I  ieek  to  make  you  free,  and  maflcrs  of  mankind* 

I  have  no  hopes,  no  wifhes  of  my  own,  3^5! 

But  well  could  hide  me  in  a  private  gown  : 

At  my  expence  of  fame,  exalt  your  powers, 

Let  me  be  nothing,  fo  the  world  be  yonrs. 

Nor  think,  the  taflc  too  bloody  ihall  be  found. 

With  eafy  gloiy  ihall  our  arms  be  crown'd  :  40^ 

Yon  hoft  come  leamM  in  academic  rules, 

A  band  of  difputants  from-  Grecian  fchools. 

To  thefe,  luxurious  eaftem  crouds  are  join*d> 

■Of  many  a  tongue,  and  many  a  differing  kind  : 

Their  own  firft  ihouts  fhall  fill  each  foul  with  fears. 

And  their  own  trumpets  fhook  their  tender  ears.     40^ 

Unjuftly  this,  a  civil  war,  we  call, 

Where  noiie  but  foes  of  Rome^  baFbarians,  fall. 
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On  then,  my  friends !  and  end  it  at  a  blow  j 

Lay  thefe  foft,  lazy,  worthlcfs  nations  low.  410 

Shew  Pompey,  that  fubdued  them,  with  what  eafe 

Your  valour  gains  Aich  vi6lones  as  thefe  : 

Shew  him,  if  juftice  ftill  the  palm  confers. 

One  triumph  was  too  much  for  all  his  wars. 

From  diftant  Tigris  (hall  Armenians  come,  4x5 

To  judge  between  the  citizens  of  Rome  ?   • 

Will  fierce  barbarian  aliens  wafte  their  blood. 

To  make  the  caufe  of  Latian  Pompey  good  ? 

Believe  me,  no.     To  them  we  are  all  the  fame. 

They  hate  alike  the  whole  Aufonian  Name  |  4X9 

But  mod  thofe  haughty  maftcrs  whom  they  know. 

Who  taught  their  lervile  vanquifli'd  necks  to  bow. 

Mean -while,  as  round  my  joyful  eyes  are  roU'd, 

None  but  my  try'd  companions  I  behoM ; 

For  years  in  Gaul  we  made  our  hard  abode,  42 1 

And  many  a  march  in  partner/hip  haye  trod. 

Is  there  a  foldicr  to  your  chief  unknown  ? 

A  fword,  to  whom  I  tnift  not,  like  my  own  ? 

Could  I  not  mark  each  javelin  in  the  iky. 

And  fay  from  whom  the  fatal  weapons  fly  f  43^ 

Ev'n  now  I  view  aufpicious  furies  rife. 

And  rage  redoubled  flaihes  in  your  eyes. 

With  joy  thofe  omens  of  fuccefs  J  read. 

And  fee  the  certain  viftory  decreed  j 

I  fee  the  purple  deluge  float  the  plain,  435 

Huge  piles  of  carnage,  nations  of  the  (Iain  t 

Dead  chiefs,  with  mangled  monarch*,  I  furvey. 

And  the  pale  fenate  crowns  the  glorious  day. 
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Bill,  oh  !  forgive  my  cediotis  kvifhtouguc, 
Y<Mjr  eager  vhtue  I  withhold  too  long  j 
My  foul  ex  lilt  t  w:th  hopes  too  fierce  to  bear, 
I  feel  good  fortune  and  the  gods  draw  neur* 
All  we  can  aOtj  with  full  confent  tbry  ybldj 
And  nothing  bars  tiS  but  this  nanow  field- 
'i?!it  battle  oVrt  what  boon  cai^  I  deny  ? 
The  treafures  of  the  world  before  yon  lie. 
Oil  Theffaly  1  whit  ftars,  wh^t  powers  divine. 
To  thy  diftinguifh'd  bud  this  great  event  afljgn  i 
Between  extreme s^  to-day  our  fortune  lies, 
Ttie  vile  ft  punifhment,  and  nob  left  priic.  4-5^  J 

Coniider  well  the  captive*s  loft  eft nte. 
Chains,  racks »  and  crofter,  for  the  vanqulih'd  wait. 
My  limbs  arc  each  allotted  to  lis  place, 
And  my  pale  head  the  Roftmm^?  heig^it  nittU  gi'ace  ? 
But  that  's  a  thought  unworthy  Cafilr's  care,  ^j 

More  for  my  friends  than  for  myfeif  I. fear. 
On  my  good  fword  fecurely  I  rely, 
And,  If  I  conquer  not,  ara  fure  to  die. 
But  oh  !  for  you  ray  anxious  foul  forefees, 
Pompey  (hall  icopy  Sylla's  curil  decrees  j  -4J60 

The  Martian  field  fhall  blufh  with  gore  again. 
And  maffacres  once  more  the  peaceful  Septa  ftain. 
.Hear,  oh  I  ye  gods,  who  in  Rome's  ftrugglings  (hare, 
Who  leave  your  heaven,  to  raakoour  earth  your  care  ; 
H^r,  and  let  him  the  happy  vi6lor  live,  465 

Who  fhall  with  mercy  ufe  the  power  you  give; 
Whofe  rage  for  (laughter  with  the  war  (hall  ceafe. 
And  (jpare  his  vanquifb'd  ene^nies  in  peace. 

Nor 
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Nor  is  Dyrrhachium^s  fatal  field  forgot. 

Nor  what  was  then  our  brave  companions  lot  4         470 

When,  by  advantage  of  the  ftraiter  ground, 

Succefsful  Pompey  con^pafs^dus  around  } 

When  quite  difarm^d  your  lUeleis  valour  ftood. 

Till  his  fell  fword  was  fatiated  with  blood. 

But  gentler  hands,  but  nobler  hearts  you  bear, 

Andy  oh  !  remember  *tis  your  leader^s  prayer. 

Whatever  Roman  flics  befone  you,  ^pare. 

But,  while  opposM  and  menacing  they  ftand. 

Let  no  regard  withhold  the  lifted  hand  -t 

Let  frieudfhip,  kindred,  all  remorfe,  ^ve  place,     48« 

And  mangling  wounds  deform  the  reverend  iacet 

Still  let  refiftance  be  repaid  with  blood. 

And  hoftile  force  by  hoftile  force  fubdued-i 

Stranger,  or  friend,  whatever  be  the  name. 

Your  merit  ftill,  to  Ceiar,  is  the  fame.  485 

Fill  then  the  trenches,  break  the  jamparts  round. 

And  let  our  works  lie  level  with  the  ground.; 

So  ihall  no  obftacles  our  maich  delay. 

Nor  ftop  one  moment  our  viftorious  way. 

Nor  fpare  your  camp^  this  night  we  mean  to  He     ^o 

Jn  that  from  whence  the  vanqui(h*d  foe  (hall  fly. 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when,  fudden  at  the  word. 
They  feize  the  lance,  and  draw  the  fliining  fword  t 
At  once  the  turfy  fences  all  lie  wafle. 
And  through  the  breach  the  crouding  legions  haftc  $  4^5 
Regardlefs  all  of  order  and  array 
They  ftand,  and  truft  to  fate  alone  the  day. 
Each  had  proposM  an  empire  to  be  won. 
Had  each  once  known  a  Pompey  for  his  fon  | 


Had  C^far's  foul  in  form' d  each  prtvite  breafl^ 
A  iierccr  fury  could  not  be  cxprefsM, 

With  iktl  prd'agtSj  PompeVi  now,  beheld 
His  foes  advancing  o'er  the  neighbouring  fteld  s 
He  ikw  the  gods  hid  h^'d  the  day  of  fitte. 
And  felt  his  hcapt  liatig  heavy  with  new  weight* 
JXre  h  die  omeu  w^en  the  valiant  fear. 
Which  yet  he  drove  to  hidej  with  well -diiTfmblefel  thtet^ 
Htgh  on  his  warrior  Ijeed,  the  chief  overran 
The  wide  array,  and  thua  at  length  began  : 

The  lime  to  eafe  your  grorimng  country's  pain, 
Wh-i<:h  lowg  your  ca^cr  valour  foyght  in  vain  j 
The  great  deciding  hour  at  length  is  come^ 
To  end  the  drivings  of  diftm£Vcd  Komc  : 
For  this  one  laft  effort  cater t  your  power. 
Strike  home  to  day,  and  all  your  tolls  are  o'er. 
If  the  dear  pledges  of  connubial  love, 
'Your  houfhold-gods,  and  Rome,  your  fouls  can  movt, 
Hither  by  fate  they  feem  together  brought. 
And  for  that  prize,  to-day,  the  battk  &all  be  fought, 
iet  none  the  favouring  gods  aififtance  fear ;  520' 

They  always  make  the  jufter  caufe  their  care. 
The  flying  dirt  to  Caefar  fhall  they  guide. 
And  point  the  fword  at  his  devoted  fide  : 
Our  injurM  laws  fhall  be  on  him  made  good. 
And  liberty  eftablifh'd  in  his  blood.  525 

Could  heaven,  in  violence  of  wrath,  ordain 
The  world  to  groan  beneath  a  tyrant^s  reigi^ 
It  had  not  fpar'd  your  Poiiipey's  head  fo  long^ 
Nor  lengthen'd  out  my  age  to  fee  the  wrong. 

AM 
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All  we  can  wifli  for,  to  fecure  fuccefs,  530 

With  large  advantage,  here,  our  arms  pofTefs : 

See,  in  the  ranks  of  every  common  band. 

Where  Rome's  illuftrious  names  for  ibldi^rs  ftand. 

Could  the  great  dead  revifit  life  again. 

For  us,  once  more,  the  Decii  would  be  (lain;  5)5 

The  Curiii  and  Camilli,  might  we  boaft. 

Proud  to  be  mingled  in  this  nobleft  hoft. 

If  men,  if  nmltitudes.  can  make  us  ftrong. 

Behold  what  tribes  unnumbered  march  alongl 

Where-c'er  the  Zodiac  turns  its  radiant  round,       54* 

Wbere-ever  earth,  or  people,  can  be  found  j 

To  us  the  nations  iflue  forth  in  fwarms. 

And  in  Rome's  caufe  all  human  nature  arms. 

What  thien  remains,  but  that  our  wings  inclofc. 

Within  their  ample  folds,  our  (hrinking  foes  ?        545 

Thoufands,  and  thoufands,  ufelefs,  may  we  {pare  ; 

Yon  handful  will  not  half  employ  our  war. 

Think,  from  the  fummit  of  the  Roman  wall. 

You  hear  our  lo(id«lamenting  matrons  call  $ 

Think  with  what  tears,  what  lifted  hands,  they  fuc,  550 

And  place  their  laft,  their  only  hopes  in  you. 

Imagine  kneeling  age  before  you  fpread. 

Each  hoary  reverend  majeftic  head  ; 

-Imagine,  Rome  herfelf  your  aid  implor'd. 

To  fave  her  from  a  proud  imperious  lord.  555 

Think  how  the  prefent  age,  how  that  to  come. 

What  multitudes  from  you  expeft  their  doom  : 

On  your  fuccefs  dependent  all  rely ; 

Thefc  to  be  born  in  freedom,  thofe  to  die. 

X  Thla^ 
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link  (if  there  be  a  thought  can  move  you  more,  5^0 
A  pledge  more  dear  thaji  thofe  I  n:im*d  btt'or^) 
Think  yotj  behalct  (were  fuch  a  pofture  meet) 
Ev'n  mcj  yourPomp^j,  proftrate  at  your  feet. 
Myfeif,  Tuy  wife,  my  ions,  ^  fuppliant  band. 
Frond  )'mi  our  H^es  and  liberties  demand  ;  565 

Or  conquer  you,  or  I,  to  exile  born. 
My  hft  diflionourable  years  {hall  mourn, 
Youx  long  reproach,  and  my  proud  father*s  Icom, 
From  bonds,  from  infamy^  your  general  fave, 
Hot  let  hia  hoary  head  defcend  to  earth  a  Have,        5 
Thus  while  he  fpoke,  the  failbful  legions  round. 
With  indignation  caught  th*;  mournful  found  i 
Falfely,  they  think,  his  fei^x^  thofe  dangers  vlewp 
But  vow  to  die,  ere  Caefar  proves  them  true. 
What  diflfering  thoughts  the  vaiioua  hofts  incite,      J75 
And  urg^  thetr  deadly  ardour  for  the  fight  [ 
Thofe  bold  ambition  kindles  into  rage. 
And  thefe  their  fears  for  liberty  engage. 
How  fhall  this  day  the  peopled  earth  deface, 
Prevent  mankind,  and  rob  the  growing  race !  580 

Though  all  the  years  to  come  (hould  roll  in  peace. 
And  future  ages  bring  their  whole  increafe  ; 
Though  nature  all  her  genial  powers  employ. 
All  (hall  not  yield  what  thefe  ciu-ft  hands  deftroy. 
Soon  fhall  the  greatnefs  of  the  Roman  name,  585 

To  unbelieving  ears,  be  told  by  fame  i 
Low  fhall  the  mighty  Latian  towers  be  laid. 
And  ruins  crown  our  Alban  mountain's  head  j 
While  yearly  magiflrates,  in  turns  compeU'd 
To  lodge  by  night  upon  th'  uncover'd  field,  590 

Shall 
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Shali  at  old  doting  Numa's  laws  repine, 

Who  could  to  fuch  bleak  wilds  his  Latine  rites  aflign. 

Ev'n  now  behold  !  where  wafte  Hefperia  lies. 

Where  empty  cities  ihock  our  mournful  eyes ; 

Untouched  by  time,  our  infamy  they  ftand,  595 

The  marks  of  civil  difcord^s  murderous  hand. 

How  is  the  ftock  of  human-kind  brought  low  ! 

Walls  want  inhabitants,  and  hands  the  plow. 

Our  fathers  fertile  fields  by  flaves  are  till'd, 

And  Rome  with  dregs  of  foreign  lands  is  fillM  :      600 

Such  were  the  heaps,  the  millions  of  the  flain. 

As  'twere  the  purpofe  of  Emathia^s  plain. 

That  none  for  future  mifchiefs  fliould  remain. 

Well  may  our  annals  Icfs  misfortunes  yield, 

Mark  Allia's  flood,  and  Cannae's  fatal  field  j  605 

But  let  Pharfalla's  day  be  flill  forgot. 

Be  ras'd  at  once  from  every  Roman  thought. 

'Twas  there,  that  fortune,  in  her  pride,  difplay'd 

The  greatnels  her  own  mighty  hands  had  made; 

Foith  in  array  the  powers  of  Rome  fhe  drew,  610 

And  fet  her  fubjeft  nations  all  to  view; 

As  if  fhe  meant  to  fhew  the  haughty  queen, 

Ev'n  by  her  i-uins,  what  her  height  had  been. 

Oh  countlefs  lofs  !  that  well  might  have  fupply'd 

The  defolation  of  all  deaths  befide.  615 

Though  famine  with  blue  peflilence  confpire. 

And  dreadful  earthquakes  with  dcltroying  fire ; 

Pharfalia's  blood  the  gaping  wounds  had  join'd. 

And  built  again  the  ruins  of  mankind. 

Immortal  gods  !  with  what  rofifllefs  force,  629 

Our  growing  empire  ran  its  rapid  coutfe  V 

X  z  ^'^'^ 
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.  Still  every  year  with  new  fucccf$  was  crown*i 
And  conq\(enng  chiefs  enlarge  the  Latian  bound  § 
Till  Rome  Itood  miftrefs  of  the  world  confefs'd. 
From  the  gray  orient,  to  the  ruddy  weft  j  $t^ 

Prom  pole  to  pole,  her  wide  dominions  run, 
Whcrc-e'er  the  ftars,  or  brighter  Phcebus  fhone; 
As  heaven  and  earth  were  made  fqr  her  aJonep 
But  now,  behold,  how  fortune  tears  away 
The  gift  of  ages  in  one  fatal  nay  1 
One  day  ihakcs  off  the  vanqiijfti'd  Indians  cbam. 
And  turns  the  wandering  Da^  loqfe  again : 
No  longer  (hall  the  viftor  conful  now 
Trace  our  Sarmatian  ckres  with  the  plow : 
Exulting  Pirthia.  fhall  her  fliughters  boaft,  f  ^ 

Nor  feel  the  vengeance  due  to  CraAus''  ghoft. 
While  liberty,  long  weaned  by  our  crimes, 
Forfakes  us  for  feme  better  barbarous  climes  j 
Beyond  the  Rhine  and  TanaVs  fhe  flies. 
To  fnowy  mountains,  and  to  frozen  ikies ;  6|.o 

While  Rome,  who  long  purfued  that  chiefeft  good, 
O'er  fields  of  ilaughter,  and  through  feas  of  blood, 
*  In  flavery,  her  abje6l  ftate  fliall  mourn. 
Nor  dare  to  hope  the  goddefs  will  return. 
Why  were  we  ever  free  ?  Oh  why  has  heaven  645 

A  ihort-liv'd  tranfitory  bleifing  given  ? 
*  Of  thee,  firft  Br-utus,  juilly  we  complain  ! 
Why  didft  thou  break  thy  groaning  country's  chain. 
And  end  the  proud  lafcivious  tyrant's  reign  ? 
Why  did  thy  patriot  hand  on  Rome  beftow  650 

*Laws,  and  her  confuls  righteous  rule  to  know  ? 

In 


^ 


LUCAN'S  PHARSALIA,   Bo«  VH.     309 

In  fervllude  more  happy  had  we  been. 
Since  Romulus  firft  wallM  his  refuge  in^ 
£v'n  fmce  the  twice  fix  vulturs  bad  him  build. 
To  this  curft  period  of  Pharfalia's  field-  655 

Medes  and  Arabians  of  the  flavifh  Eaft 
Beneath  eternal  bondage  may  be  bleft  5 
While,  of  a  differing  mold  and  nature,  we. 
Prom  fire  to  fon  accuflom'd  to  be  free. 
Feel  indignation  rifmg  in  our  blood,  660 

And  blufh  to  wear  the  chains  that  make  them  proud. 
Can  there  be  gods,  who  rule  yon  azure  iky  ?  f 

Can  they  behold  Emathia  from  on  high,  y 

And  yet  forbear  to  bid  their  lightnings  fly  ?  J 

Is  it  the  bufinefs  of  a  thundering  Jove,  66^ 

To  rive  tlie  rocks,  and  blafl  the  guiltlefs  grove  ? 
While  CafTius  holds  the  balance  in  his  flead, 
And  wreaks  due  vengeance  on  the  tyrant's  head* 
The  fun  ran  back  from  Atreus'  monftrous  feafl. 
And  his  fair  beams  in  murky  clouds  fupprtfs'dj      670 
Why  fhines  he  now  ?  why  lends  his  golden  light 
To  thefe  worfe  parricides,  this  more  accurfed  fight  ? 
But  chance  guides  all ;  the  gods  their  ta(k  forego,      .  , 
And  providence  no  longer  reigns  below.  6 "4 

Yet  are  they  jufl,  and  fome  revenge  afford 
While  their  own  heavens  are  humbled  by  the  fword,  | 
And  the  proud  vi6lors,  like  themfelves,  adorM ; 
With  rays  adom'd,  with  thunders  arm'd  they  fland. 
And  incenfe,  prayers,  and  facrifice  demand  j 
While,  trembling,  flavifh,  fuperflitious  Rome,        680 
Swears  by  a  mortal  wretch,  that  moulders  in  a  tomb. 
X  3  Now 
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Now  either  hoJl  tlie  Kiiddle  pla^in  hadpafsM, 
And  front  to  front  m  thrtittening  ranks  were  placM  j 
Then  a  very  well  known  feu  lure  ftood  to  view. 
Brother*  their  brothers,  Ibns  their  fathers  knew,     6B5 
Then  firft  they  feel  the  curfe  of  civil  hate,  J      , 

Mark  where  their  niifchlefs  arc  aflignd  by  fjite,         ■ 
And  ftc  from  whom  th em fdve?  deftruftion  wait. 
Stupid  awhile,  and  at  a  gaze,  they  ftoodj 
While  creeping-  horror  froze  the  la^y  blood  t  69' 

Some  f in  all  re  maim  of  piety  wiihiland. 
And  (top  the  javelin  in  the  lifted  hand  j 
Remorlc  ffiv  one  fhort  moment  fi:ep''d  betweert. 
And  motion lefb,  as  ftatues,  all  Vi?ere  feen. 
And  oh  1  what  fivage  fury  could  engage,  £95 

While  lingering  Csefar  yet  fufpends  his  rage  ? 
For  him,  yc  gods  1   for  Ci-aftinus,  whofe  fpear 
With  impious  cagernefs  began  the  war. 
Some  more  than  common  pttniniment  prepare  ; 
Beyond  the  grave  long  lading  plagues  ordain,  700 

Surviving  fenfe,  and  never-ceafing  pain. 
Straight,  at  the  fatal  fignal,  all  around 
A  thoufand  fifes,  a  thoufand  clarions,  found ; 
Beyond  where  clouds,  or  glancing  lightnings  fly. 
The  piercing  clangors  ftrike  the  vaulted  fky.  705 

The  joining  battles  (hout,  and  the  loud  peal 
Bounds  from  the  hill,  and  thunders  down  the  vale ; 
Old  Pellon's  caves  the  doubling  roar  return. 
And  Oeta's  rocks  and  groaning  Pindus  mourn  5 
From  pole  to  pole  the  tumult  fpreads  afar,  710 

And  the  world  trembles  at  the  diftant  war. 

Now 
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Now  flit  the  thrilling  darts  through  liquid  air. 
And  various  vows  from  various  mafters  bear  : 
Some  feek  the  nobleft  Roman  heart  to  wound, 
And  fome  to  err  upon  the  guiltlefs  ground ;  715 

Wliile  chance  decrees  the  blood  that  fhall  be  fpilt. 
And  blindly  fcatters  innocence -and  guilt. 
hvt  random  fhafts  too  fcanty  death  afFord, 
A  civil  war  is  bufinefs  for  the  fword : 
"Where  face  to  face  the  parricides  may  meet,  720 

Know  whom  they  kill,  and  make  the  crime  complete. 

Firm  in  the  front,  with  joining  bucklers  closM, 
Stood  the  Pompeian  infantry  difpos'd  5 
So  crouded  was  the  fpace,  it  fcarce  affords 
The  power  to  tofs  their  piles,  or  yield  their  fvvords.  725 
Forward,  thus  thick  embattled  though  they  (land. 
With  headlong  wrath  ru(h  furious  Csefafs  band  j 
In  vain  the  lifted  ihield  their  rage  retards. 
Or  plaited  mail  devoted  bofoms  guards  5 
Through  fhields,  through  mail,  the  wounding  weapons 

And  to  the  heart  drive  home  each  deadly  blow ; 

Oh  rage  ill  match'd  I  Oh  much  unequal  war. 

Which  thofe  wage  proudly,  and  thefe  tamely  bear  ! 

Thefe,  by  cold,  ftupid  piety  difarmM  : 

Thofe,  by  hot  blood,  and  fmoking  flaughterwarm'd.  735 

Nor  in  fufpenfe  uncertain  fortune  hung, 

But  yields,  o'er-mafterM  by  h  power  too  ftrong. 

And  borne  by  fates  impetuous  ftream  along. 

From  Pompey's  ample  wings,  at  length  the  horfc 
Wide  o'er  the  plain  extending  take  their  courfe ;     740 
X  4.  Whtelin^ 
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Wbieling  around  the  hoftile  line  they  wind. 
While  lightly  armM  the  Hiot  Jucceed  behind* 
.In  various  wajs  the  varioub  bands  engage, 
And  hurl  upon  the  foe  the  miilile  rage ; 
There  fiery  darU  and  rocky  fi'sgrnent*  fly,  74,^ 

And  heating  bullets  whiille  through  the  flcy  : 
Of  feathered  £haft^,  a  doud  thick  (hading  goeSj 
From  Ar.ib,  Mede,  and  Ttuntoii  bow^  : 
But  driven  by  nuidom  aim  they  fddora  wound  ; 
Al  Brft  they  bide  the  heavcOj  then  ftrew  the  ground  j  75a 
While  Roman  hantls  unerring  mifchief  iirnd. 
And  certain  deaths  on  every  pile  attend, 
ButC:«far,  timely  careful  to  fupport 
JJi&  wavering  front  againrti  the  firft  effort. 
Had  placM  his  bodies  of  refer  ve  bchrad,  yjj 

And  the  ftrong  rcir  with  chofen  cohorts  lin"*d. 
There/  as  the  carelefs  foe  the  fight  purfue, 
A  fudden  band  and  ftable  forth  he  drew; 
When  foon,  oh  flianie  !  the  loofe  barbarians  yield. 
Scattering  their  broken  fquadrons  o'er  the  field,       760 
And  fhew,  too  late,  that  Haves  attempt  in  vain. 
The  facred  caufe  of  freedom  to  maintain. 
The  fiery  ftecds,  impatient  of  a  wound. 
Hurl  their  neglefled  riders  to  the  ground ; 
Or  on  their  friends  with  rage  ungovern'd  turn,        y6c 
And  trampling  o'er  the  helplefs  foot  are  borne. 
Hence  foul  confufion  and  difmay  fucceed, 
The  vi^lors  murder,  and  the  vanquifh  d  bleed  : 
Their  weary  hands  the  tir'd  deftroyers  ply. 
Scarce  can  thefe  kill,  fo  faft  as  thofe  can  die.  770 

Oh, 
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Oh,  that  Emathia's  ruthlcfs  guilty  plain 
Had  been  contented  with  this  only  ftain  j 
With  thefe  rude  bones  had  ftrewn  her  verdure  o'er, 
And  dy'd  her  fprings  with  none  but  Afian  gore  ! 
But  if  fo  keen  her  thirft  for  Roman  blood,  775 

Let  none  but  Romans  inake  the  flaughter  good  j 
Let  not  a  Mede  noV  Cappadocian  fall. 
No  bold  Iberian,  nor  rebellious  Gaul : 
Let  thefe  alone  furvive  for  times  to  come,. 
And  be  the  future  citizens  of  Rome.  780 

But  fear  on  all  alike  her  powers  employed. 
Did  Caefar's  bufmefs,  and  like  fate  deftroyM. 
Prevailing  ftill  the  viftors  held  their  courfe. 
Till  Pompey's  main  referve  opposM  their  force ; 
There,  in  his  ftrength,  the  chief  unfhaken  ftood,    7S5. 
Repelled  the  foe,  and  made  the  combat  goodj 
There  in  fufpence  th'  uncertain  battle  hung. 
And  Caefar's  favouring  goddefs  doubted  long  j 
There  no  proud  monarchs  led  their  vaflals  on. 
Nor  eaftern  bands  in  gorgeous  purple  fhone  j  790 

There  the  laft  force  of  laws  and  freedom  lay. 
And  Roman  patriots  ih-uggled  for  the  day. 
What  parricides  the  guilty  fcene  affords  ! 
Sires,  fons,  and  brothers,  rufli  on  mutual  fwords  ! 
There  every  facred  bond  of  nature  bleeds  ;  795 

There  met  the  wai's  word  rage,  and  Caefar's  blackell 
deeds. 
But,  oh  !  my  Mufe,  the  mournful  theme  forbear,. 
And  ftay  thy  lamentable  numbers  here  5 
Let  not  my  verfe  to  future  times  convey. 
What  Rome  committed  on  this  dreadful  da:^  \        ^^^ 
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III  rji4ues  attd  Hknce  hide  her  crimefi  from  farne^ 
And  fpare  thy  jniferable  couii fry's  flianne* 

But  (  i  T^ge  ftiall  with.  oblivLOTi  Arivc, 

And  f  al  iufamy  furvive. 

Trorq  rank,  u n weary 'd,  (till  he  flies. 

And  wif  ^  fi ties  their  fainting  wrath  fupplies. 

His  g  es  each  figa  of  g^iilt  eTcplorCj 

And  uiaj  It  wnofc  fword  is  deepeft  dy'd  in  gore  i 
ObfeJTe  where  pity  iiiu  lemorfe  prevail, 
What  arm  ftritrs  falntlyi  and  what  cheek,  rums  pale*  ?ia 
Or,  while  he  rides  the  flaugbter'd  heaps  around. 
And  views  feme  foe  expiring  on  this  ground. 
His  cruel  hands  ihe  ^fhing  blood  i-eltrain. 
And  ftrive  to  keep  tlte  parting  foul  in  pain  : 
As  when  Eellona  drives  the  world  to  war. 
Or  Mars  comes  thundering  in  his  Tbi-acjan  car  5 
Rage  horrible  darts  from  his  Gorgon  (hield, 
And  gloomy  terror  broods  upon  the  field  ; 
Hate,  fell  and  fierce,  the  dreadful  gods  impart. 
And  urge  the  vengeful  warrior's  heaving  heart :      820 
The  many  (hout,  arms  clafh,  the  wounded  cry, 
And  one  promifcuous  peal  groans  upwards  to  the  iky. 
Nor  furious  Caefar,  on  Emathia's  plains, 
Lefs  terribly  the  mortal  ftrife  fuftains  ; 
Each  hand  unarmed  he  fills  with  means  of  death,   825 
And  cooling  wrath  rekindles  at  his  breath  : 
Now  with  his  voice,  his  gefture  now,  he  ftrives. 
Now  with  his  lance  the  lagging  foldier  drives  : 
The  weak  he  ftrengthens,  and  confirms  the  ftrong, 
And  hurries  war's  impetuous  dream  along.  830 

Strike 
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Strike  homey  he  cries,  and  let  your  fwords  erafe 

Each  well-known  feature  of  the  kindred  face  i 

Nor  wafte  your  fury  on  the  vulgar  band; 

See  I  where  the  hoary  doting  fenate  ftand ; 

There  laws  and  right  at  once  you  may  confound,    835 

And  liberty  fliall  bleed  at  every  wound. 

The  cursM  deflroyer  fpoke ;  and,  at  the  word, 
Tiie  purple  nobles  funk  beneath  the  fword : 
The  dying  patriots  groan  upon  the  ground, 
Illuftrious  names,  for  love  of  laws  renown'd*  840 

l^he  great  Mctelii  and  Torquati  bleed, 
Chiefs  worthy,  if  the  ftate  had  fo  decreed. 
And  Pompey  were  not  there,  mankind  to  lead. 

Say  thou  !  thy  finking  country's  only  prop. 
Glory  of  Rome,  and  liberty's  laft  hope  5  845 

What  helm,  oh  Brutus  !  could,  amidft  the  croud. 
Thy  facred  undiftinguifh'd  vifage  /hroud? 
Where  fought  thy  arm  that  day  ?  3ut,  ah  !  forbear ! 
Nor  rufh  unwary  on  the  pointed  fpear ; 
Seek  not  to  haften  on  untimely  fate,  850 

But  patient  for  thy  own  Emathia  wait : 
Nor  hunt  fierce  Cxfar  on  this  bloody  plain. 
To-day  thy  fteel  purfues  his  life  in  vain. 
Somewhat  is  wanting  to  the  tyrant  yet. 
To  make  the  meafure  of  his  crimes  complete;         855 
As  yet  he  has  not  every  law  defy'd. 
Nor  reach'd  the  utmofl  heights  of  daring  pride. 
Ere  long  thou  (halt  behold  him  Rorae^s  proud  lord. 
And  ripen'd  by  ambition  for  thy  fword  : 
Then,  thy  griev'd  country  vengeance  fhall  demand,  860 
And  aik  the  vi6ihn  at  thy  righteous  hand. 
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Amtmghuge  heaps  of  the  Patrkran  flam. 
And  Latian  chieft,  who  ftrew\I  that  purple  jihiir^l 
Recording  ftojy  has  dlftingutfli'd  well. 
How  brave,  unfortunate  Domitiiss  fdl.  86$ 

In  every  lofs  of  Pompcy  ftill  he  ftiar'd, 
At^d  dy'd  in  liberty^  the  btfft  reward  j 
Though  vanqailh'd  oft  by  C^efnr,  ne'er  enflair'd, 
Ev^'n  to  the  laft,  the  tyrant's  power  he  br:iv'd  : 
Mark'd  o'tr  wiih  many  a  gloriovis  Itreauiing  woand,  %j^ 
In  pleafure  funk  the  warrior  to  the  ground  |. 
Jso  longer  forc'd  on  vileft  terms  to  live. 
For  chance  to  doarHr  and  Csefar  to  forgive,^ 
Him,  as  he  paft'd  infiilting  o'er  the  field, 
Roird  in  h!$  blood,  the  vu^or  proud  beheld  i 
And  can,  he  cry'd,  th«r  fierce  Di^mitba  fall. 
For  fake  his  Pompevj  and  expe£^ing  Gaal  ? 
Muft  the  war  lofe  that  ftill  fuccefsful  fword. 
And  my  negle£led  province  want  a  lord  ? 
He  fpoke;  when,  lifting  flow  his  clofing  eyes,         8S<^ 
Fcarlefs  the  dying  Roman  thus  replies  : 
Since  wickednefs  ftands  unrewarded  yet. 
Nor  Caefar's  arms  their  wifh'd  fuccefs  have  met  5 
Free  and  rejoicing  to  the  (hades  I  go, 
And  leave  ray  chief  ftill  equal  to  his  foe ;  885 

And  if  my  hopes  divine  thy  doom  aright. 
Yet  fhalt  thou  bow  thy  vanquifhM  head  ere  night. 
Dire  punilhments  the  righteous  gods  decree. 
For  injurM  Rome,  for  Pompey,  and  for  me; 
In  heirs  dark  realms  thy  tortures  I  fhall  know,       890 
And  hear  thy  ghoft  lamenting  loud  below. 

He 
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He  faid  ;  and  foon  the  leaden  deep  prerailMy 
And  everlafting  night  his  eyelids  feal'd. 

But,  oh'l  what  grief  the  ruin  can  deplore  I 
What  verfe  can  run  the  various  flaugbter  o'er !        895 
;For  lefl'er  woes  our  forrows  may  we  keep  $ 
No  tears  fuffice,  a  dying  world  to  weep. 
Jn  differing  groups  ten  thoufand  deaths  arife. 
And  horrors  manifold  the  foul  furprize. 
Here  the  whole  man  is  open'd  at  a  wound,  90Q 

And  gu/hing  bowels  pour  upon  the  ground : 
Another  through  the  gaping  jaws  is  gor^d. 
And  in  his  utmoft  throat  receives  the  fword  : 
At  once,  a  Angle  blow  a  third  extends  $ 
The  fourth  a  living  trunk  difmemberM  Hands.        905 
Some  in  their  breafts  ereft  the  javelin  bear. 
Some  cling  to  earth  with  the  transfixing  fpear. 
Here,  like  a  fountain,  fprings  a  purple  flood. 
Spouts  on  the  foe,  and  f^ains  his  arms  with  blood. 
There  horrid  brethren  on  their  brethren  prey  5        910 
Gne  ftarts,  and  hurls  a  well-known  head  away. 
While  fome  detefted  fon,  with  impious  ire. 
Lops  by  the  ihoulders  clofe  bis  hoary  fire : 
Ev'n  his  rude  fellows  damn  the  curfed  deed. 
And  baftard-bom  the  murderer  aread.  .9r5 

No  private  houfe  its  lofs  lamented  then, 
.  But  count  the  flain  by  nations,  not  by  mqi. 
Here  Grecian  fbeams,  and  Aiiatic  run. 
And  Roman  torrents  drive  the  dehige  on. 
More  than  the  world  at  once  was  given  away,        910 
And  late  pofterity  was  loft,  that  day  s 

A.t^w^ 
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A  raco  of  future  flavts  received  thdr  doojiij 

And  children  yet  unborn  were  overcome 

How  fliall  our  mifersble  foos  compUirij    ^ 

That  they  are  bom  beneath  U  tyrant's  reygn  ?  91^ 

Did  our  bafe  hancts,  with  juftice  fiiall  tlicy  fay. 

The  lacred  caufe  of  liberty  betray  * 

Why  have  our  fathers  given  us  up  a  prey  ? 

Their  age,  to  our«,  the  curie  of  bondage  leaver  j 

Themfdves  were  cowards,  and  begot  ub  flavcs*       ^^^ 

'Tjs  juii  I  and  Fortune,  that  ijtiposM  a  lord. 
One  flruggle  for  their  freedom  might  afford  j 
Might  leave  their  hand*  tb^ir  proper  caufe  to  fight. 
And  let  them  keep,  or  lofe  thcmfelve?,  tlicir  right. 

But  Pompey,  now,  the  fate  of  Rome  defcry'd,    935 
And  faw  the  changing  gods  forf^ike  her  fide. 
Hard  to  beJiev^e>  though  from  a  nitng  ground 
He  view'd  the  univerfal  ruin  round, 
In  crimfon  ftreams  he  faw  deftruflion  run. 
And  in  the  fall  of  thoufands  felt  his  own.  940 

Nor  wifh'd  he,  like  moft  wretches  in  defpair. 
The  world  one  common  tnifery  might  ihare  : 
But  with  a  generous,  great,  exalted  mind, 
Befought  the  gods  to  pity  poor  mankind. 
To  let  him  die,  and  leave  the  reft  behind  : 
This  hope  came  fmiling  to  his  anxious  breaft. 
For  this  his  earned  vows  were  thus  addrcfs'd. 
*>pare  man,  ye  gods  1  oh,  let  the  nations  live  ! 
Let  me  be  wretched,  but  let  Rome  furvive. 
Or  if  this  head  fuffices  not  alone,  950 

My  wife,  my  fons,  your  anger  ftiall  atone ; 

If 
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If  blood  the  yet  unfatcd  war  demand. 

Behold  my  pledges  left  in  fortune's  hand  1 

Ye  cruel  powers,  who  urge  me  with  your  hate. 

At  length  behold  me  crufh'd  beneath  the  weight :    955 

Give  then  your  long-purfuing  vengeance  o'er. 

And  fpare  the  world,  fmce  I  can  lofe  no  more. 

So  faying,  the  tumultuous  field  he  crofs'd, 
And  wamM  from  battle  bis  defpairing  hoft. 
Gladly  the  pains  of  death  he  had  explored,  960 

And  falPn  undaunted  on  his  pointed  fword  $ 
Had  he  not  fear'd  th^  example  might  fucceed. 
And  faithful  nations  by  his  fide  would  bleed. 
Or  did  his  fwelling  foul  difdain  to  die, 
While  his  infulting  father  flood  fo  nigh  ?  965 

Fly  where  he  will,  the  gods  (hall  flill  purfue. 
Nor  his  pale  head  fhall  Tcape  the  vi6lor^s  view. 
Or  elfe,  perhaps,  and  Fate  the  thought  approved, 
For  her  dear  fake  he  fled,  whom  heA.  he  lov'd  • 
Malicious  Fortune  to  his  wifti  agreed,  970 

And  gave  him  in  Cornelia's  fight  to  bleed. 
Borne  by  his  winged  flced  at  length  away. 
He  quits  the  purple  plain,  and  yields  the  day. 
Fearlefs  of  danger,  ftill  feciire  and  great. 
His  daring  foul  fupports  his  loft  eftate ;  975 

Nor  groans  his  breaft,  nor  fwell  his  eyes  with  tears, 
But  ftill  the  fame  majeftic  form  he  wears. 
An  awful  grief  fat  decent  in  his  face, 
Such  as  became  his  lofit,  and  Rome^s  difgrace : 
His  mind,  unbroken,  keeps  her  conftant  frame,     980 
In  greatncfs  and  misfortune  (Ull  the  fame  i 
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While  fortutic,  wht>  his  trmmph$  once  behtl^^ 
Uncbajigtiig  ices  hrtn  leave  Pharlalia's  field. 
,Kowj  diicniangled  from  unwieldy  power, 
O  Pompey  i  run  tidy  former  honours  o'er  i  5^5 

At  leifure  now  review  the  glorious  fcene. 
And  cali  to  mind  how  mighty  thou  haft  be«n.  J 

From  anxious  tails  of  empire  turn  thy  core,  I 

And  from  thy  thoughts  excU^e  the  murderous  -vviir  ; 
Let  the  juft  goJs  bear  witnefs  on  thy  fide>  59a 

Thy  caufe  no  mor«  fliaU  by  the  fword  be  try'd. 
Whether  fad  Afric  ftiail  her  lofs  bemoan,  "1 

•^Or  Munda's  plains  beneath  their  burden  groan,         > 
The  guilty  bloodflied  Ihall  he  all  their  own,  J 

No  more  the  much-lov'd  Pompc/s  name  Ihall  charm 
The  peaceful  world,  with  one  confent,  to  arm  ; 
Nor  for  thy  fake*  nor  aw'd  by  thy  command, 
But  for  themfelves,  the  £ghting  fenate  ftand : 
The  war  but  one  di(lin£kion  (hall  afford. 
And  Liberty,  or  Caefar,  be  the  word.  1000 

Nor,  oh  !  do  thou  thy  vanquifh'd  lot  deplore. 
But  fly  with  pleafure  from  thofe^as  of  gore  : 
/Look  back  upon  the  horror,  guiltlefs  thou. 
And  pity  Caefar,- for  whofe  fake  they  flow. 
With  what  a  heart,  what  triumph  (hall  he  come,  'IO05 
A  vi6tor,  red  with  Roman  blood,  to  Rome  * 
Though  mifery  thy  banifliment  attends, 
Though  thou  fhalt  die,  by  thy  falfe  Pharian  friends^j- 
Yet  truft  fecurely  to  the  choice  of  heaVen, 
And  know  thy  lofs  was  for  a  blefling  giv^n  :  10 10 

Though  flight  may  feem  the  warrior's  fliarae  and  curfe  3 

To  conquer,  in  a  caufe  like  this,  is  worfe. 

^  And 
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And,  oh  !  let  every  mark  of  grief  be  fparM. 
May  no  tear  fall,  no  groan,  no  figh  be  heard  ^ 
.Still  let  mankind  their  Pompey*s  fate  adore,  1C15 

And  reverence  thy  fall,  ev'n  as  thy  height  of  power. 
Meanwhile  fui-vey  th'  attending  world  around. 
Cities  by  thee  poffefs'd,  and  monarchs  crown'd : 
'lOn  Afric^  or  on  Afia,  caft  thy  eye. 
And  mark  the  land  where  thou  fhalt  choofe  to  die.    1020 

Lariffa  firil  the  conftant  chief  beheld, 
Still  great,  though  flying  from  the  fatal  field  : 
With  loud  acclaim  her  crowds  his  coming  greet. 
And,  fighing,  pour  their  prefents  at  his  feet. 
She  crowns  her  altars,  and  proclaims  a  feaft.: 
Would  put  on  joy  to  chear  her  noble  gueft  $ 
But  weeps,  and  begs  to  fhare  his  woes  at  leaft. 
So  was  he  lov'd  ev'n  in  his  loft  eftate. 
Such  faith,  fuch  filencifliip,  en  his  ruins  wait; 
With  cafe  Pharfalia's  iofs  might  be  lupply'd,  1030 

While  eager  nations  Kaften  to  his  fide: 
As  it"  misfoitune  meant  to  blefs  him  more, 
'ihan  all  his  long  profpefity  before. 
In  vain,  he  cries,  you  bring  the  vanquiflf  d  aid  j 
llenccforlh  to  Caefar  be  your  homage  paid, 
Cjefar,  who  triumphs  o'er  >on  heaps  of  dead. 
With  tint,  his  courfer  urging  on  to  flight,* 
He  vaniflf  d  from  the  mournful  city's  fight. 
With  cries,  and  loud  laments,  they  fill  the  air. 
And  curfe  the  cruel  gods,  in  ficrcenefs  of  defpair.  1040 

Now  in  huge  lakes  Ilefpcrian  crimfon  flood, 
And  Cxfar's  fclf  grew  fatiated  with  blood. 
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The  great  patricians  fallen,  his  pity  Tpaf  d 
I'he  worth Icfs,  unrefiftingj  v%]lgar  herd. 
Then  J  while  his  glowing  forhme  yeC  was  warm^  t04| 
And  Jcitttniig  ttrror  fpit-ad  the  wild  alanu. 
Straight  to  the  hoftde  cninp  his  v/zy  he  bent, 
'  Careful  to  feize  the  halty  ftier  s  t<;Dt, 
Tbe  lei  Aire  of  a  night,  and  thinking  to  prevent* 
Kor  reck*d  he  much  the  weary  fLh Idlers  toil,  lOjO 

J^iit  ltd  them  prone,  and  greedy  to  the  fpoil, 
Behold,  he  crie^i  our  viSoiy  complete, 
Tht  gloriotiS  recom pence  attends  you  yet  z 
Much  have  you  done  to-day,  for  Ci^far's  fake  j 
Tis  mine  to  Jhew  the  prey,  ''ria  your«  to  take.       1055; 
■Ti$  youri,  whate^r  the  vanquiJli'd  foe  has  left  j 
'Tis  what  your  valour  gained,  and  not  my  gift. 
Treafurcs  immtnfe  yon  wealthy  tents  enfold. 
The  gems  of  Afia,  and  Hefperian  gold  j 
For  you  the  once-great  Pompey's  ftore  attends,      ic6o 
With  regal  fpoils  of  his  barbarian  friends  :    ' 
Hafte  then,  prevent  the  foe,  and  feize  that  good. 
For  which  you  paid  fo  well  with  Roman  blood. 
He  faid  j  arid  with  the  rage  of  rapine  ftung. 
The  multitude  tumultuous  rufli  along.  1065 

On  fwords,  and  fpears,  on  fires  and  fons  they  tread. 
And  all  remorfelefs  fpurn  the  gory  dead. 
What  trench  can  intercept,  what  fort  withftand 
The  brutal  foldier's  rude  rapacious  hand  j 
When  eager  to  his  crime's  reward  he  flies,  1070 

And,,  bath'd  in  blood,  demands  the  horrid  prize  ? 
There,  wealth  colle£Ved  from  the  world  around. 

The  deftin'd  recoti\pt\vct  o^  v^-ax,  they  found. 

But, 
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But,  oh  !  not  golden  Arimafpus*  ftore, 

Nor  all  the  Tagus  or  rich  Iber  pour,  1075 

Can  fill  the  gieedy  vigor's  griping  hands  : 

Rome,  and  the  capitol,  their  pride  demands ; 

All  other  fpoils  they  fcom,  as  worthlefs  prey. 

And  count  their  wicked  labours  robbM  of  pay. 

Here,  in  patrician  tents,  plebeians  reft,  loS* 

And  regal  couches  are  by  ruffians  prefs'd  r 

There  impious  parricides  the  bed  invade, 

And  fleep  where  late  their  flaughterM  fires  were  laid. 

Meanwhile  the  battle  ftands  in  dreams  renew'*d, 

And  Stygian  horrors  o'er  their  fl umbers  brood.     1085 

Aftonifhment  and  dread  their  fouls  infeft, 

And  guilt  fits  painful  on  each  heaving  breaft. 

Arms,  blood,  and  death,  work  in  the  labouring  brain; 

They  /igh,  they  ftart,  they  ftrive,  and  fight  it  o'er  again. 

AfcenJing  fiends  infect  the  air  around,  1090 

And  hell  breathes  baleful  through  the  groaning  ground : 

Hence  dire  affright  diftra6ls  the  warriors  fouls. 

Vengeance  divine  their  daring  hearts  controuls, 

Snakes  hifs,  and  livid  flame  tormenting  rolls. 

Each,  as  bis  hands  in  guilt  have  been  imbrued,     109; 

By  fome  pale  fpcAre  flics  all  night  purfued. 

In  various  forms  the  ghofts  unnumber'd  groan. 

The  brother,  friend,  the  father,  and  the  fon  : 

To  cvtry  wretch  his  proper  phantom  fell, 

VVliile  Cxfar  flccps  the  general  care  of  hell.  iio« 

Such  were  his  pangs  as  mad  Oreftes  felt, 

Ere  yet  the  Scythian  altar  purg'd  his  guilt. 

Such  horrors  Pcnthcus,  fuch  Agave  knew ; 

He  when  his  rage  firft  came,  and  Ihe  when  hcr's  withdrew. 
Y  2  Vv<"v'5:\\v 
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Prefent  and  fat u re  fwards  his  boJom  bears,  m 

Aud  feels  the  blow  that  Brutus  now  defers* 
'Vengeance J  in  alJ  her  pomp  of  pain,  attends  ; 
To  wheels  /he  binds  hiiti,  and  with  vultures  rends. 
With  racks  of  conference,  and  wkh  whipfi  of  fisnds* 
But  foon  the  viilonary  horrors  pafs,  tsi9J 

And  hia  iirft  mge  with  day  refLtmea  its  place ; 
Again  his  eyes  rejoice  to  vifiw  the  ilain. 
And  run  un weary 'd  oVr  the  dreadful  plain, 
He  bide  his  train  prepare  his  iniplous  board, 
And  fcafts  amidft  the  henps  of  death  abhorred,      '^*s] 
There  each  pale  face  at  kifure  he  may  know. 
And  ftill  behold  the  purple  cnrrent  fiow* 
He  viewfi  the  woeful  wide  horizon  round, 
Then  joys  that  earth  Is  no  where  to  be  found j 

And  owns,  thofegods  he  ferres,  hisutmofi:  wilh  ha"rc 

crown'd  ; 
^till  greedy  to  poiTefs  the  cursM  delight. 

To  glut  his  foul,  and  gratify  his  fight. 

The  lad  Rinereal  honours  he  denies, 

And  poifons  with  the  ftench  Emathia's  ikies. 

Not  thu$  the  fworn  inveterate  foe  af  Rome,  1125 

RefusM  the  vanquifliM  conful's  bones  a  tomb  : 

His  piety  the  country  round  heheld. 

And  bright  with  fires  (hone  Cannae's  fatal  field. 

But  Caelar's  rage  from  fiercer  motives  rofe ; 

Theie  were  his  countrymen,  his  worft  of  foes.      Jij^ 

But,  oh  !  relent,  forget  thy  hatred  paft. 

And  give  the  wandering  fhades  to  reft  at  laft. 

Nor  feek  we  fingle  honours  for  the  dead. 

At  once  let  nations  on  the  pile  be  laid  : 

T# 
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To  feed  the  flame,  let  heapy  forefts  rife. 

Far  be  it  feen  to  fret  the  ruddy  flcies, 

And  grieve  Jefpairing  Pompey  where  he' flies. 

Know  too,  proud  conqueror,  thy  wrath  in  rain 
Strews  witlv  unbury'd  carcafes  the  plain. 
What  is  it  to  thy  malice,  if  they  burn,  ii4^ 

Rot  in  the  field,  or  moulder  in  the  urn  ? 
The  forms  of  matter  all  di(&lving  die, 
And  loft  in  nature^s  blending  bofom  lie. 
Though  now  thy  cruelty  denies  a  grave, 
Thefe  and  the  world  one  common  lot  (hall  have ;      1145 
One  lafl  appointed  flame,  by  Fate^s  decree. 
Shall  walle  yon  azure  heavens,  this  earth,  and  fea ; 
Shall  knead  the  dead  up  in  one  mingled  mafs. 
Where  ftais  and  they /hall  undiftinguifli'd  pafs. 
And  though  thou  fcom  their  fellowfhip,  yet  know, 
High  as  thy  own  can  foar  thefe  fouls  (hall- go; 
Or  find,  perhaps,  a  better  place  below. 
Death  is  beyond  thy  Goddefs  Fortune's  power. 
And  parent  Eaith  receives  whatever  (he  bore. 
Nor  will  we  mourn  thofe  Romans  fate,  who  lie     ir55 
Beneath  the  glorious  covering  of  the  (ky  5 
That  ftarry  arch  for  ever  round  them  turns^ 
A  nobler  (helter  far  than  tombs  or  urns. 

But  wherefore  parts  the  loathing  vi£lor  hence  ? 
J)oes  (laughter  ftrikc  too  ftrongly  on  thy  fcnfe;     ii^^- 
Yet  ftay,  yet  breathe  the  thick  infe£lious  ftream. 
Yet  quaff  with  joy  the  blood-polluted  fteam. 
But  fee,  they  fly  !  the  daring  warriors  yield'! 
And  the  dead  heaps  drive  Cxfar  from  the  field ! 

Y  I  ^^^ 
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Now  to  the  prej^j  gaunt  wolves^  a  howling  train,  i  ifrj 
Speed  hungry  from  the  far  Biftonian  plain  j 
From  PhoJae  the  tawny  lion  comes j 
And  growling  bean  forfakc  their  darkfome  hoTucs  t 
With  thcfe,  kan  dogs  in  herds  obi cetie  repair, 
Andtvery  kind  that  fiiufFs  the  tainud  air.  iij^ 

For  food  the  cranes  Ihnr  wonted  flight  delay. 
That  erfl  to  warmer  Kile  had  wlng'd  their  way  : 
With  them  the  feather' d  race  convene  from  fafi 
Who  gather  to  the  prey,  and  wait  on  war* 
Ke'er  were  fuch  liocks  of  vuUurei  fetn  to  fly,         ji^j 
And  hide  with  fprcading  plumes  the  erouded  iky  i 
Gorgmg  on  limb i  in  every  tree  they  fatj 
And  drop  d  law  morfela  down^  und  gory  £at : 
Oft  their  cir'd  talons,  Ioa£:ning  as  they  fled, 
K^iinM  horrid  offals  on  the  victor's  head.  titm 

But  while  the  ilain  fupply'd  too  full  a  ftaft. 
The  plenty  bred  fatiety  at  laft  j 
The  ravenous  feeders  riot  at  thefr  eafe, 
And  fingte  out  what  dainties  bcft  may  pleafe. 
Part  borne  awaj^,  the  reft  neglefted  lie,  1185 

For  noon-day  funs,  and  parching  winds,  to  dry ; 
Till  length  of  time  fhall  wear  them  quite  away. 
And  mix  them  with  Emathia's  common  clay. 

Oh  fatal  ThefTaly  !  Oh  land  abhorr'd  ! 
How  have  thy  fields  the  hate  of  heaven  incurr'd ;    11 90 
That  thus  the  gods  to  thee  deftru6tion  doom, 
And  load  thee  with  the  curfe  of  falling  Rome  ! 
Still  to  new  ciimes,  new  horrors,  doll  thou  hafte, 
When  yet  thy  former  mifchiefs  fcarce  were  paft» 

What 
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What  rolling  years,  what  ages,  can  repay  1195 

The  multitudes  thy  wars  have  fwept  away  ! 

Though  tombs  and  urns  their  numerous  ftore  (hould 

fpread, 
Ar.d  long  antiquity  yield  all  her  dead ; 
Thy  guilty  plains  more  flaughter'd  Romans  hold. 
Than  all  thofe  tombs,  and  all  thofe  urns,  infold.   1200 
Hence  bloody  fpots  (hall  ftain  thy  grafly  green. 
And  crimfon  drops  on  bladed  corn  be  feen  : 
Each  plowfhare  Tome  dead  patriot  (hall  moleft, 
Difturb  his  bones,  and  rob  his  ghoft  of  reft. 
Oh  !  had  the  guilt  of  war  been  all  thy  own,  1Z05 

Were  civil  rage  confined  to  thee  alone ; 
No  mariner  his  labouring  bark  (hould  moor. 
In  hopes  of  fafeiy,  on  thy  dreadful  (hore  5 
No  fwain  thy  fpeftre-haunted  plain  (hould  know. 
Nor  turn  thy  blood-ftainM  fallow  with  his  plow  :   izia 
No  (hepherd  e'er  (hould  drive  his  flock  to  feed. 
Where  Romans  flain  enrich  the  verdant  mead: 
All  defolate  (hould  lie  thy  land  and  wafte. 
As  in  fonie  fcorch'd  or  frozen  region  plac'd. 
But  the  great  gods  forbid  our  partial  hate  1215 

On  ThefTaly's  diftinguiih'd  land  to  wait; 
New  blood,  and  other  (laughters,  they  decree,. 
And  others  (hall  be  guilty  too,  like  thee. 
Munda  and  Mutina  (hall  boaft  their  (lain^ 
Pachynus'  waters  fliare  the  purple  ftain. 
And  A6lium  juftify  Pharfalia*»  plaio. 
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BOOK      VIII, 

TUE    arci;m£nt> 

Jfofr  Pompey  flies,  firft  to  Lariffa,  and  after 

re  ;  where  he  embarks  v^on  a  Imall 
if         mebncholy  met'ting 
wi  of  the  Mityleninns 

inviialn  jaj  itT  t    i  wifr   for  thr  coatt 

ef  Afia.     in  tils;  way  tnivncr  i     is  joined  by  his  [on 
Seictn      and  al  perfonsK  of  dilHuftiouj  who  bad 

fied  le  i  artl  amon^  the 

xeft  -Gntcb,  To  hjmhe 

iTc  pplks  from  the  king 

ofsTi  w~^  IHesfaAfia*     After 

coailiii^  v^iiicia  jur  fome  umtrj  be  coiti«  at  kngxh 
to  a  litrlc  town  c:ilkd  Syedra  or  Sycrlrsc,  where  great 
part  of  the  fenate  meet  him.  With  thefe,  he  deli- 
berates upon  the  prefent  circumftances  of  the  com- 
monwealth, and  propofes  either  Mauritania,  ^gypty 
or  Parthia,  as  the  proper  places  where  he  may  hope 
to  be  received,  and  from  whole  kings  he  may  expeft 
affiftance.  In  his  own  opinion  he  incUnes  to  the 
Parthians  ;  but  this  Leniulus,  in  a  long  oration, 
oppofes  very  warmty  ;  and,  in  confideration  of  young 
Ptolemy''s  perfonal  obligations  to  Pompey,  prefers 
u^gypt.  This  advice  is  generally  approved  and  fol- 
lowed, and  Pompey  fets  fail  accordingly  for  -ffigypt. 
Upon  his  arrival  on  that  coaft,  the  king  calls  a  coun- 
cil, where  at  the  inftigation  of  Pothinus,  a  villain- 
ous miniftfer,  it  is  refolved  to  take  his  life;  and  the 
execution  of  this  order  is  committed  to  the  care  of 
Achillas,  formerly  the  king's  governor,   and  then 

general 
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general  of  the  army.  He>  with  Septimtiw,  a  rene- 
gado  Komsm  foldier,  who  had  formerly  ferved  under- 
Pompey,  upon  fome  frivolous  pretences,  perfuades 
him  to  qutt  his  fhip,  and  come  into  their  boat; 
where,  as  they  make  towards  the  fliore,  he  trea  — 
cheroufly  murders  him,  in  the  fight  of.  his  wife,  his 
fon,  and  the  reft  of  his  fleet.  His  head  is  eut  oflP^ 
and  his  body  thrown  into. the  fea.  The  head  i*. 
fixed  upon  a  fpear,  and  carried  to  Ptolemy  5  who^ 
after  he  had  feen  it,  commands  it  to  be  embalmed. - 
In  the  fucceeding  night,  one  Cordus,  who  had  been 
a  follower  of  Pompey,  finds  the  trunk  floating  near 
the  (hore,  brings  it  to  land  with  fome  difficulty  j 
and,  with  a  few  planks  that  remained  from  a  ihip- 
wrecked  veflfel,  burns  it.  The  melancholy  defcrip- 
tfon  of  this  mean  funeral,  with. the  poet^s  inrefUve 
againft  the  gods,  and  fortune,  for  their  unworthy 
tieatment  of  fo  great  a  nun,  concludes  this  book. 

NOW  through  the  vale,  by  great  Akkles  made, 
And  the  fweet  maze  of  Tempers  pleafmg  fhadc» 
Chearlefs,  thy  flying  chief  renewed  his  fpeed. 
And  urg'd,  with  gory  ijpurs,  his  fainting  fteed* 
Fairn  from  the  former  greatnefs  of  his  mind,  5 

He  turns  where  doubtful  paths  obfcurely  wind* 
The  fellows  of  his  flight  increafe  his  dread. 
While  hard  behind  the  trampling  horfemen  tread : 
He  ftarts  at  every  ruftling  of  the  trees. 
And  fears  the  whifpers  of  each  murmuring  breeze,    ux 
He  feels  not  yet,  alas '.  his  loft  eftate  ; 
And,   though  he  flies,  believes  himfelf  ftill  great;. 
Imagines  millions  for  his  life  are  bid. 
And  rates  his  own,  as  he  would  Caofar's  head. 

Where- 
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Where -e^cr  his  fear  explores  tintroddea  waysj  15 

His  weil -known  viJage  ^^ilt  liU  flight  betrays. 
Many  he  meets  tiit  knowing  of  liis  chance, 
Whole  gathering  force b  to  his  aid  advance. 
With  gaze  adonifli'd,  thafi;  thtlr  chief  behoU^ 
And  fcarce  bcHcvc  what  by  himfelf  is  told, 
',  In  vain  I  to  covert,  fmm  the  world  he  fiies. 
Fortune  (till  grieves  him  with  purfuing  eyes  t 
Snll  aggravattfl,  ft  ill  ntgc^  his  diigrace, 
And  galls  him  with  the  tho\ights  of  what  he  was* 
His  youihful  triumph  fadly  now  returrys, 
His  Pontic  and  piratic  wars  he  inoums. 
While  ftung  with  lecreL  fliauie  and  anxious  care  he 

burns. 

Th  115  age  to  rormws  oft  the  great  betrays. 
When  lofs  of  empire  co tuts  with  length  of  days. 
Life  and  enjoyment  ftill  one  end  fliall  have,  30 

Left  early  mifery  prevent  the  grave, 
The  good,  that  lads  not,  was  in  vain  beftow'd. 
And  eafe  once  paft  becomes  the  prefent  load  : 
Then  let  the  wife,  in  fortune's  kindeft  hour,  35 

Still  keep  one  fafe  retreat  within  his  power  j 
Let  death  be  .near,  to  guard  him  from  furprize. 
And  free  him,  when  the  fickle  goddefs  flies. 

Now  to  thofe  fliores  the  haplefs  Pompey  came. 
Where  hoary  Peneus  rolls  his  ancient  ftream  ; 
Kcd  with  Emathian  llaughter  ran  his  flood,  40 

And  dy'd  the  ocean  deep  in  Roman  blood. 
There  a  poor  bark,  whofe  keel  perh.ips  might  glide 
Safe  down  fome  river's  fmooth  defcending  tide, 

Kecciv'd 
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RcreivM  the  mighty  mafter  of  the  main, 

Whofe  fpreading  navies  hide  the  liquid  plain.  45 

In  this  he  braves  the  winds  and  ftormy  fea. 

And  to  the  Lefbian  ifle  direfts  his  way. 

There  the  kind  partner  of  his  every  care. 

His  faithful,  lov'd  Cornelia,  languifh'd  there : 

At  that  fad  diftance  more  unhappy  far,  50 

Than  in  the  midft  of  danger,  death,  and  war. 

There  on  her  heart,  ev'n  all  the  live-long  day. 

Foreboding  thought  a  weary  burden  lay  : 

Sad  vifions  haunt  her  lumbers  with  aifright. 

And  ThefTaly  returns  virith  every  night.  55 

Soon  as  the  ruddy  morning  paints  the  ikies. 

Swift  to  the  ihore  the  penfive  mourner  flies  ; 

There,  lonely  fitting  on  the  cliff's  bleak  brow. 

Her  fight  (he  fixes  on  the  fcas  below  j 

Attentive  marks  the  wide  horizon^s  bound,  60 

And  kens  each  fail  that  rifes  in  the  round : 

Thick  beats  her  heart,  as  every  prow  draws  near. 

And  dreads  the  fortunes  of  her  lord  to  hcaf. 

At  length,  behold  I  the  fatal  bark  is  come ! 
See  !  the  fwoln  canvas  labouring  with  her  doom.       6^ 
Preventing  fame,  misfortune  lends  him  wings. 
And  Pompey's  felf  his  own  fad  ftory  brings. 
Now  bid  thy  eyes,  thou  loft  Cornelia,  flow. 
And  change  thy  fears  to  certain  forrows,  now. 
Swift  glides  the  woeful  vefTel  on  to  land;  70 

Forth  flies  the  headlong  matron  to  the  ftrand. 
There  foon  flie  foimd  what  worft  the  gods  could  do, ' 
There  foon  her  dear  much-alter'd  lord  (he  knewj 
Though  fearful  all  and  ghailly  was  his  hue. 
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Kude,  O'er  hts  face,  his  hoaiy  locks  were  ^own,      75 
And  dnft  was  call  upon  bas  Roman  gawn. 
She  f  faintj/jg,  ftint  in  fudden  night  j 

Grii  ler  breath,  and  fhut  out  Icithfome  Kghr  i 

The  J  ntrvcs  no  more  thdr  force  exert, 

Aod  sas'd  within  the  freezing  heaj^tj  So 

^  feem'd  her  wifhcs  to  ohey, 

[  L  upon  the  bench,  a  corre  /he  la^^ 

<  the  vcfTcl  moar. 
Am  iews  the  Jonely  fhorc. 

The  L«  laifds  ineir  loud  lamcntings  ceased*       85 

And  reverenniy  their  ruder  grief  rupprers'd. 
Straight,  while  wiih  duteous  care  they  kneel  aronndj 
And  laife  their  wretched  miftrefs  frxjm  the  ground. 
Her  lord  infolds  her  with  a  ftrift  embraco, 
And  joins  his  chfek  claf^  to  her  Jifelefs  face  :  p© 

At  the  known  touch,  her  failing  fenfe  returns. 
And  vital  warmth  in  kindling  blufhcs  burns. 
At  length,  from  virtue  thus  he  feeks  relief. 
And  kindly  chides  her  violence  of  grief  :  94., 

Canft  thou  then  fink,  thou  daughter  of  the  great,  "J 
Sprung  from  the  nobleft  guardians  of  our  ftate  5  i 

Canft  thou  thus  yield  to  the  firft  fhock  of  fate  ?  J 

Whatever  deathlefs  monuments  of  praifc 
Thy  fex  can  merit,  'tis  in  thee  to  raife. 
On  man  alone  life's  ruder  trials  v*rait,  lOt 

The  fields  of  battle,  and  the  cares  of  ftate  ; 
While  the  wife's  virtue  then  is  only  try'd. 
When  faithlefs  fortune  quits  her  huft)and's  fide. 
Arm  then  thy  foul,  the  glorious  ta(k  to  prove, 
And  iearn,  thy  mifei^bk  lord  to  love.  103 
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Behold  me  of  my  power  and  pomp  bereft, 

By  all  my  kings,  and  by  Rome*s  fathers  left  i 

Oh  make  that  lofs  thy  glory ;  and  be  thou 

The  only  follower  of  Pompey  now. 

This  grief  becomes  thee  not,  while  I  furvive ;         no 

War  wounds  not  thee,  fmce  I  am  ftill  alive  : 

Thefe  tears  a  dying  hufband  ihould  dcpJore> 

And  only  fall  when  Pompey  is  no  more. 

*Tis  true,  my  formq:  grcatncfs  all  is  loft  j 

Who  weep  for  that,  no  love  for  me  can  boaft, 

But  mourn  the  lofs  of  what  they  valued  mod. 

Mov'd  at  her  lord's  reproof,  the  matron  rofe ; 
Yet,  ftill  cotAplaining,  thus  avowed  her  woes : 

Ah  1  wherefore  was  I  not  much  rather  led^ 
A  fatal  bride,  to  Casfar^s  hated  bed  ?  1x9 

To  thee  unlucky,  and  a  curfe,  I  came, 
Unbleft  by  yellow  Hymen's  holy  flames 
My  bleeding  CraiRis,  and  his  fire,  ftood  by. 
And  fell  Erynnis  (hook  her  torch  on  high. 
My  fate  on  thee  the  Parthian  vengeance  draws,       115 
And  urges  heaven  to  hate  the  jufter  caufe. 
All !  my  once  greateft  lord  I  ah  !  cruel  hour  \ 
Is  thy  vi£lorious  head  in  fortune's  power? 
Since  miferies  my  baneful  lov€  purfue. 
Why  did  I  wed  thee,  only  to  undo  ?  J30 

But  fee,  to  death  my  willing  neck  I  bow  j 
Atone  the  angry  gods  by  one  kind  blow. 
Long  fmce,  for  thee,  my  life  I  would  have  given  j 
Yet,  let  me,  yet  prevent  the  wrath  crf^ heaven. 

Kill 
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Kill  me,  and  fcatter  mc  upon  the  fea, 
tso  fhall  propitious  tides  thy  fleet*  conveys 
Tliy  kings  be  fctithftil,  arid  th?  wmlJ  abcf- 
And  thou,  where-e'er  thy  Allien  phantom  flics, 
Ob  \  Julia  I  let  thy  Hvd's  blood  fufficej 
Let  me  the  nge  of  Jfaloua  vetigemce  bear,  j^© 

But  liiin,  tby  Itfrd,  thy  once-lov\l  Pompcy  fpa re- 
She  faid,  mid  ftfnk  witbin  bis  arms  ug-iin  j 
In  ftreams  of  fotrow  melt  the  mournful  traio  : 
Kf^n  hhf  the  warrior's  eyes,  were  ftirc^d  to  yield, 
That  fawj  without  a  tear,  Pbarfaiia*s  field*  14  * 

Now  to  the  ftrand  the  Mityler,ians  prefs'dj 
And  humbly  thus  befpoke  their  n<jblc  gutd  i 
Jf,  to  iuc«€ding  times,  our  ifle  (hall  boaft 
The  pledge  of  Pompcy  left  upon  her  coaft, 
JJildain  not,  if  thy  prd'ence  now  we  claim,  159 

And  fain  would  confecrate  cur  walls  to  fame. 
Make  thou  this  place  in  future  ftory  great, 
Where  pious  Romans  may  dire6l  their  feet, 
To  view  with  adoration  thy  retreat. 
This  may  we  plead,  in  favour  of  the  town;  155 

That,  while  mankind  the  profperous  vi6lor  own. 
Already,  Caefar's  foes  avowM,  are  we, 
^or  add  new  guilt,  by  duty  paid  to  thee. 
Borne  fafety  too  our  ambient  feas  fecure ; 
Csefar  wants  /hips,  and  we  defy  his  povrer.  i4o 

Here  may  Rome's  fcattefd  fathers  well  unite 
And  arm  againft  a  fccond  happier  fight. 
Our  Lefbian  youth  with  ready  courage  ftands, 
To  man  thy  navies,  or  recruit  thy  bands. 

For 
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For  gold,  whatever  to  facred  ufe  is  lent,  165 

Take  it,  and  the  rapacious  foe  prevent. 

This  only  mark  of  friendftiip  we  intrcat. 

Seek  not  to  fliun  us  in  thy  low  eftate  5 

But  let  our  Lefbos,  in  thy  ruin,  prove. 

As  in  thy  greatnefs,  worthy  vof  thy  love.  jy 

Much  was  the  leader  mov'd,  and  joy'd  to  find 
Faith  had  not  quite  abandoned  human-kind. 
To  me  (he  cry'd)  for  ever  were  you  dear  j 
Witnefs  the  pledge  committed  to  your  care  : 
Here  in  fecurity  I  placM  my  home,  175 

My  houfhold-gods,  my  heart,  my  wife,  my  Rome. 
I  know  what  ranfom  might  your  pardon  buy. 
And  yet  I  truft  you,  yet  to  you  I  fly. 
But,  oh  !  too  long  my  woes  you  fingly  bear  j 
I  leave  you,  not  for  lands  which  1  prefer. 
But  that  the  world  the  common  load  may  (hare. 
Lefbos !  for  ever  facred  be  thy  name ! 
May  late  pofterity  thy  truth  proclaim  ! 
Whether  thy  fair  example  fpread  around. 
Or  whether,  fingly,  faithful  thou  art  found  s  185 

For  'tis  refolv'd,  'tis  fix'd  within  my  mind. 
To  try  the  doubtful  world,  and  prove  mankind. 
Oh  !  grant,  good  heaven  !  if  there  be  one  alone, 
One  gracious  power  Co  loft  a  caufe  to  own. 
Grant,  like  the  Lelbians,  I  my  friends  may  find;  190 
Such  who,  though  Caefar  threaten,  dare  be  kind  : 
Who,  with  the  fame  juft  hofpitable  hfart. 
May  leave  me  free  to  enter,  or  depart. 

He  ceas'd ;  and  to  the  (hip  his  partner  bore. 
While  loud  complainings  fill  the  founding  ihore.     ic^c^ 


I 


53«  R  O  W  E'S    P  OX  M  S- 

It  frcm*d  ^^  if  the  nation  with  htr  pafs'il. 
And  baniihment  had  laid  thdr  iflund  wafle* 
Their  fccond  forrosvs  they  to  Pompcy  give. 
For  her,  '^s  for  their  citizen »  tbey  giieve. 
Ev'n  though  gU6  victory  had  calPd  her  thenccj      I 
And  htr  lurd'it  bidding  been  the  juil  pretence  ^ 
The  LeibJan  natrons  had  iii  teal's  bt^en  drown'dj     i' 
And  brought  her  weeping  to  the  watery  boimd* 
So  was  flie  lov'dj  fo  vrinning  vras  her  grace,  f 

^Sxxch  Jowly  fweetnefs  dwelt  upon  her  facCj  J 

J II  fuch  bximiJity  her  life  fhe  led, 
llv'n  wbib  her  brd  was  Rome's  commanding  hcaa 
As  if  his  foitune  were  already  fled. 

Half  hid  in  Teas  defcending  Phctbus  lay^ 
And  upwards  half,  half  downwards  ihot  the  day  j  : 
When  wakeful  cares  revolve  in  Pompey's  ibu!, 
-And  run  the  wide  world  o*crj  from  pole  to  jmle* 
^ach  realm,  e:tch  city,  in  his  mind  are  weigh' J, 
Where  he  may  fly,  from  whence  depend  on  aid. 
WearyM  at  length  beneath  tlie  load  of  woes,  j 

And  thofe  fad  fcenes  his  future  vjews  difcIofe> 
In  converfation  for  relief  he  fought. 
And  cxercisM  on  various -themes  his  thought. 
Now^ts  he  by  the  careful  pilot's  fide, 
And  a(ks  what  i-ules  their  watery  Journey  guide  ;     t 
What  lights  of  heaven  his  art  attends  to  mo^ 
Bound  by  the  Libyan  or  the  Syrian  coaft. 

To  him,  intent  uponthe  rolling  (kies, 
The  heaven+inftrufled  fhipman  thus  replies  : 
Of  all  yon  multitude  of  golden  t^ars,  : 

Which  the  wide  rounding  fphcre  incciTaat  bears, 
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The  cautious  mariner  relies  on  none, 

But  keeps  him  to  the  conflant  pole  alone. 

When  o'er  the  yard  the  lefler  Bear  afpires. 

And  from  the  topmaft  gleam  its  paly  fires,  2  30 

Then  Bofphorus  near-neighbouring  we  explore. 

And  hear  loud  billows  beat  the  Scythian  fhore : 

But  when  Califto's  fhining  fon  defcends, 

And  the  low  Cynofure  towards  ocean  bendi. 

For  Syria Uraight  we  know  the  veflel  bears,  235 

Where  firft  Canopos'  fouthem  fign  appears. 

If  ftill  upon  the  left  thofe  ftars  thou  keep. 

And,  pafling  Pharos,  plow  the  foamy  deep. 

Then  right  a-head  thy  lucklefs  bark  fliall  reach 

The  Libyan  fhoals,  and  Syrts  unfaithful  beach.     240 

But  fay,  for  lo !  on  thee  attends  my  hand. 

What  courfe  doft  thou   afRgn?    what  feas,   what 

land  ? 
Speak,  and  the  helm  iliall  turn  at  thy  command 

To  him  the  chief,  by  doubts  uncertain  toft  j 
Oh,  fly  the  Latian  and  Theflalian  coaft  i  245 

Thofe  only  lands  avoid.     For  all  befide. 
Yield  to  the  driving  winds,  and  rolling  tide ; 
Let  fortune,  where  (he  pleafe,  a  port  provide. 
Till  Lelbos  did  my  deaieft  pledge  reftore,  • 

That  thought  determined  me  to  feek  that  fliore :       250 
All  ports,  all  regions,  but  thofe  fatal  two. 
Are  equal  to  unhappy  Pompcy  now* 

Scarce  had  he  Ipoke,  when  ftraight  the  mafter  vecr'd, 
And  right  for  Chios,  and  for  Aila  fteer'd. 
The  working  waves  the  courfe  inverted,  feci,  255 

And  dafli  and  foam  beneath  the  winding  keel. 
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With  art  like  this,  on  rapid  chariots  borne. 
Around  the  column  flcilful  racers  turn  : 
The  nether  wheels  bear  nicely  on  the  goal. 
The  farther,  wide,  in  diftant  circles  roll.  260 

Now  day's  bright  beams  the  various  earth  difclofc. 
And  o'er  the  fading  ftars  the  fun  arofe  j 
When  Pompey  gathering  to  his  fide  beheld 
The  fcatter'd  relicks  of  Pharfalia's  field. 
Firft  from  the  Lefbian  ifle  his  fon  drew  near,  ■165 

And  foon  a  troop  of  fakhful  chiefs  appear* 
Nor  purple  princes,  yet,  difdain  to  wait 
On  vanquifti'd  Pompey's  humbler  low  eftate. 
Proud  monarchs,  who  in  eaftern  kingdoms  reign. 
Mix  in  the  great  illuftrious  exile's  train«  270 

From  thefe,  apaf-t,  Deiotanis  he  draws. 
The  long-approv'd  companion  of  his  caufc : 
Thou  bell  (he  cries)  of  all  my  royal  friends! 
Since  with  our  lofs  Rome's  power  and  empire  ends  ; 
What  yet  remains,  but  that  we  call  from  far  275 

The  ealtern  nations,  to  fupport  the  war! 
Euphrates  has  not  own'd  proud  Csclar's  fide. 
And  Tigris  jolls  a  yet  unconquerM  tide. 
Let  it  not  grieve  thee,  then,  to  feek  for  aid 
From  the  wild  Scythian,  and  remoteft  Mede.  a  So 

To  Parthia's  monarch  my  diftrels  declare, 
And  at  his  throne  fpeakthis  my  humble  prayer. 
If  faith  in  ancient  leagues  is  to  be  found. 
Leagues  by  our  altars  and  your  Magi  bound. 
Now  llring  the  Getic  and  Armenian  bow,  285 

And  in  full  quivers  feather'd  fliafts  beftow. 

If 
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If  when  o'er  Cafpian  hills  my  troops  I  led, 
'Gainft  Allans,  in  eternal  warfare  bred, 
I  fought  not  once  to  make  your  Parthians  yield. 
But  left  them  free  to  range  the  Perfian  field.  290 

Beyond  th'  Aflyrian  bounds  my  eagles  flew. 
And  conquep'd  realms,  thct  Cynis  never  knew; 
£v'n  to  the  utmoft  eaft  I  urgM  my  way. 
And  ere  the  Perfian,  faw  the  rifing  day  r 
Yet  while  beneath  my  yoke  the  nations  bend,  295 

I  fought  the  Parthian  only  as  my  friend. 
Yet  more)  when  Carr»  blufh'd  with  Craflus'  blood. 
And  Latium  her  ferereft  vengeance  vowM ; 
When  war  with  Parthia  was  the  common  cry. 
Who  ftop*d  the  fury  of  that  rage,  but  I  ?  300 

If  this  be  true,  through  2^ugma  take  your  way. 
Nor  let  Euphrates*  ftreara  the  march  delay } 
In  gratitude,  to  ray  afliftance  come  j 
,  Fight  Pompcy*8  caufc,  and  conquer  willing  Rome. 
He  faid  j  the  monarch  chearfuUy  obey'd,  305 

And  ftraight  afide  his  royal  robes  he  laid  3 
Then  bid  his  flaves  their  humbler  veftments  bring ; 
And  in  that  fervile  veil  conceals  the  king. 
Thus  majeft^-  gives  its  proud  trappings  o*er. 
And  humbly  fceks  for  fafety  from  the  poor.  31a 

The  poor,  who  no  difi^juifes  need,  nor  wear  $ 
Unblclt  with  grcatncfs,  and  unvex'd  with  fear. 
His  princely  friend  now  fafe  convcy'd  to  land. 
The  chief  o'erpafsM  the  fam'd  Ephefian  ftrand, 
Icaria's  rocks,  with  Colophon's  fmooth  deep,  315 

And  foamy  cliffs  with  rugged  Samos  keep. 

Z  2  From 
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From  Court  fhorcs  foft  breathes  the  weftcrn  wind, 
And  Rhodes  and  Gnidos  foon  are  left  behind, 
'^rhen  crt^Hmg  o^er  Felnieflos'  ample  biVj 
Right  toFampyiia's  coaft  he  cuts  bb  way.  ^^ 

Sulpkiou^  of  the  laDd,   he  keeps  the  Tuaiit, 
^111  poor  Pbiireiis,  firft,  re  reives  his  wandering  tr 
There,  fiee  frcm  tears,  with  e-ife  he  may  comrtjand 
Htr  citizens,  Icarce  equal  to  hia  band. 
Nor  lingering  there,  hi^  Iweiliiig  fails  arc  ipread,     jai 
Till  he  difcerns  proud  Taurus'  rifmg  head  : 
A  might)'^  mals  he  ftsnds,  while  dowti  his  fide 
Defcendmg  Dipfas  roIU  his  headlong  tide. 
In  a  flight  bajk  he  run  a  fecurtly  o^cr 
The  pirates  otiee-inft^ftcd  dreadful  ihorc* 
Ah  t  when  be  fet  the  watery  empire  free. 
And  fwcpt  the  fierce  Cilician  from  the  fea,/ 
Could  the  fuccefsful  warrior  have  forethoyght 
"Twas  for  his  future  lafet)%  thtn,  be  fonght  1 
Ac  length  the  gathering  fathers  of  the  ftate,  jjj 

In  foil  afTembly,  oo  their  leader  wait ! 
Within  Syedra*a  walls  ihcir  fen  ate  meets. 
Whom,  fighing,  thus  th'  illuftrious  exile  greets* 

My  friends  I  who  with  me  fought,  who  with  me  fled. 
And  now  are  to  me  in  my  country's  ftead  ^  34^1 

Though  quite  defence! efs  and  unarmed  we  ftand. 
On  this  Cilician,  naked,  foreign  ftrand  ^ 
Thoug^h  every  mark  of  fortune's  wrath  we  bear. 
And  feem  to  feek  for  counfcl  in  defpair ; 
Preferve  your  fouls  undaunted,  free,  and  great,      345 
And  know  I  am  not  falPn  intirely^  yet, 

Spite 


LUCAirS  PHARSALTA,   Eoaic  VIII.    34^ 

Spite  of  the  ruins  of  Emathia's  plain. 

Yet  can  I  rear  my  drooping  head  again. 

From  Afric^s  duft  abandoned  Marins  rofe. 

To  feize  the  Fafces,  and  infult  his  foes.  350 

My  lofs  is  lighter,  lefs  is  my  difgrace  5 

Shall  I  defpair  to  reach  my  former  place  ? 

Still  on  the  Grecian  feas  my  navies  ride. 

And  many  a  valiant  leader  owns  my  fidei 

All  that  Pharfalia^s  lucklefs  field  could  do,  355 

Was  to  difperfe  my  forces,  not  fubdue. 

Still  fafe  beneath  my  former  fame  I  (land. 

Dear  to  the  world,  and  lov*d  in  every  land'. 

'Tis  yours  to  counfel  and  determine,  whom'  ' 

We  ftiall  apply  to,  in  the  caufe  of  Rome ;  360 

What  faithful  friend  may  beft  affiftance  bring  ;• 

The  Libyan,  Parthian,  or  -/Egyptian  king. 

For  me,  what  courfe  my  thoughts  incline  to  take, 

Here  freely,  and  at  large,  I  mean  to  fpeak. 

What  moft  diflike  me  in  the  Pharian  prince,  365 

Are  his  raw  years,  and  yet  unpraftis'd  fenfe : 

Virtue,  in  youth,  no  ftable  footing  finds^- 

And  conftancy  is  built  on  manly  minds. 

Nor,  with  lefs  danger,  may  our  truft  explore 

The  faith  uncertain  of  the  crafty  Moor :  370 

From  Carthaginian  blood  he  draws  his  race, 

Srill  mindful  of  the  vanquifh'd  town's  difgrace  5 

From  thence  Numidian  mifchicfs  he  derives. 

And  Hannibal  in  his  falfe  heart  funrives : 

With  pride  he  faw  fubmidive  Varus  bow,  375 

And  joys  to  heai*  the  Roman  power  lies  low; 

Z  3  T« 
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To  warlike  Parthia  therefore  let  us  turrtt 
Where  ftars  unknown  ia  dUlant  atuie  burn  j 
Wliere  Cafpiarv  hjils  to  part  the  world  arift'j 
And  ni^lit  and  day  fucceed  in  other  ikics  ;  3 So 

Where  rich  A%n3n  plains  Euphi'^^tes  Javes^ 
And  fea$  difcoJtmrVl  roll  their  ruddy  waves,  J 

Ambition,  there,  de'ighu  in  arms  to  relgni  | 

There  ruiliiiig  fquidrons  thundtT  o'er  die  plain  ;  1 

There  youag  and  old  the  bow  promilcuous  bendj    i%f 
And  fatal  Qwihs  with  aim  ur.trring  fend* 
They  firft  the  Macedoj-iian  pliaUnx  broke^ 
And  hand  to  hsnd  repe I rd  the  Grecian  llrokc  | 
They  druve  the  Mede  ar.d  Baclrion  frwn  the  iidd,        ' 
And  taught  afpirLng  Eabylon  tc  yield  j  jft 

Fearlefs  againft  the  Rtim^n  pile  ihey  ftood. 
And  triumphed  ic  our  van<jt*iih'd  CralTus*  blood- 
No  r  trulfc  they  to  the  pointy  of  piercing  darts. 
But  fumifti  death  with  new  improving  arts. 
In  mortal  juices  dipt  their  arrows  fly,  5^ 

And  if  they  tafte  tlic  blood,  the  wounded  die. 
Too  well  their  powers  and  favouring  god$  we  know. 
And  wifli  our  fate  much  nther  would  ailow 
Some  other  aid  a  gain  ft  the  common  foe. 
With  unaufptcioui  iticcour  fhail  they  come,  400 

NursM  in  the  hate  and  rivalfhip  of  Rome, 
With  theie,  the  neighbouring  nations  round  ftiall  arm* 
And  the  whole  eait  rouzc  at  the  dire  alarm.      "  ' 
Should  the  barbarian  race  their  aid  deny. 
Yet  would  I  choofe  in  that  ftrange  land  to  di« :       405 
There  let  our  ftiipwreck'd  poor  remains  be  thrown, 
Ovr  iofs  forgotten,  and  our  names  unknown  : 

Sfcurcly 
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Securely  there  ill -fortune  would  I  brave, 

Nor  meanly  fuc  to  kings*  whofe  crowns  I.gftTe  : 

From  Cxiar  free,  enjoy  my  lateft  hour,  419 

And  fcorn  his  anger's  and  hi$  mercy's  pow'r. 

Still,  when  my  thoughts  my  former  days  reftore. 

With  Joy,  methinJts,  I  run  thofe  regions  o'erf 

There,  much  the  better  parts  of  life  I  prov'd, 

Rever'd  by  all,  applauded,  andbelov'dj  415 

Wide  o'er  Maeotis  fpread  ray  happy  name. 

And  Tanais  ran  confcious  of  my  fame ; 

My  vanquiih'd  enemies  my  conquers  mourn'd^ 

And  cover'd  ftill  with  laurels,  I  retum'd. 

Approve  then,  Rome,  my  prefent  cares  for  thee  |   420 

Thine  is  the  gain,  whate'er  the  event  /hall  be. 

What  greater  boon  can  ft  thou  from  heaven  demand. 

Than  in  thy  cauftr  to  arm  the  Parthian's  hand  ? 

Barbarians  thus  (hall  wage  thy  civil  war. 

And  thofe  that  hate  thee,  in  thy  ruin  (hare.  425 

When  Csefar  and  Phraates  battle  join. 

They  muft  revenge,  or  Craflus'  wrongs,  or  mine. 

The  leader  ceas'd  i  and  ftraight  a  murmuring  found 
Ran  through  the  difapproving  fathers  round. 
With  thofe,  in  high  pre-eminence,  there  fate  430 

Diftingui(h'd  Lentulus,  the  conful  late  t 
None  with  moi-e  generous  indignation  ^ng. 
Or  nobler  grief,  beheld  his  country's  wrong. 
Sudden  he  rofe,  rever'd,  and  thus  began. 
In  words  that  well  became  the  fubjc^t,  and  the  man  t 

Can  then  Pharfalia's  ruins  thus  control 
The  former  grcatncii  vf  thy  Roman  feul  ^ 


u 


3+f  R  O  W  E   S    F  OEM  S. 

Mil  ft  tHe   wbole  world,  cmr  laws  and  country,  yield 
To  orie    linlticky  day,  one  iU-faughi  field  ? 
Halt  th  ou  no  hopes  of  fuccour,  no  retreat. 
But  mean  prodi-ation  at  the  Parthian's  feet  ? 
Art  them  g  rown  weary  of  our  earth  and  iky. 
That  thus  thou  feek*ft  a  fugitive  to  fly ; 
New  ftars  to  view,  new  regions  to  explore, 
Tolear/i  new  manners,  and  new  gods  adore?  445 

Wilt  thou  before  CbaJdean  altars  bend* 
Worihip  their  fires,  and  on  their  kings  depend  ? 
Why  dtdft  thou  draw  the  world  to  arm*  around. 
Why  cheat  mankind  with  libert}--'?  fweet  found  f 
Why  on  Kmatht^t's  plam  fierce  Ca?lar  brave,  4^0 

Wheu  thou  can  ft  yield  thy  felf  a  tjTrant's  flave  ? 
Shail  Parthia,  who  with  terror  (hook  from  far. 
To  he:ir  thee  nam*d,  to  head  the  Kcman  war. 
Who  faw  thee  lead  proud  monarchs  in  thy  chain. 
From  wild  Hyrcania  and  the  Indian  main  j  455 

Shall  (he,  that  very  Parthia,  fee  thee  now, 
A  poor,  dejefted,  humble  fuppliant  bow  ? 
Then  haughtily  with  Rome  her  mreatnefs  mate. 
And  fcorn  thy  country,  for  thy  groveling  fate  ? 
Thy  tongue,  in  eaftem  languages  untaught,  4^0 

Shall  want  the  words  that  (hould  explain  thy  thought  i 
Tears,  then,  unmanly,  muft  thy  fuit  declare  5 
And  fuppliant  hands,  uplifted,  fpeak  thy  prayer. 
Shall  Parthia  (fliall  it  to  our  ihame  be  known) 
Revenge  Rome's  wrongs,  ere  Rome  revenge  her  own  f 
Our  war  no  interfering  kings  demands,  466 

Nor  /hall  be  trufted  to  barbaiian  hands  ; 

Among 
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Among  oiirfclvcs  our  bonds  we  will  deplore. 

And  Rome  fhall  fcrve  the  rebel  fon  flie  bore. 

Why  woukril  thou  bid  our  foes  trangrefs  their  bound. 

And  teach  their  feet  to  tread  Hefpcrian  ground  ? 

With  enfigns,  torn  from  Craflus,  fhall  they  come, 

And,  with  his  ravifh'd  honours^  threaten  Rome ; 

His  fate  thofe  blood-ftainM  eagles  (hall  recall, 

And  hover  dreadful  o>r  their  native  wall.  475 

Canft  thou  believe  the  monarch,  who  withheld 

His  only  forces  from  Emathia's  field, 

Will  bring  his  fuccours  to  thy  waining  ftate. 

And  bravely  now  defy  the  vigor's  hate  ? 

No  eaftern  courage  forms  a  thought  fo  great. 

In  cold  laborious  climes  the  wintery  north 

Brings  her  undaunted  hardy  wariiors  forth. 

In  body  and  in  mind  untaught  to  yield. 

Stubborn  of  foul,  and  fteady  in  the  field  $ 

While  Afia's  fofter  climate,  formM  to  pleafe,         4S5 

Diflblves  her  fons  in  infolence  and  eafe. 

Here  filken  robes  inveft  unmanly  limbs. 

And  in  long  trains  the  flowing  purple  ftr«amt» 

Where  no  rude  hills  Sarmatia's  wilds  reftrain. 

Or  rufhing  Tigris  cuts  the  level  plain, 

Swifter  than  winds  along  the  champian  borne. 

At  liberty  they  fly,  or  fight,  or  turn, 

And,  difhmt  flill,  the  vain  purfuer  fcom. 

Nor  with  like  eafe  they  force  their  warlike  way. 

Where  rough  unequal  grounds  their  fpeed  delay.    495 

Whene'er  the  thicker  (liades  of  night  arife, 

Unaim'd  the  fliafc,  and  unavailing,  flics. 

Nor 
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Nor  are  they  formM  with  conftancy  to  meet 

Thofe  loiU,  that  make  the  panting  foldicr  iwe^t 

Ta  cltinb  the  helghtf,  to  i^m  the  r^pid  flaadi 

To  juake  tilt?  dufty  Tioon-day  batde  goodf 

Hon  id  with  wountisi  and  crufieti  o'er  in  hloocl. 

Nor  w^s  machii^t^  they  know,  nor  have  the  ikiU 

To  IhjiJcc  the  lampite,  or  the  trencJi  to  fili  i 

Earh  fen^e  that  can  thii;tr  winged  {h^fts  endure^       505 

Stanils^  like  a  fort  inipregtiabltj  Hdcure* 

LighT  are  tlieir  ik\nrn(hei,   Lhfir  war  i*  fiightj 

And  ilUI  to  ^^^Kc^  thtir  wavering  troops  ddigbu 

To  tain  I  thdr  coward  dartsj  is  all  thtir  care, 

And  then  to  truft  them  to  the  fettling  ah*  510 

Whene'er  their  bows  have  jpent  tl>e  iVatber^d  ftare^ 

The  mighty  buiijiels  of  lii^ir  war  b  o*cr  £ 

No  manly  Arokts  they  try,  nor  hand  to  hand 

Wiih  c  leaving  fwonls  in  iturdy  to  nib  die  ftand. 

With  fwordfi  the  vaiiant  ftili  ihtir  *Ws  invade;       511 

Thefe  call  in  drugs  and  poifgn  to  their  aid. 

Arf  tbeic  ihe  powers  to  whom  thou  bid  ft  us  fly  ? 

Is  this  tl^e  iand  in  which  thy  bones  would  lie  i 

Shall  thefe  barbarian  hands  for  thee  provide 

The  grave,  to  thy  unhappy  friend  deny'd  ?  5*0 

But  be  it  £}  I  that  death  ihall  bring  thee  peace, 

That  here  thy  furrows  and  thy  toils  ihall  ceafe. 

Death  is  what  roan  ihould  wiih.    But,  oh !  what  fate 

Shall  on  thy  wife,  thy  fad  furvivor,  wait ! 

For  her,  where  luft  with  lawlefs  empire  reigns,       525 

Somewhat  more  terrible  than  death  remains. 

Have  we  not  heard,  with  what  abhonM  defires 

The  Parthian  Venus  feeds  her  guilty  fires  ? 

5  i  How 
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How  their  wild  monarch,  like  the  beftial  race, 
Spreads  the  pollution  of  hie  lewd  embrace  ?^  530 

UnawM  by  reverence  of  connubial  rites. 
In  multitudes,  luxurious,  he  delights': 
When  gorg'd  with  feafting,  and  inflamed  with  wine. 
No  joys  can  fate  him,  and  no  laws  confine  j 
Forbidding  Nature,  then,  commands  in  vain,  535 

From  fiftcrs  and  from  mothers  to  abftain. 
The  Greek  and  Roman,  with  a  trembling  ear, 
Th'  unwilling  crime  of  Oedipus  may  hear  5 
While  Parthian  kings  like  deeds,  with  glory,  ovm, 
And  boaft  inceihious  titles  to  the  throne.  540 

If  crimes  like  thefc  they  can  fecurcly  brave. 
What  laws,  what  power,  (hall  thy  Cornelia  fave  ? 
Think,  how  the  helplefs  matron  may  be  led. 
The  thoufandth  harlot,  to  the  royal  bed. 
Though  when  the  tyrant  clafps  his  noble  (laTe,       545 
And  hears  to  whom  her  plighted  hand  fhe  gave. 
Her  beauties  oft  in  fcorn  he  (hall  prefer. 
And  choofe  t'  infult  the  Roman  name  in  her. 
Thefe  are  the  powers  to  whom  thou  would'ft  fubmit. 
And  Rome's  revenge  and  Craflus*  quite  forget.       550 
Thy  caufe,  preferred  to  his,  becomes  thy  fliame. 
And  blots,  in  common,  thine  and  Caeiar's  name.  ■ 
With  how  much  greater  glory  might  you  join. 
To  drive  the  Daci,  or  to  free  the  Rhine  ! 
How  well  your  conquering  legions  might  you  lead,  555 
'Gainft  the  fierce  Baftrian  and  the  haughty  Mede  I 
Level  proud  Babylon's  afpiring  domes. 
And  with  their  fpcils  inrich  our  flaughter'd  leaders 
tombs  ? 
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No  longtTj  Fortune  1  let  our  friendi^ip  laft, 

Our  peace,  i  11- omen 'd^  with  the  barbarous  E  ift  j     §G» 

Jf  civil  Arife  with  Ca:iar  b  conqutft  entl. 

To  Aiia  let  his  prorpero\ia  anns  extend : 

Eternal  wars  there  let  the  victor  w^ige, 

And  on  proud  Parthia  pour  the  Roman  raga. 

Thtre  I,  there  alij  his  vIBories  may  blcfs,  565 

And  Rome  bedel f  tnake  vows  f of  his  fuccefs- 

Whene'er  thou  pafs  the  cold  Araxcfi  o'er,  1 

Ati  aejed  fliade  fhall  greet  thee  on  the  fhorC)  > 

TrapsEK'd  with  arrows,  mournful,  palc>  and  hoar,  J 

And  art  thou  (Iball  he  cry,  complaining)  come       570 

In  peace  and  fjiendftiip,  to  thefe  foes  of  Rome  f 

Thou  I  from  wbofe  hand  we  hop'd  iievcnge  in  vain. 

Poor  naked  ghoftsj  a  thin  unburyM  train, 

Th:it  flit,  lamenting^,  o'er  iliifl  dreary  plain  ? 

Qn.  every  fide  new  obje6ls  (hall  difclofe  575 

$ome  mournful  monument  of  Roman  woes; 

On  every  wall  frefli  marks  thou  (halt  defcry, 

Where  pale  Hefperian  heads  were  fix'd  on  high : 

Each  river,  as  he  rolls  his  purple  tide, 

Shall  own  his  waves  in  Latian  flaughter  dy'd.         580 

IT  fights  like  thefe  thou  canft  with  patience  bear. 

What  are  the  horrors  which  thy  foul  would  fear  J! 

Ev*n  Caefar's  felf  with  joy  may  be  beheld, 

Inthron'd  on  flaughter  in  Emathia's  field. 

Say  then,  we  grant,  thy  cautions  were  not  vain,     585 

Of  Punic  frauds  and  Juba's  faithlefs  reign  j 

Abounding  -ffigypt  ihall  receive  thee  yet. 

And  yield,  unqueftion'd,  a  fecure  retreat. 

By 
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By  nature  ftrengthen'd  with  a  dangerous  ftrand, 

Her  Syrts  and  untry'd  channels  guard  the  land.       590 

Rich  in  the  fatnefs  of  her  plenteous  foil, 

She  plants  her  only  confidence  in  Nile. 

Her  monarch,  bred  beneath  thy  guardian  cares. 

His  crown,  the  largefs  of  thy  bounty,  wears. 

Wor  let  unjuft  fufpicions  brand  bis  truth  ;  595 

Candour  and  innocence  ftill  dwell  with  youth. 

Truft  not  a  power  accullom'd  to  be  great. 

And  vers'd  in  wicked  policies  of  ftate. 

Old  kings,  long  harden  M  in  the  regal  trade,  *! 

By  intereft  and  by  craft  alone  are  fway'd,  J. 

And  violate  with  eafe  the  leagues  they  made :  j 

While  new  ones  ftill  make  confcience  of  the  truft. 

True  to  their  friends,  and  to  their  fubjefts  juft. 

He  fpoke  j  the  liftening  fathers  all  were  mov'd. 
And  with  concurring  votes  the  thought  approv'd.  605 
So  much  ev'n  dying  Liberty  prevailed. 
When  Pompey's  fuifrage,  and  his  counfel  fail'd. 

And  now  Cilicia's  coaft  the  fleet  forfake. 
And  o'er  the  watery  plain  for  Cyprus  make. 
Cyprus  to  lovers  ambrofial  goddefs  dear,  ^19 

For  ever  grateful  fmokc  the  altars  there  : 
Indulgent  ftill  (he  hears  the  Paphian  vows. 
And  loves  the  favourite  feas  from  whence  (he  role. 
So  Fame  reports,  if  we  may  credit  Fame, 
When  her  fond  tales  the  birth  of  gods  proclaim, 
Unborn,  and  from  eternity  the  fame. 
The  craggy  rlifts  of  Cyprus  quickly  paft. 
The  chief  runs  fouthward  o'er  the  ocean  vaft. 

Not 
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.    3iit  if  tlipu  Willi  to  lay  thj  grcatnefs  down, 

jTo  Ibmc  more  juli  lucctflion  yidd  thy  crown  i 
.  ^^hy  rival  fifter  willingly  fliall  reign, 
.And  five  our  ^gypt  from  a  foreign  chain » 

As  tiow,  at  firlt,  in  neutral  peace  we  lay,  68 j 

^or  wotild  !><;  Porapcy's  frierdsj  nor  C:Efai*?!  prey» 
Vanquiflrd,  where-e'er  his  fortune  hris  been  try*d, 
And  driv'n,  with  fcortij  from  all  the  world  belidc. 
By  Csefar  cliac'ilj  and  Itf:  by  bis  allies^ 
jTo  «B  B  b^ed  vagabond  he  HiEfS,  ^9* 

|3^he  poor  tcmiiuing  fen  ate  loath  his  fight, 
I  And  ruinM  monarchs  curfe  his  fatal  flight ; 
j  "While  thoufand  fantoms  from  th*  ^nbury'd  Hainj 
LXVho  feed  the  vulttires  of  Emathia's  plain^ 

3ifd!rou£  ilill  purfue  hizn  in  the  rear,  $95 

And  urge  his  foul  with  horror  and  defpair 
To  us  for  refuge  now  lie  feeks  to  ruti. 
Arid  would  once  more  with  ^gypt  be  undone. 
Koufe  the%  oh !  Ptolemy,  reprefs  the  wrong ; 
He  thinks  we  have  enjoy^4  our  peace  too  long :      7^00 
And  therefore  kindly  comes,  that  we  may  ihare 
The  crimes  of  flaughter,  and  the  woes  of  war. 
His  friendlbip  (hewn  to  thee  fufpicions  draws. 
And  makes  us  feem  too  guilty  of  his-caufe-:  • 
Thy  crown  beftow'd,  the  viftormay  impute ;         705, 
The  fenate  gave  it,  but  at  Pompey's  fuit. 
JN«r,  Pompey  1  thou  thyfelf  (hail  think  it  hard,        • 
If  from  thy  aid,  by  fate,  we  are  debarred. 
IVe  follow  where  the  god,  conHraining,  lead; 
We  ftrike  at  tjiine,  but  wiih  'twere  Caefar's  head,  7i» 

Our 
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Our  weaknefs  this,  -this  fate's  compulHon  call  5 

We  only  yield  to  him  who  conquers  all. 

Then  doubt  not  if  thy  blood  we  mean  to  fpill  j 

Power  awes  us  j  if  we  can,  we  muft,  and  will. 

What  hopes  thy  fond  mi  flaking  foul  bctray'd,         715 

To  put  thy  truft  in  Egypt's  feeble  aid  ? 

Our  flothful  nation,  long  difusM  to  toil. 

With  pain  fuffice  to  till  their  flimy  foil. 

Our  idle  force  due  raodefty  fliould  teach. 

Nor  dare  to  aim  beyond  its  humble  reach.         .      720 

Shall  we  refift  where  Rome  was  forc'd  to  yield. 

And  make  us  parties  to  Pharfalia''s  field  ? 

We  mixM  not  in  the  fatal  ftrife  before  :  -^ 

And  fliall  we,  when  the  world  has  given  it  o'er  ?       > 

Now  !  when  we  know  th*  avenging  viflor's  power  ?   3 

Nor  do  ^e  turn,  unpitying,  from  diftrefs  ; 

We  fly  not  Pompey's  woes,  but  feek  fuccefs. 

The  prudent  on  the  profperous  ftill  attends, 

And  none  but  fools  choofe  wretches  for  their  friends. 

He  faid  j  the  vile  affembly  all  affent,  730 

And  the  boy-king  his  glad  concurrence  lent. 
Fond  of  the  royalty  his  flaves  beftow'd, 
And  by  new  power  of  wickednefs  made  proud. 

Where  Cafium  high  o'erlooks  the  fhoaljf  ftrand, 
A  bark  with  armed  nifiians  ftraight  is  mann'd, 
And  the  talk  trufted  to  Achillas'  hand. 

Can  then  Egyptian  fouls  thus  proudly  dare  1 
Is  Rome,  ye  gods  !  thus  fall'n  by  Civil  War  ! 
Can  you  to  Nile  transfer  the  Roman  guilt. 
And  let  fuch  blood  by  cowards  hands  be  fpilt  ?      749 
A  Si  Some 
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Some  hindvcd  m^udercr  at  leaft  aiFord, 

Jind  Let  hint  i'dU  hy  Ctefar^K  wonhy  fwordj 

And  thoUj  inglorious  J  feebk,  beard  lefij  boy  ! 

par* ft  iH^u  thy  hand  in  futh  a  deed  employ  ? 

Pocs  not  thy  trembling  heart,  with  horror,  iJread  74.J 

Jovt's  thuntkr,  gTumbJirg  o'er  thy  guiUy  head  ? 

HaiI  not  hia  arms  with  triumphs  oft  been  crown'd^ 

And  *v'n  the  vanqmih^i  world  his  cpnqucft  own'd^ 

Hud  nt^t  the  reverend  fenate  call'd  him  head, 

And  C^efai*  given  fair  juUa  to  his  bed,  7.^0 

He  was  El  Roman  flJil  i  a  name  fliould  be 

For  ever  fnicred  to  a  Icing,  like  thee* 

Ah,  fool  I  thus  blindly  by  ihyiclf  undone. 

Thou  fecVft  his  ruin^  who  upheld  tii^*  thrDnt: 

He  only  could  thy  ftrehle  power  inaintain,  7^1 

Who  grjve  thee  tirft  o'er  Egypt's  realm  to  reign. 

The  ft^smcn,  now,  advancing  near  to  Qiore, 
Strike  the  wide  fat],  and  ply  the  [dunging  oar; 
When  the  falfe  inifcrcanta  the  navy  meet. 
And  with  diflembkd  chc:u"  the  Rnraan  greet.  j5o 

They  feign  their  hofpt  table  land  addrei's'd. 
With  ready  friendfhip,  to  receive  her  gueft  | 
Exculhig  much  an  inconvenient  fiiore. 
Where  fhoals  lie  thick,  and  meeting  currents  roar*: 
From  his  tall  fhip,  unequal  to  the  place,  7^5 

Tbey  beg  him  to  their  lighter  bark  to  pafs. 

Had  not  the  gods,  unchangeably,  decreed 
Devoted  Pompey  in  that  hour  to  bleed, 
A  thoufand  figns  the  danger  near  foretel. 
Seen  by  his  fad  pre/aging  friends  too  well.  77* 

Had 
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Had  their  low  fawning  juftly  been  defignM, 

If  truth  could  lodge  in  an  Egyptian  mind. 

Their  king  himfelf  with  all  his  fleet  had  come. 

To  lead,  in  pomp,  his  benefactor  home. 

But  thus  Fate  will'd  j  and  Pompey  chofe  to  bear     775 

A  certain  death,  before  uncertain  fear. 

While,  now,  aboard  the  hpftile  boat  he  goes. 
To  follow  him,  the  frantic  matron  vows. 
And  claims  her  partnerihip  in  all  bis  woes. 
But,  oh  !  forbear  (he  cries)  my  love,  forbear  j       7  So 
Thou  and  my  fon  remain  in  fafety  here. 
Let  this  old  head  the  danger  firfl  explore. 
And  prove  the  faith  of  yqn^  fufpe^d  ihore. 
He  fpoke ;  but  ihe,  unmovM  at  his  commai^ds, 
Thus  loud  exclaiming,  ftretch'd  her  eager  hands :  785 
Whither,  inhuman  I  whither  art  thou  gone  ? 
Still  muli  I  weep  our  common  griefs  alone  ? 
Joy  ftill,  with  thee,  forfakes  my  boding  heart  5 
And  fatal  is  tlie  hour  whene'er  we  part. 
Why  did  thy  veflel  to  my  Le(bo8  turn  ?  79* 

Why  was  I  from  the  fkithful  ifland  borne  ? 
Mud  I  all  lands,  all  fhores,  alike,  forbear, 
Ami  only  on  the  feas  thy  forrows  (hare  ? 
Thus,  to  the  winds,  loud  plain'd  her  fniitlefs  tongue. 
While  eager  from  the  deck  on  high  (he  hung ;        795 
Trembling  with  wild  ailoni(hment  and  fear. 
She  dares  not,  while  her  parting  lord  they  bear. 
Turn  her  eyes  from  liim  once,  or  fix  them  there, 
On  him  his  anxious  navy  all  are  bent, 
And  wait,  folicitous,  the  dire  event.  800 
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Ko  danger  aim*d  a^ainli  his  Liftf  th^y  doabt^^         ^^M 

Care  for  his  glory  onlyj  fill  a  their  thought;  ^^M 

They  wjfh  he  may  not  ftain  bis  nanic  reiiowa^'dj  j 

By  menn  ftibmiflion  to  the  boy  he  crownM*  ' 

Jull  as  he  entered  o'er  the  veffers  fide,  toe 

Haili  general  I  ihe  cursM  Sept im jus  cry'd, 

A  Roman  once  in  gen^rotts  warfare  bred. 

And  oft  in  arms  by  mighty  Pompey  led  }  > 

But  now  (what  vile  diflionour  inuft  it  biing)  ! 

"The  niffian  fla^e  of  an  ^^yptian  king.  ltd 

Pierce  was  he^  horrible,  inur'd  to  blood, 

And  ruthlfifs  as  the  favage  of  the  wood. 

Ohj  Fortune  [  who  but  would  have  callM  thee  kmd^ 

And  thought  thee  raerdf ully  now  inclined. 

When  thy  o''er-niling  providence  withheld  %t§, 

This  hand  of  roirchief  from  Pharfalia'?;  field  ? 

But,  thus,  thou  fcatter'ft  thy  deftroying  fwords, 

And  every  land  thy  viflims  thus  affords- 

Shall  Pompey  at  a  tyrant* s  bidding  bleed  1 

-Can  Roman  hands  bt  to  the  ta(k  decreed  ! 

Ev'n  Caefarj  and  hifi  gods,  abhor  the  deed. 

Say  you  I  who  with  the  ibin  of  niurder  brand 

Immortal  Brutus' a  avenging  hand, 

What  monftrous  title,  yet  to  fpcech  unknown. 

To  lateft  times  ihall  mark  Septimius  down  1  £15 

Now  in  the  boat  defcncelcfs  Pompey  fate, 
Sun-ounded  and  abandoned  to  hia  fate, 
^or  long  they  hold  him  in  their  power,  aboard. 
Ere  every  villain  drew  hk  ruthlefs  fword  s 
The ch ie f  pencei vMtbeirpurpoferoontandfpread    £30 
His  Rom^n  go\yii  with  p^tiencej  o'er  hii  head  ; 

And 
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And  when  the  cursM  Achillas  piercM  hit  breaft^ 

His  riilng  indignation  clofe  reprefs'd. 

No  fighs,  no  groans,  his  dignity  profanM^ 

Nor  tears  his  ftill  unfuUy'd  glory  ftain*d  :  835 

Unmoved  and  firm  he  fx*d  him  on  his  feat, 

And  dy'd,  as  when  he  livM  and  conquered,  great. 

Meanwhile,  within  his  equal  parting  foul, 

Thefe  lateft  pleaiing  thoughts  revolving  roll. 

In  this  my  ftrongeft  trial,  and  my  laft,  840 

As  in  fome  theatre  I  here  am  pla'cM  : 

The  faith  of  ^gypt,  and  my  fate,  (hall  be 

A  theme  for  prefent  times,  and  late  pofterity. 

Much  of  my  former  life  was  crownM  with  praifc. 

And  honours  waited  on  my  early  days  :  S45 

Then,  fearlefs,  let  me  this  dread  period  meet. 

And  force  the  world  to  own  the  fcene  complete. 

Nor  grieve,  my  heart !  by  fuch  bafe  hands  to  bleed  ; 

Whoever  ftrikes  the  blow,  'tis  Caefar's  deed. 

What,  though  this  mangled  carcafe  (hall  be  torn,  850 

Thefe  limbs  be  toft  about  for  public  fcorn  5. 

My  long  prol'perity  has  found  its  end, 

And  death  comes  opportunely,  like  a  friend  : 

It  comes,  to  fet  me  free  from  fortune's  power. 

And  gives,  what  (he  can  rob  me  of  no  more.  855 

My  wife  and  fon  behold  me  now,  'tis  true ; 

Oh  !  may  no  tears,  no  groans,  my  fate  purfue! 

My  virtue  rather  let  their  praife  approve. 

Let  them  admire  my  death,  and  my  remembrance  love. 

Such  conftancy  in  that  dread  hour  remainM,        E60 
And,  to  the  lull,  the  fti-uggiing  foul  fultain'd. 

A  a  3  Kot 
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Not  to  the  matroii's  feebler  powere  repr^s'd 
The  vyikl  Impatience  of  her  frantic  brcaft  : 
With  every  ftnh  her  blecdiTig  heart  was  ton^i 
With  wminds  mych  hariitr  to  he  feen,  than  bome »  Sfj: 
'Tis  Ij  'tis  I  havi;  mtirdet'd  him  !   (file  cries) 
My  J^fve  the  fword  and  ntthlcfs  haod  fopplics. 
Tw33  I  ^hir'd  h)m  to  my  f^fal  Jilcj 
That  cruel  C^far  firft  might  reach  the  NiJe  j 

f  For  Cap  far  fure  ie  there  ;  no  hand  but  hi*  $j& 

Has  right  to  (wdi  a  parrititJe  as  this. 
But  wherher  Carfar,  or  whoe'er  thou  arc, 

I  Thou  baft  tniftook  the  way  to  Pompey^s  heart  t 

I  That  facted  pledge  in  tny  fad  hofom  lies. 
There  plunge  thy  dagger,  and  he  more  than  dies.    875 
Me  too,  moft  worthy  of  thy  f»ry  know. 
The  partner  of  his  arms,  and  fworn  your  foe. 
Of  all  our  Roman  wives,  I  fingly  bore 
The  camp's  fatigue,  the  fea"*s  tempeftuous  roar : 
No  dangers,  not  the  vi6^or*s  wrath,  I  fear'd  ;  SSo 

What  mighty  monarchs  durft  not  do,  I  dar'd. 
Thefe  guilty  arms  did  their  glad  refuge  yield. 
And  clafp'd  him,  flying  from  Pharfalia's  field* 
Ah,  Pompey  !  doft  thou  thus  thy  faith  reward  ? 
Shalt  thou  be  doom'd  to  die,  and  I  be  fparM  ?        885 
But  Fate  fhill  many  means  of  death  afford, 
Nor  want  th'  afliftance  of  a  tyrant's  fword. 
And  you,  my  friends,  in  pity,  let  me  leap 
Hence  headlong,  down  aniidft  the  tumbling  deep  j 
Or  to  my  neck  the  ftrangling  cordage  tie  5 
If  their  be  any  friend  of  Pompey  nigh,  * 

Transfix  me,  ftab  me,  do  but  let  me  die. 

My 
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My  lord  !  my  hufband  ! — Yet  thou  art  not  dead  5 
And  fee  I  Cornelia  is  a  captive  led  : 
From  thee  their  cniel  hands  thy  wife  detain,  89S 

Refcrv'd  to  wear  th'  infulting  vi£loi's  chain. 

She  fpoke  5  and  ftiifening  funk  in  cold  defpair^ 
Her  weeping  maids  the  lifelefs  burden  bear  j 
While  the  pale  mariners  the  bark  unmoor. 
Spread  every  fail,  and  fly  the  faith lefs  fhore.   »         900 

Nor  agonies,  nor  livid  death,  difgrace 
The  facred  features  of  the  hero's  face  j 
In  the  cold  vifage,  mournfully  ferene ; 
The  fame  indignant  majefty  was  fecn ; 
There  virtue  ftill  unchangeable  abode,  905 

And  fcornM  the  fpite  of  every  partial  god. 

The  bloody  buiinefs  now  complete  and  done, . 
New  Furies  urge  the  fierce  Septimius  on. 
H**  rends  the  robe  that  veil'd  the  hero's  head, 
And  to  full  view  expos'd  the  recent  dead  ;  9i» 

Hard  in  his  horrid  gripe  the  face  he  prefs'd. 
While  yet  the  quivering  mufcles  life  confefsM  : 
Ht  drew  the  dragging  body  down  with  hafte, 
Then  crofs  a  rower's  feat  the  neck  he  plac'd  j 
There,  aukward,  haggling,  he  divides  the  bone     915- 
(The  headfnKin's  art  was  then  but  rudely  known). 
Straight  on  the  fpoil  his  Pharian  partner  flies. 
And  robs  the  hcartlefs  villain  of  his  prize. 
The  head,  his  trophy,  proud  Achillas  bears  j 
Septimius  an  inferior  drudge  appears. 
And  in  the  n-.eancr  mifchief  poorly  (hares. 
C.uighl  by  th'w-  venerable  locks,  which  grow,  f* 
In  hoary  rin^jlcts,  on  his  generous  brow. 
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To  JEffj^Ci  impious  kmg  that  head  they  bear. 

That  laui^ils  iis*il  to  bind,  and  monarchs  fear,         ^le 

Thofc  facred  llpa^  and  that  commaniling  tongue. 

On  which  the  liftening  Forum  oft  has  liung  j 

That  tongue  which  could  the  world  with  irife  reftrain^ 

And  ne*er  commanded  war  or  pc:ice  in  vain  5 

That  face,  in  which  fuccefs  cariic  fmiling  home,     ^ja 

And  doubled  every  joy  it  brought  to  Rome ; 

Now  pale  and  wan^  is  £x'd  upon  a  fpc^arj 

And  borne  J  for  pubiic  view,  aloft  in  air* 

The  tyrant,  pleased,  beli^ld  it;  and  decreed 

To  kfcp  this  pledge  of  his  detected  deed*  5IJ 

PI  is  flives  ftiaight  drain  the  ferous  parts  away. 

And  inn  the  wafting  fleih  againft  decay  ; 

Then  drugs  and  gnms  throvigh  the  void  veflels  pai^» 

And  for  duration  fix  the  ItifFuning  mafs. 

Inglorious  boy  I  Jcgeneratr  and  bafe  I  040 

Thou  la  ft  and  woril  of  the  Ln^g^an  i-ace  I 
Whofe  feeble  throne,  ere  long,  fhall  be  comp^rd^ 
To  thy  bfcivious  fiiler^s  reign  to  yield  *. 
Canft  thou,  with  alters,  and  with  rites  divine. 
The  rafh  vain  yotith  of  Macedon  inAuine  j  945 

Can  -^gypt  fuch  flnpendous  fabrics  build  | 
Can  her  wide  plains  with  pyramids  be  iilTd  j 
Can  ft  thou,  beneath  fuch  rnonu  mental  pride, 
Thy  worthlefs  Ptolomaean  fathers  hide ; 
While  the  great  Pompey's  headlefs  trunk  is  tofs'd  950 
In  fcorn,  unbury'd,  on  thy  barbarous  coaft  ? 
Was  it  fo  much  ?  Could  not  thy  care  fufRce, 
To  I^ecp  him  whole,  and  glut  his  father's  eyes  ? 
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In  this,  his  fortune  ever  held  the  fame. 

Still  wholly  kind,  or  wholly  crofs,  file  came.  955 

Patient,  his  long  profperity  fhe  bore, 

But  kept  this  death,  and  this  fad  day,  in  ftore. 

No  meddling  god  did  e'er  his  power  employ. 

To  eafc  his  forrows,  or  to  damp  his  joy  j 

Unmingled  came  the  bitter  and  the  fweet,-  ^b 

And  all  his  good  and  evil  was  complete. 

No  fooner  was  he  ftruck  by  fortune's  hand. 

But,  fee !  he  lies  unbury'd  on  the  fand  5 

Rocks  tear  him,  billows  tofs  him  up  and  down. 

And Pompey  by  a  headlefs  trunk  is  known*  963 

Yet  ere  proud  Cacfar  touch'd  the  Pharian  Nile, 
Chance  found  his  mangled  foe  a  funeral  pile : 
In  pity  half,  and  half  in  fcom,  ihe  gave 
A  wretched,  to  prevent  a  nobler  grave. 
Cordus,  a  follower  long  of  Pompey's  fate,  970 

(His  quaeftor  in  Idalian  Cyprus  late) 
From  a  clofe  cave,  in  covert  where  he  lay. 
Swift  to  the  neighbouring  ihore  betook  his  way  : 
Safe  in  the  ihelter  of  the  gloomy  ihade. 
And  by  ftrong  tics  of  pious  duty  fway'd. 
The  fearlefs  youth  the  watery  flrand  furvey'd. 
*Twas  now  the  thickeft  darknefs  of  the  nighty 
And  waining  Phoebe  lent  a  feeble  light  5 
Yet  foon  the  glimmering  goddefs  plainly  fliew'd* 
The  paler  corfe,  amidd  the  dufky  flood.  9S0 

The  plunging  Roman  flies  to  its  relief. 
And  with  ftrong  arms  infolds  the  floating  chief. 
Long  ftrove  his  labour  with  the  tumbling  main. 
And  dragged  the  facred  burden  on  with  pain. 

4  '  '^v^ 
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Nigh  weary  uow^  the  waves  inilrti£t  kim  well, 
To  feize  th'  ^lU vantage  of  th'  akeniate  fwcll  : 
Btjinc  on  the  mono  ting  liirge,  to  ihmc  he  flies. 
And  on  the  beach  ici  faftty  Uuds  his  prize. 
There  o'er  the  dead  he  husiga  wilh  tender  care. 
And  drops  in  ev^ry  g^ifrlng  wound  ^  l£^r  :  ^^o 

Then,   lifting  to  the  gloymy  flcies  his  heckdj 
Thu^  to  the  ilarSf  and  cniel  g*>d$,  he  pray'd  : 

See,  fortune  !  where  thy  P&mpey  lies  !  and  oh  ! 
Ji^  pity,  one,  bll  little  boon  htllow, 
lie  a£k3  no  heaps  of  frankmceni'c  ttj  nftt  905 

No  eaflcrn  odours  to  pnfuoie  the  ikies  5 
No  Raniaji  necks  his  patriot  corfe  to  bear. 
No  reverend  ti-ain  of  (lattice  to  appear ; 
No*p3^csnt  Oiows  Iijs  gl/jries  to  record. 
And  tell  the  triumphs  ot  his  conquering  Iworcf  5     xcoo 
No inlbuments  in  plaintive  notes  to  found. 
No  legions  fad  to  march  in  folemn  round  j 
A  bier,  no  better  than  the  vulgar  need, 
A  little  wood  the  kindling  flame  to  feed. 
With  fome  poor  hand  to  tend  the  homely  fire,         1005 

'  Is  all,  thefe  wretched  relicks  now  require. 
Your  wrath,  ye  powers  !  Cornelia's  hand  denies  j 
Let  that,  for  every  other  lofs.  fuflice  j 
She  takes  not  her  l&ft  leave,  fhe  weeps  not  here, 

•  And  yet  fhe  is,  ye  gods  I  Ihe  is  too  near.  1010 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  he  faw  where  through  the  iha4e 
A  flender  flame  its  gleaming  light  difplay'd ; 
There,  as  it  chanc\|,  abandon  d  and  unmourn'd, 
A  poor  ncgle6ted  body  lonely  burn'd. 

He 
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He  ftiz'd  the  kindled  brands  j  and  oh!  (he  faid)  1015 

Whoe'er  fhou  art,  forgive  me,  friendlels  fhRdc  j 

And  though  unpity'd  and  forlorn  thoa  lic,^ 

Thyfelf  abetter  office  (halt  fupply. 

If  there  be  fenfein  fouls  departed,  thine 

To  my  great  leader  fhaJl  her  rites  refign  :  1010 

With  humble  joy  (hall  quit  her  meaner  claim. 

And  blufti  to  burn,  when  Pompey  wants  the  flame. 

He  faid  j  and,  gathering  in  his  garment,  bore 
The  glowing  fragments  to  the  neighbouring  (hore. 
There  foon  arrived,  the  noble  trunk  he  found,      1025 
Half  waih'd  into  the  flood,  half  refting  on  the  ground. 
With  diligence  his  hands  a  trench  prepare. 
Fit  it  around,  and  place  the  body  there. 
No  cloven  oaks  in  lofty  order  lie, 
To  lift  the  great  patrician  to  the  iky :  1030 

By  chance  a  few  poor  planks  were  hard  at  hand. 
By  fome  late  fhipwreck  caft  upon  the  flrand  j 
Thefe  pious  Cordus  gathers  where  they  lay. 
And  plants  abeut  the  chief,  as  befl:  he  may* 

Kow  while  the  blaze  began  to  rife  around,         1035 

The  youth  fat  mournful  by  upon  the  ground ; 

And  ah  (he  cry'd)  if  this  unworthy  flame 

Difgrace  thy  great,  majeflic,  Roman  name  j 

If  the  rude  outrage  of  the  ftormy  feas 

Seem  better  to  thy  ghoft,  than  rites  like  thcfc;       104* 

Yet  let  thy  injurM  (hade  the  wrong  forget. 

Which  duty  and  officious  zeal  commit. 

Fati  fcems  itfelf,  in  my  excufe  to  plead. 

And  thy  hard  fortune  jufliiies  my  deed. 
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I  only  wifh  dj  nor  is  that  willi  In  vain,  l^M 

To  fave  thee  from  the  monfters  of  the  main  ;  I 

From  vuitvres  claws,  from  lions  that  devour,  I 

From  niorttii  m^ilice,  and  from  Cjefar^s  power-  I 

Ko  longer,  then,  this  humbler  flame  withibiDd  |  I 

'Ti»  lighted  to  thee  hy  a  Roman  hand*  lOfM 

If  e'er  the  gods  pemjit  unhappy  me,  I 

Once  more,  thy  lov'd  Hefperian  land  to  fw,  I 

Wlrii  me  thy  tx-ilM  Elites  ftial!  relnm,  I 

And  chafte  Cornelia  give  thee  to  thy  urn.  I 

M<;an-whilej  a  fignal  fhall  thy  care  provide,  ^^jSl 

Syme  future  Roman  votury  to  guide  j  I 

When  with  due  rites  thyf^te  he  v/ould  deplore^  I 

And  thy  pale  head  to  thefs  thy  limbs  reftorc  ;  I 

Then  fliail  he  mztk  the  wjttiefs  of  my  ftone,  I 

And,  taught  by  met  thy  facred  ghofi:  atone>  fofifl 

He  fpokci  and  ilraight,  with  bufy,  pious  hands, 
He^ip'd  on  the  fmoaking  corfe  the  fc^itt^r^d  brands, 
tilow  funic  amidfi  the  fire  the  wafting  dead. 
And  the  faint  fliime  with  dropping  marrow  fed. 
Now  'gan  the  glittering  ftara  to  fade  away,  10&5 

Before  the  rofy  promife  of  the  day. 
When  the  p:i!e  youth  ih^  unfini/h'd  rites  forfook. 
And  to  the  covert  uf  his  cave  betook. 

Ah  I  why  thvis  raJhIy  would  thy  fears  difchim 
That  only  dcedj  which  muft  record  thy  name  ?       toj^ 
Ev'n  Ca;iar's  fclf  ftiall  juft  applauft:  l>£llaw. 
And  prjiCe  the  Roman  that  inters  his  foe. 
Securely  tell  him  whtrc  his  fan  h  laid. 

And  he  fliall  givicthec  back  his  mangled  head. 

But 
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"But  foon  "behold  !  the  bolder  youth  returns,       1075 
While,  half  confum'd,  the  Ihiouldering  carcafe  burns  j 
.Ere  yet  the  cleanfmg  fire  had  melted  down 
The  flelhy  mufcles,  from  the  firmer  bone^ 
He  quench 'd  the  relics  in  the  briny  wave. 
And  hid  them,  hafty,  in  a  narrow  grave  s  loi» 

Then  with  a  ftone  the  facred  duft  he  binds> 
To  guard  it  from  the  breath  of  fcattering  winds : 
And  left  fome  heedlefs  mariner  ihould  come. 
And  violate  the  warrior's  humble  tomb  5 
Thus  with  a  line  the  monument  he  keeps,  1085 

^*  Beneath  this  ftone  the  .once  great  Pompey  fleeps< 
Oh  fortune  i  can  thy  malice  fwell  fo  high  ? 
Canft  thou  with  Cxfar's  every  wilh  comply  ? 
Muft  he,  thy  Pompey  once,  thus  meanly  fie  ? 
But  oh !  forbear,  miftaken  man,  forbear  I  1090 

Nor  dare  to  fix  the  mighty  Pompey  there ; 
Where  there  are  feas,  or  air,  or  eai:th,  or  /kiesy 
Where-e^er  Rome's  empire  ftretches,  Pompey  lies: 
Far  be  the  vile  memorial  then  convey'd ! 
'Nor  let  this  ftone  the  partial  gods  up'braid.  X095 

Shall  Hercules  all  Oeta's  heights  demand. 
And  Nyfa's  hill,  for  Bacchus  only,  ftand  j 
While  one  poor  pebble  is  the  warrior's  doom, 
That  fought  the  caufe  of  liberty  and  Rome  ? 
If  fate  decrees  he  muft  in  ^gypt  lie,  2100 

Let  the  whole  fertile  realm  his  grave  fupply  : 
Yield  the  wide  country  to  his  awful  fhade. 

Nor  let  us  bear  on  any  part  to  tread. 

Fearful  to  violate  the  mighty  dead. 

3^t 
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|tit  if  one  Ilone  muft  bear  the  facred  name. 
Let  it  be  fiird  with  long  records  of  fame* 
There  let  the  paflenger,  with  worvder,  read. 
The  pirates  V3nquiih'd,  and  the  ocean  freed  5  1 

Sertorius  taught  to  yield  j  the  Alpine  war  ; 
And  the  young  Roman  knight's  triumphal  car.     %' 
XVkh  thefe,  the  mighty  Paiitii:  king  be  phc'd, 
And  cpeiy  nation  of  the  vanqtnflrd  eaft  s 
Tell  With  what  loud  appb^jft.  of  Rome,  he  drove 
Thrice  hh  glad  wheels  to  Capitolian  Jove  1  1 

Tell  too,  the  patriot's  grcatelt,  befl  renown^  . 

Tel! J  how  life  vii^or  laid  his  empire  drnvn,  . 

And  cbang:'ii  his  armour  for  the  peaceful  gown. 
But  ah  1  what  marbles  to  the  tafk  fuffice  ! 
fciftead  of  thefej  tom,  Reman,  turn  thy  eyes  ; 
Seek  the  known  name  oiir  Faiti  usM  to  wear,         t 
'The  noble  mark  of  many  a  glorious  year ; 
The  name  that  wont  the  trophy'd  arch  to  grace. 
And  ev'n  the  temples  of  the  gods  found  place  : 
Decline  thee  lowly,  bending  to  the  ground. 
And  there  that  name,  that  Pompey  may  be  found,  i 

Oh  fatal  land !  what  curfe  can  I  beftow, 
Equal  to  thofe,  we  to  thy  mifchiefs  owe  ? 
Well  did  the  wife  Gumaean  maid  of  yore 
Warn  our  Hefperian  chiefs  to  fliun  thy  ihore. 
Forbid,  juft  heavens!  your  dews  to  blefs  the  foil,  1 
And  thou  withhold  thy  waters,  fruitful  Nile ! 
Like  -ffigypt,  like  the  land  of  iEthiops,  bum. 
And  her  fat  earth  to.  fandy  deferts  turn. 
Have  we,  with  honours,  dead  Ofiris  crown'd. 
And  mourn'd  him  to  the  tinkling  timbrers  founds 

Rect 
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RcccivMher  Ifis  to  divine  abodes. 

And  rankM  her  dogs  deform 'd  with  Roman  gods; 

While,  in  delpite  to  Porapey's  injured  fhade, 

Low  in  her  duil  his  facred  bones  are  laid  ! , 

And  thou,  oh  Rome!  by  whofe  forgetful  hand     X140 

Altars  and  temples,  reared  to  tyrants,  fland« 

Can  ft  thou  negleft  to  call  thy  hero  home. 

And  leave  his  ghoft  in  banifbment  to  roam  ? 

What  though  the  vigor's  frown,  and  thy  bafe  fear. 

Bad  thee,  at  flrft,  the  pious  talk  forbear  s  1 143 

Yet  now,  at  leaft,  oh  let  him  now  return. 

And  reft  with  honour  in  a  Roman  urn. 

Nor  let  miftaken  fuperftition  dread, 

On  fuch  occafions,  to  difturb  the  dead  : 

Oh  !  would  commanding  Rome  my  hand  employ,  z  le* 

The  impious  taflc  (hould  be  performed  with  joy  : 

How  would  I  fly  to  tear  him  from  the  tomb,  i 

And  bear  his  aOies  in  my  bofom  home ! 

Perhaps,  wlien  flames  their  dreadful  ravage  make, 

Or  groaning  eaAth  fliall  from  the  center  fhakej        1155 

When  blafting  dews  the  riflng  harveft  feize. 

Or  nations  ficken  with  fome  dire  difeafe : 

The  gods,  in  mercy  to  us,  fliall  command 

To  fetch  our  Pompey  from  th'  accurled  land. 

Then,  when  his  venerable  bones  draw  near. 

In  long  proceflions  fliall  the  priefts  appear. 

And  their  great  chief  the  facred  relicks  bear. 

Or  if  thou  ftill  pofl'cfs  thePharian  fliore, 

What  traveller  but  fliall  thy  grave  explore  > 

Whether  he  tread  Syenc's  burning  foil,  1165 

Or  vifii  fultry  Thcbci,  or  fruitful  Nile  : 
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Or  if  tlic  merchant  drawn  }sy  hopes  of  g^io, 

Sc^kTich  Aiabia,  and  the  rudtly  maiti  j 

"Wittv  holy  rites  \hy  fl^ade  rtull  he  atone. 

And  bow  before  thy  venerable  ftone^ 

For  wlio  but  flistl  prefer  thy  torab  above 

The  Hieaner  fane  of  an  ^g^^ptbn  Jove  ? 

Hor  envy  thoo,  if  ibjeft  Romans  lalfc 

Statues  and  temples,  to  their  tyranf*  praifc  ; 

Thoiigti  his  proud  nanie  on  altars  may  predde,      t7| 

I^Tid  thine  be  viralli'd  by  ev^ry  rolling  tide  j 

Thy  grave  fhall  the  vain  pageantry  defpife. 

Thy  grave,  where  that  great  god,  thy  fortune,  lies. 

Ev'n  thofe  who  knttl  not  to  the  gods  above. 

Nor  offer  ficrifice  or  prayer  to  Jore,  ula 

To  the  Bidental  bend  their  humble  eyes,  jl 

And  worfhip  where  the  buryM  thtindtr  lies.  ^ 

Perhaps  fate  wills,  in  honour  to  thy  f^me. 
No  marble  fliall  record  thy  mighty  name,  ,  j 

iio  may  ihy  duft,  ere  loii^^  be  v\?orn  away,  ^tiSf  '| 

And  at]  remembrance  of  thy  wrongs  d^coy ; 
Perhaps  a  better  age  Qialt  come^  when  none 
Shall  think  thee  ever  laid  beneath  this  ftone  \ 
When  ^Egypt's  boaft  of  Pompey's  tomb  ftiall  prove 
As  unbdiev'U  a  talc,  as  Crete  relates  of  Jove.       1199 
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BOOK      IX. 

THE     ARC  UMENT. 

The  poet  having  ended  the  foregoiag  book  wkh  the 
death  of  Pompey,  begins  this  with  his  Apotbcofis ; 
from  thence,  after  a  (hort  account  of  Cato^s  •  ga- 
thering up  the  relicks  of  the  battle  of  Pharfaliay 
and  tranfporting  them  to  Cyrene  in  Africa,  he  goes' 
on  to  deicribe  Cornelians  pailion  upon  the  death  of 
licT  hufband.  Araongft  other  things,  (he  informs, 
his  Ton  Sextus  of  his  father's  laft  commands,  to 
.continue  the  war  in  defence  of  the  commonwealth. 
J>Lxtus  lets  fail  for  Cato's  camp,  where  h«  meets  his 
elder  brother  Cn.  Pompeius,  and  acquaints  hinx 
'with  the  fate  of  their  father.  Upon  this  occafion  the 
poet  delcribes  the  rage  of  the  elder  Pompey,  and  the 
dilbrders  that  happened  in  the  camp,  both  which 
Cato  appeales.  To  prevent  any  future  inconvenience' 
of  this  kind,  he  refolves  to  put  them  upon  a6kiony 
and  in  order  to  that  to  join  with  Juba.  After  a. 
defcription  of  the  Syrts,  and  their  dangerous  pailage 
by  them,  follows  Cato's  fpecch  to  encourage  the  fol- 
diers  to  march  through  the  deferts  of  Libya;  then 
an  account  of  Libya,  the  deferts,  and  their  march. 
In  the  middle  of  which  is  a  beautiful  digrefliou 
concerning  the  temple  of  Jupiter- Ammon,  with. 
Labienus's  pcrluafion  to  Cato  to  enquire  of  the  oracle 
concerning  the  event  of  the  war,  and  Cato*s  famous 
anl'wtr.  From  thence,  after  a  warm  elogy  upon 
Cato,  the  author  goes  on  to  the  account  of  the  ori- 
ginal of  ferpents  in  Afric ;  and  this,  with  the  defcrip- 
tion of  the  various  kinds,  and  the  fcveral  deaths  of 
Bb  ^^ 


37©  ROWE'S    POEMS. 

the  foldiers  by  theiHj  h  perhaps  the  moft  poetica! 
part  of  this  whole  work..  At  L^ptls  he  Uarcs  Cato^ 
and  returns  to  C^sfar,  whom  he  britigs  into  Egypr/ 
'-after  having  fhewn  him  the  ruins  of  Troy,  and 
froTn  ilience  taken  an  occafion  to  fpcalc  well  of  poetry 
in  general  J  and  himfelf  m  farticulai',  Cxfar,  upon 
his  arrival  on  the  coaft  oi  ^gypt,  is  met  by  an 
ainhtdlador  frurn  Ptolenny  with  Pompey's  head.  He 
]-eceivcs  the  prefent  (according  to  Lucai>)  with  a 
feigncfl  abborrencr,  and  concludes  the  book  whk' 
teara,  and  a  leeniing  ^icf  for  the  mi^fontmc  «f  ib 
great  a  man.  ■ 

NOR  in  the  dying  cmbera  of  its  pile 
SItpt  thcf  gre:it  fotil  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
Not  longer,  by  the  earthy  parts  rcftraiiVdj 
Am  id  it  lis  wretched  reliqties  was  detained  j 
But,  aftive  and  impatient  of  delay,  -5 

Shot  from  the  nnouideriiig  heap,  and  upwards  urg*d  it* 

way. 
F^r  in  tHofe  azure  regions  of  the  air 
Which  border, on  the  rolling  ftarry  fphere, 
Beyond  otir  orb,  and  nearer  to  that  height. 
Where  Cynthia  drives  around  her  filvei-  light  j  10 

Their  happy  feats  the  dcmi-gods  poflefs, 
K^finM  by  virtue,  and  prepared  fur  bli/s  ; 
Of  life  unblamM,  a  pure  and  pious^race. 
Worthy  that  lower  heaven  and  ftars  to  grace, 
Divine,  and  equal  to  the  glorious  place. 
There  Pompey's  foul,  adorned  with  heavenly  light,    16 
Soon  flione  among  the*  reft,  and  as  the  reft  was  bright. 
New  to  the  bleft  abode,  with  wonder  fill'd, 
The  ftars  and  moving  planets  he  beheld  j 

Then 
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(STken  looking  down  on  the  fun's  feeble  ray, 

SurveyM  our  duiky,  faint,  imperfefl:  day. 

And  under  what  a  cloud  of  night  we  lay. 

But  when  he  faw,  how  on  the  fliore  forlorn 

His  headlefs  trunk  was  caft  for  public  fcorn  $ 

When  he  beheld,  how  envious  fortune,  ftiU,  ±e 

Took  pains  to  ufe  a  fenfelefs  carcafe  ill. 

He  fmird  at  the  vain  malice  of  his  foe. 

And  pity'd  impotent  mankind  below. 

Then  lightly  pafling  o'er  £mathia*s  plaln^ 

His  flying  navy  fcattei-'d  on  the  'nain,  3# 

And  cruel  Caefar's  tents  $  he  Hx'd  at  laft 

His  re(Jdencr  in  Brutus'  facred  breaft: 

There  brooding  o'er  his  country's  wrongs  he  fate, 

The  date's  avenger,  and  the  tyrant's  fate  5 

There  mournful  Rome  might  ftill  her  Pompcy  find,  35 

There,  and  in  Cato's  free  unconquer'd  mind. 

He,  while  in  deep  fufpenfethe  world  yet  lay. 
Anxious  and  doubtful  whom  it  fhould  obey. 
Hatred  avow'd  to  Pompey's  felf  did  bear, 
TJiough  his.  companion  in  the  common  war.  40 

Though,  by  the  fenate's  juft  command,  they  ftood 
EngagM  together  for  the  public  good  ; 
But  dread  Pharfalia  did  all  doubts  decide. 
And  firmly  fix'd  him  to  the  vanquilh'd  iidc. 
His  helplel's  country,  like  an  orphan  left,  4-i 

p'nendlefs  and  poor,  of  all  fupport  bereft, 
He  took  and  cherilh'd  with  a  father's  care. 
He  comforted,  he  bad  her  not  to  fear  5 
And   taught  her  feeble  hands  once  more  the  trad 
of  war. 
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Nor  lud  of  empire  did  hi$  courage  fway,  M 

tfor  hatct  oor  pixaud  repugnance  to  obey  i 
F^jHons  and  private  interdl  he  forgt>t  j 
Not  for  himielf,  but  liberty  he  fought.  ^m 

Straight  to  Corcyra's  port  his  way  he  benf,  ^H 

Tie  iWift  advancmg  vii^or  to  prevent  j  ^^ 

Who,  marc  hi  Jig  fuddcn  on  to  new  f  yccefs^ 
The  fcatter'd  legions  might  with  eafe  opprefE, 
There,  with  the  ruins  of  j^mathb^s  6cld^  ^h 

The  flying  ho^,  a  thouf^r^d  Qiips  he  fiU'd-  40 

Who  thtit  from  land*  ^vith  wondttr,  bad  dcfcry'J      €d 
The  paflTitig  tltet>  in  all  its  naval  pride, 
Stietch'd  widei  ai^do'cr  the  diAant  ocean  fpreatl, 
Could  lia^c  believ'd  thofe  mighiy  numbcre  fled  ?        ^— 
Malea  o^erpaft,  arid  the  T^nanan  ihore,  ^M 

With  fwdling  f^ib  he  for  Cythcra  bore  t  Sf 

Then  Crete  he  faw,  and  with  a  northern  wind 
Soon  left  the  famM  Di^laean  ifle  behind. 
Urg'd  by  the  bold  Phycuntine's  cbtjrlifh  pride, 
(Their  fhores,  their  haven,  to  his  fleet  deny'd) 
The  chief  reveng'd  the-  wrong,  and  as  be  pafs*d^       70^ 
Laiditheir  unhofpitable  city  wafte. 
Thence  wafted  forward,  to  the  coaft  he  came 
Which  took  of  old  fronn  Palinure  its  name. 
(Nor  Italy  this  monument  alone 
Ca*  boaft,  fince  Libya's  Palinure  has  fliown 
Her  peaceful  fliores  were  to  the  Trojan  known.) 
From  hence  they  foon  defcry  with  doubtful  pain. 
Another  navy  on  the  diftant  main. 
Anxious  they  (land,  and  now  expc6l  the  foe,/ 
Now  their  companions  in  the  public  woe  t  to 
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The  vi6lor*8  haftcincIiMs  them  moft  te  feturj 

Each  vefTei  feerns  a  ho^le  face  to  wear, 

And  every  fail  they  fpy,  they  fancy  C«far  there. 

But  oh  ehofe  (hips  a  different  burden  borc» 

A  mournful  freight  they  wafted  to  the  (hon :  S5 

Sorrows  that  might  tears,  ev'n  from  Cato,  gaiiiy 

And  teach  the  rigid  Stoic  to  complain. 

When  long  the  fad  Cornelia's  prayers,  in  vain. 
Had  try'd  the  flying  nary  to  detain. 
With  Sextus  long  had  ftrove,  and  long  implored,      90 
To  wait  the  relicks  of  her  murder'd  lord ; 
The  waves,  perchance,  might  the  dear  pledge  reftore. 
And  waft  him  bleeding  from  the  faithlefs  (hore ; 
Still  grief  and  love  their  various  hopes  infpire. 
Till  fhe  beholds  her  Pompeys  funeral  fire,  95 

Till  on  the  land  (he  fees  th'  ignoble  flame 
Afccnd,  unequal  to  the  hero's  name  ; 
Then  into  juft  complaints  at  length  flic  broke. 
And  thus  with  pious  indignation  fpoke : 

Oh  fortune  !  doft  thou  then  difdain  t'afford  100 

My  love's  laft  office  to  my  dearcft  lord  ? 
Am  I  one  challe,  one  laft  embrace  deny'd  ? 
S!iall  I  not  lay  me  by  his  clay-cold  fide, 
Nor  tears  to  bathe  his  gaping  wounds  provide  ? 
Am  I  unworthy  the  fad  torch  to  bear,  J05 

To  light  the  flame,  and  bum  my  flowing  hair? 
To  gather  from  the  fljore  the  noble  fpoil. 
And  place  it  decent  on  the  fatal  pile  ? 
Shall  not  his  bones  and  facrcd  duft  be  borne, 
In  this  fad  bofom,  to  their  peaceful  vrn  ?  no 
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Whatever  the  hft  con  fuming  flame  fliall  leave. 

Shall  not  this  widow'd  hatid  by  right  receive, 

And  Xq  tlie  god$  the  precious  relic ks  give  f 

Perhaps,  this  bit  refpefl,  whkh  I  fliould  ^ow, 

Some  vile  JEgypiian  hand  does  now  beftaw. 

Injurious  to  the  Roman  {bade  bdow> 

Happy,  ray  Craffus,  were  thy  boncsj  which  lay 

Exposed  tt>  Panbtan  birds  and  beaits  of  prey  I 

Here  the  lift  rites  the  cruel  gods  allow. 

And  for  a  curfe  my  Pom  pity's  pile  bcftow,  jiti 

For  ever  will  the  iarne  fad  fate  rcturix  f  ■* 

Still  an  un buried  hulband  muft  1  mQurn,  »■ 

Afjd  wet'p  my  forrows  o'er  an  empty  urn  f  i 

But  why  fhould  tombs  be  built,  or  mnii  be  made  i 

Does  g^rlef  like  mine  require  their  feeble  aid  i  tx^ 

I*  he  not  loi%*dj  thou  wretch  1  within  thy  heart. 

And  fixM  in  every  deareft  vital  part  ? 

O'er  monuments  furyiving  wives  may  grieve^ 

She  ne'er  will  nee4  them,  who  difdains  to  live* 

But  oh  !  behold  where  yon  malignant  flames  t^9 

Caft  feebly  forth  thetr  mean  inglorious  beams  t 

From  my  l©v'd  lord,  his  dear  remains,  they  rifc^ 

And  bring  my  Pompey  to  my  weeping  eyes  ; 

And  now  they  fink,  the  languid  lights  decay,  "J 

The  cloudy  fmoke  all  eaftward  rolls  away,        ^  r 

And  wafts  my  hero  to  the  rifing  day.  J 

Me  too  the  winds  demand,  with  frefhening  gales  5 

Envious  they  call,  and  ftretch  the  fwelling  fails. 

No  land  on  earth  ibems  dear  as  .^gypt  now, 

No  land  that  crowns  and  triumphs  did  beftow. 

And  With  ncNV  V^VLreU  bound  my  Porapcy's  brow. 
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That  happy  Pompey  to  my  thought*  is  loft. 
He  that  is  left,  lies  dead  on  yonder  coaft  j 
He,  only  he,  is  all  I  now  demand. 
For  him  I  linger  near  this  curfed  land  :  145 

Ehdear'd  by  crimes,  for  horrors  lov'd  the  morey 
I  cannot,  will  not,  leave  the  Fharian  (hore. 
Thou,  Sextus,  thou  (halt  prove  the  chance  of  war. 
And  through  the  world  thy  father's  cnfigns  bear. 
Then  hear  his  laft  command,  intruded  to  nv^  care, 
"  When  e'er  my  laft,  my  fatal  hour  (hall  come, 
*'  Arm  you,  my  fons,  for  liberty  and  Rome; 
**  While  one  (Hall  of  our  free-born  race  remain, 
"  Let  him  prevent  the  tyrant  Caefar's  reign. 
**  From  each  free  city  round,  from  every  land>         155 
*'  Their  warlike  aid  in  Pompey's  name  demand. 
**  Thefe  are  tlie  parties,  thefe  the  friends  he  leaves, 
"  This  legacy  your  dying  father  gives. 
"  If  for  the  fea's  wide  rule  your  arras  you  bear, 
**  A  Pompey  ne'er  can  want  a  navy  there, 
**  Heirs  of  my  fame,  my  fons,  (hall  wage  my  war, 
*'  Only  be  bold,  unconquer'd  in  the  (ight,  i6a 

"  And,  like  your  father,  ftill  defend  the  right. 
"  To  Cato,  if  for  liberty  he  ftand, 
**  Submit,  and  yield  you  to  his  ruling  hand, 
***  Brave,  juft,  and  only  worthy  to  command." 
At  length  to  thee,  my  Pompey,  I  am  juft, 
I  have  furviv'd,  and  well  difcharg'd  my  truft  ; 
Through  chaos  now,  and  the  dark  realms  below^ 
To  follow  thee,  a  willing  (hade  I  go  :  170 
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If  longer  with  a  Hngcring  fate  I  ftrive, 
*Tis  but  to  prove  the  pain  of  being  alivCj 
TiS  to  be  ctirs'd  for  dsu^ng  to  fumve. 
She  J  wlio  could  bear  to  fee  thy  wound  £,  aind  Kvie, 
Ktw  proofs  of  love  J  and  fatal  griefi  ihall  gi¥e,      i  jj 
Nor  need  ihc  fiy  for  fuccour  to  the  fword. 
The  fteepy  precipice,  aTid  deadly  cord  ; 
She  frora  berfdf  Ihall  find  her  own  relief,  | 

And  fcorn  to  die  of  anj  death  bnt  grief* 

So  laid  the  mutron  j  and  abotit  ber  head  ita 

Her  veil  fbe  draws,  hcc  mournful  eyes  to  fliade* 
RefoIvM  to  ftiroud  in  thickeft  fhades  hep  woe. 
She  feeks  the  ^ip*s  deep  dark/bme  hold  below  f 
There  lonely  left,  at  leiAtre  to  complain^  ' 

She  hu^rs  her  forrows,  and  enjoys  her  pain  j  ]$| 

Still  with  fiTsfli  leaj-g  the  living  grief  would  feed. 
Arid  fondly  loves  it>  in  her  hufb^nd'a  Head. 
In  vain  the  beating  furges  rage  aloud. 
And  fwelling  Eurus  grumbles  in  the  ftiroud  ; 
Her,  nor  the  waves  beneath,  nor  winds  above,        %^ 
Nor  all  the  noify  cries  of  fear  can  move ; 
In  fullen  peace  composM  for  death  /he  lies. 
And,  waiting,  longs  to  hear  the  tempeft  rife  ; 
Then  hopes  the  feamens  vows  fliall  all  be  croft. 
Prays  for  the  ftorra,  and  wifhes  to  be  loft.  15c 

Soon  from  the  Pharian  coaft  the  navy  bore. 
And  fought  through  foamy  feas  the  Cyprian  ftior«  5 
Soft  eaftern  galea  prevailing  thence  alone. 
To  Cato's  camp  and  Libya  waft  them  on» 
With  mournful  looks  from  land,  (as  oft,  we  know, 
A  iad  ^roghetic  f^irit  waits  on  woe,) 
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Pompey  his  brother  and  the  fleet  beheld, 

Nov/  near  advancing  o'er  the  watery  field  : 

Straight  to  the  beach  with  headlong  hafte  he  flics  : 

Whei'e  is  our  father,  Sextiis,  where  ?  he  cries  :       205 

Do  we  yet  live  ?  Stands  yet  the  fovereign  ftate  ? 

Or  does  the  world,  with  Porapey,  yield  to  fate  ? 

Sink  we  at  length  before  the  conquering  foe  ? 

And  is  the  mighty  head  of  Rome  laid  low  ? 

He  faid  j  the  mournful  brother  thus  reply'd  5 

O  happy  thou  !  whom  lands  and  ftas  divide 

From  woes,  which  did  to  thefe  fad  eyes  betide : 

Thefe  eyes  I  which  of  their  horror  ftill  complain. 

Since  they  beheld  our  godlike  father  flain. 

Nor  did  his  fate  an  equal  d^ath  afford>  2x5 

Nor  fuffer'd  him  to  fall  by  Caefar's  fworj. 

Trufting  in  vain  to  hofpitable  gods. 

He  dy'd,  opprefsM  by  viie  ^Egyptian  odds  : 

By  the  curs'd  monarch  of  Nile's  (limy  wave 

He  fell,  a  viftim  to  the  crown  he  gave.  220 

Yes,  I  beheld  the  dire,  the  bloody  deed-; 

Thefe  eyes  beheld  our  valiant  father  bleed  : 

Amaz'd  I  look'd,  and  fcarce  believ'd  my  fear. 

Nor  thought  th'  Egyptian  could  fo  greatly  dare 

But  ftill  I  look'd,  and  fancy'd  Caefar  there. 

But,  oh  !  not  all  his  wounds  fo  much  did  move, 

Pierc'd  my  fad  foul,  and  Ilruck  my  filial  love. 

As  that  his  venerable  head  they  bear. 

Their  wanton  trophy,  fix'd  upon  a  fpear  ; 

Through  eveiy  town  'tis  fhown,  the  vulgar's  fport,  23© 

And  the  lewd  laughter  of  the  tyrant's  court. 

•T*v» 
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*Ti5  faid,  that  Ptolemy  prefer ves  this  pri^e,  ^M 

proof  of  the  deed,  to  glm  the  viflor's  eyes.  ^M 

The  hody,  whethtr  rent  or  borne  aw:iy,  ■ 

By  foul  JEgyiiU;^n  dogs,  arjd  birds  of  prey  ;  *3fB 

Wheth*?!"  wjilxin  their  gready  mawa  auonib  d>  m 

Or  by  thofe  wretched  Mamc*?,  vn:  faw,  confuoj'd  j         M 
Its  fate  as  yet  we  know  notj  bnt  forgive  ;  T I 

That  crime  imptjniili^dj  to  the  godi  wt  Jeave^  fM 

'Tis  for  iher  part  prefcrF'd  alo^  we  grieve*  J  M 

Scarce  had  he  ended  thus,  when  Pom  pry,  w^riti        H 

<  With  noble  fury,  calls  aloud  to  arm  |  I 

Nor  feeks  in  fighs  and  hcJpIcfs  te^.rs  relief^  H 

But  thus  in  pious  mge  exprefs'd  hi^  grief : 

H^nce  all  aboa^rd,  and  hix^t  to  put  to  fe!i,  S4| 

Ur^e  on  a'^^'nil  the  winds  onr  adverfe  way  ^  ■ 

With  me  let  every  Roman  leader  go,  T 

Since  Civil  Wars  were  ne'er  fo  juft  as  now. 
Pompey's  unbiiry'd  relicks  a(k  your  aid, 

.  Call  for  dne  rites  and  honours  to  be  paid.  ajo 

Let  Egypt's  tyrant  poar  n  purple  flood. 
And  fooih  tlie  ghyft  with  hi*  ingloricu*  hloed. 
Not  Alexander  thall  his  priefts  dtfendt 
Forc'd  from  bis  golden  flirlne  he  (hall  defc«nd  t 
In  Maicotii  deep  f  '11  plunge  hrm  down,  255 

Deep  in  the  fliiggilb  waves  tht  royal  c  area  ft  drowB* 
Frcm  hia  pro;Td  pyramid  Amafis  torn,  -j 

"With  his  lon^  dyfiaftita  my  rage  fball  moTjrn,  t 

And  floating  down  their  muddy  Nile  be  borne.  J 

^Each  (lately  tomb  and  monumental  ftone,  a6o 

For  thee,  unburied  Pompey,  ihall  atone. 
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Ills  no  more  (hall  draw  the  cheated  ciovrdy 

Nor  God  Ofiris  in  his  linen  ftirowd  5 

Stript  of  their  flirines,  with  fcorn  they  fliall  be  caf?:, 

iTo  be  by  ignominions  hands  defac''d  j  165 

Their  hoJy  Apis,  of  diviner  breed. 

To  Ponipcy*8  duft  a  facrifice  fliall  bleed, 

While  burning  deities  the  flanne  ihall  feerf. 

Wafte  fliall  the  land  be  laid,  and  never  know 

The  tiller^s  care,  not  feel  the  crooked  plow  : 

None  fliall  be  left  for  whom  the  Nile  may  flow  : 

Till,  the  gods  banifli'd,  and  the  people  gone, 

^gypt  to  Pompey  fliall  be  left  alone. 

He  faid  ;  then  hafty  to  revenge  he  flew, 
And  feawaid  out  the  ready  navy  drew  5  275 

But  cooler  Cato  did  the  youth  aflwage. 
And  praifing  much,  compreft  his  filial  rage; 

Meantime  the  fliores,  the  fcas,  and  flcies  around. 
With  mournful  cries  for  Pompey's  death  refound# 
A  rare  example  have  their  forrows  fliown,  28^ 

Yet  in  no  age  befide,  nor  people  known, 
How  falling  power  did  with  compafllon  meet. 
And  crouds  deplor'd  the  ruins  of  the  great. 
But  when  the  fad  Cornelia  firfl:  appeared. 
When  on  the  deck  her  mournful  head  flie  rear'd,    285 
Her  locks  hang  rudely  o'er  the  matron's  face. 
With  all  the  pomp  of  grief's  diforrier'd  grace; 
When  they  behold  her,  wafted  quite  with  woe, 
And  fpent  with  tears  that  never  ceas'd  to  flow. 
Again  they  feel  their  lofs,  again  complain,  290 

And  heaven  and  earth  ring  with  their  cries  again. 


\ 
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hooa  as  Ibe  Undtid  on  tbc  fhcikdlj  ftx^^i^ 

Kcf  lord's  la^  rkes  employ  her  pW^s  ^odp 

To  his  dear  013yd e  0ie  t^uUd^  ^  fus^tr^  piifp 

And  deck)  it  probd  wkh  [saB|^  a  iip&U  Jf«ul.  x^p 

There  flicrii^  bb  arrns  witb  autic  gkilct  mjaidj 

There  the  rtdi  t^bct  width.  j££  ludrlf  bad  foatde, 

Hobes  to  irojienal  J  ore  in  tiiutn^h  ttft  4i%l3j^<l ; 

The  rtlkkt  of  tu^  p*A  Ti^«?dcro*  d^js^ 

Kcrvv  thi*  hh  kiefl  U<^r  ferTC  tn  raiMt 

Such  w^  ihe  ^nx^^  maxicm's  pk.u£  cafe  t 

'the  QtlStru  tau^t  by  L^r,  ilie^r  tirn  prepon  i 

To  r¥«7  vaHa&t  friead  at  yllc  i\my  bqtMt 

Tb«t  Ml  fix  Rome  m  rcn^d  Fh^Halk's  &Jd  :        joj 

StrctdiM  wide  akng  tite  ibcitTS^  t^  lb«t»  extends 

And,  gnlefnl  to  tkc  wasifring  &^tks,  ifcend^ 

So  wltea  Apali*n  hiofisj  with  sit,  rEi]?w 

The  wintery  pafhires  to  thtir  verdant  boe. 

That  flowers  mzy  rife,  and  fpringing  grafs  rrtom,  51a 

"With  fprcadir.g  flames  the  wiihcr'a  neads  liiey  boni, 

Garganus  then  and  lofij  Vnlrjr  kHxe, 

And  draw  the  dittant  wandering  fwains  8d  gaze  2 

Far  arc  the  glstrenag  £res  defoy'd  by  night. 

And  giM  the  da^j  iksc$  around  wjris  Sigiit.  315 

But,  oh  !  not  all  the  fiarnows  of  tise  ctm&d 
Thai  fpoke  thtjr  free  inspiikiii  tfjc^j^litf  rlsisd, 
Th^t  tsx'd  th?  goif,  -j  xut!iar$  cf  iLdr  w*ce, 
A!;-J  charg'd  thi-a  w^di  r^z-^cit  cf  li^^^  b^knrs 
Kot  alt  tbe  ro^iks  of  ti^  ^li  piJT-c'>  i-jre,  jio 

The  htro's  ib-jl,  like  Ciii'i  pjnjwii,  cc^aii  sots  ; 

Few 
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Few  were  his  words,  but  from  an  honefl'  heart,         -^ 
Where  fa6Hon  and  where  favour  had  no  part,  > 

But  truth  made  up  for  pafHon  and  for  art.  <3 

We  *ve  loft  a  Roman  citizen  (he  faid)  :  325 

One  of  the  nobleft  of  that  name  is  dead  ; 
Who,  though  not  equal  to  our  fathers  found,- 
Nor  by  their  ftriftcft  rules  of  juftice  bound, 
Yet  from  his  faults  this  benefit  we  draw. 
He,  for  his  country's  good,  tranfgrefs'd  her  law. 
To  keep  a  bold  licentious  age  in  awe. 
Rome  held  her  freedom  ftill,  though  he  was  great ; 
He  fwayM  the  fenate,  but  they  rul'd  the  ftate. 
When  crouds  were  willing  to  have  worn  his  chain, 
He  chofe  his  private  ftation  to  retain. 
That  all  might  free,  and  equal  all  remain. 
War's  boundlefs  power  he  never  fotight  to  ufe. 
Nor  aiJ^M,  but  what  the  people  might  refufe  : 
Much  he  pofiefs'd,  and  wealthy  was  his  ftore. 
Yet  ftill  he  gather'd  but  to  give  the  more, 
And  Rome,  while  he  was  ri:h,  could  ne'er  be  poor. 
He  drew  the  fword,  but  knew  its  rage  to  charm. 
And  lov'd  peace  bcft,  when  he  was  forc'd  to  arm  j 
Unmov'd  with  all  the  glittering  pomp  of  power. 
He  took  with  joy,  but  laid  it  down  with  more :       345 
His  chafter  houlhold  and  his  frugal  board. 
Nor  lewdnefs  did,  nor  luxury  afford, 
Ev  n  in  the  higheft  fortunes  of  their  lord. 
His  noble  name,  his  country's  honour  grown,- 
Was  venerably  round  the  nations  known, 
And  as  Rome's  faired  light  and  brighteft  glory  (hone. 
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When  betwixt  Marius  and  fierce  Sylla  tod,  ^^M 

■The  ct^mmon wealth  her  ancient  frceciom  lolt,  ^^ 

Some  Oiadow  yet  was  left,  foms  fhew  of  power  ; 

Now  ev'n  th^  name  with  Potnpey  is  iio  moi^  :  35f 

Senate  and  people  :ill  at  once  are  gone. 

Nor  need  the  f  jrant  bluih  to  moiint  tUe  tl;rone.  i 

Oh,  happy.PQiTipey  I  happy  in  thy  fstCj  ^J 

Happy  by  faUing  with  the  falling^  ftate,  ^^| 

Thy  death  a  benefit  tbe  gods  did  j^rant. 

Thou  migbt'it  have  Uv*d  thofe  Pharian  iwortlfi  to  want. 

Freedom,  at  kaft,  tho^  d oft  by  dying  giin. 

Nor  liv'lt  to  fee  ih^'  JuHa's  fa  tbe  r  reigti  | 

Free  death  is  man's  6rft  bliis,  the  Tit^i  ii  to  be  Aa^n. 

kwch  mercy  only  I  from  Jidm  ciare,  565 

(Jf  FortuiTc  fliotild  ardain  me  J«ba*8  fiite) 

To  Csefar  kt  him  fhew,  hut  (hew  me  dfad. 

And  keep  my  carcafe,  fo  he  takes  ray  head. 

He  faid,  and  pleasM  the  noble  (hade  below. 
More  than  a  thoufand  orators  could  do  ^  370 

Though  Tully  too  had  lent  his  channing  tongue,    . 
And  Rome's  full  Forum  with  his  praife  had  nmg« 

But  difcord  now  infers  the  fuUen  croud. 
And  now  they  tell  their  difcontects  aloud  : 
When  Tarchon  firft  his  flying  eniigns  bore,  375 

Caird  out  to.march,  and  hatteaM  to  the  (kore; 
Him  Cato  thus,  purfuing  as  he  mov'd. 
Sternly  befpoke,  and  juftly  thus  reprov'J  ; 

Oh,  reftlefs  author  of  the  rovrr^  war, 
Doft  thou  again  piratic  ann<  prepire  ?  380 

Pompey,  thy  terror  and  thy  icocrge,  is  gon«. 

And  now  tliou  Vio^'Sl  x^  vil^  xh^  Jv^i*  ilcae. 

He 
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He  faid,  and  bent  his  frown  upon  the  reft, 
Of  whom  one  'bolder  thus  the  chief  addrefs'd. 
And  thus  their  wearinefs  of  war  confcfs'd  : 

For  Pompey's  fake  (nor  thou  difdain  to  hear) 
The  Civil  War  we  wage,  thefe  arms  we  bear  j 
Him  we  preferred  to  peace  :  but,  Cato,  now. 
That  caufe,  that  mafter  of  our  arms  lies  low. 
Let  us  no  more  our  abfent  country  mourn,  39a 

But  to  our  homes  and  houihold  gods  return ; 
To  the  chafte  arms  from  whofe  embrace  we  fled. 
And  the  dear  pledges  of  the  nuptial  bed. 
For,  oh  I  what  period  can  the  war  attend, 
Which  nor  Pharfalia's  field  nor  Pompey*s  death  can  end  ? 
The  better  times  of  flying  life  arc  paft. 
Let  death  come  gently  on  in  peace  at  lafl. 
Let  age  at  length  with  providential  care 
The  neceflary  pile  and  urn  prepare, 
All  rites  the  cruel  Civil  War  denies,  4.00 

Part  ev'n  of  Pompey  yet  unbury'd  lies. 
Though  vanquiftiM,  yet  by  no  barbarian  hand. 
We  fear  not  exile  in  a  foreign  land. 
Nor  are  our  necks  by  fortune  now  befpoke. 
To*  bear  the  Scythian  or  Armenian  yoke  5  4CV5 

The  vi^or  ftill  a  citizen  we  own. 
And  yield  obedience  to  the  Roman  gown. 
While  Pompey  liv'd,  he  bore  the  fovereign  fway ; 
Caefar  was  next,  and  him  we  now  obey  5 
with  reverence  be  the  facred  (hade  ador'd,  4x0 

Bu(  war  has  given  us  now  another  lord  : 
To  Caefar  and  fuperior  chance  we  .yield  : . 
AH  was  determined  in  Ematbia^s  field. 
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Kor  ih^aW  our  annii  an  otlier  leaders  wait, 

hot  tor  uncertain  hopes  mole  ft  the  ft  ate, 

We  foUowM  Pcmpey  once,  but  now  we  follow  Fate 

Whut  terms  J  what  iafety,  can  i^re  hope  for  now^ 

But  what  the  vlHor's  mercy  ftiall  allow  ? 

Once  Ponipey's  pre  fence  juftify'd  the  catufe. 

Then  fought  \ve  for  our  lllitrtits  ami  laws  ;  4.11 

With  him  the  honours  of  that  caufe  lie  dead. 

And  all  the  iknflity  of  war  h  fled. 

If,  Cato^  tboti  fo|-  Rome  thefe  arms  doft  liear, 

.  If  flill  thy  country  only  be  thy  care, 
Setrk  we  the  legions  where  Rouic^s  enC^s  fly,         41  j 
Where  her  proud  eagles  wave  thiiir  wings  on  high  : 
No  matter  who  to  Pompey's  power  incteeds, 
We  fallow  where  a  Roman  conful  kails. 

This  faid,  he  leapM  ataard  ;  the  youihfnl  fort 

^  Join  in  his  flightj  and  halie  to  leave  the  pait  ;  450 

The  fenfelefs  croud  their  liberty  dirdain. 
And  long  lo  wear  victorious  C^far's  chuin. 
Tyrannic  power  now  fudden  feemM  to  threat 
The  ancient  gloi  iea  of  Ranne*s  free- born  Hate, 
Till  Cato  fpoke,  and  thus  deferr'd  her  fate  : 

Did  then  your  vows  and  fervile  prayers  confpire 
Nought  but  a  haughty  matter  to  defire  ? 
Did  you,  when  eager  for  the  battle,  come 
The  (laves  of  Pompey,  not  the  friends  of  Rome  ? 
Now,  weaiy  of  the  toil,  from  war  you  fly,  4^3' 

And  idly  lay  your  ufelefs  armour  by; 
Your  hands  xiegle6l  to  wield  the  fliining  fword, 
Nor  can  you  %ht  but  for  a  kin^  and  lord. 

Some 
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^me  mighty  chief  you  waiit»  for  whom  to  fwcat  j 

Yourfelves  you  know  not,  or  at  Icaft  forget. 

And  fondly  bleed,  that  others  may  be  great  s 

Meanly  you  toil,  to  give  yourielves  away  4 

And  die,  to  leave  the  world  a  tyrant's  prey. 

The  gods  and  fortune  do  at  length  afford 

A  caufe  moft  worthy  of  a  Roman  fword,  45^ 

At  length  'tis  fafe  to  conquer.     Pompey  now 

Cannot,  by  your  fuccofs,  too  potent  grow  ; 

Yet  now,  ignobly,  you  withhold  your  handSf 

When  nearer  liberty  your  aid  demands. 

Of  three  who  diuii  the  fovereiga  power  invade^      45f 

Two  by  your  fortune's  kinder  doom  lie  dead  j 

And  Aiall  the  Pharian  fword  and  Parthian  how 

Do  more  for  liberty  and  Rome^  than  youi 

Bafe  as  you  are,  in  vile  fubje£lion  go. 

And  fcorn  what  Ptolemy  did  ill  beftow,  4(0 

Ignobly  innocent,  and  meanly  good. 

You  durft  not  ftain  your  hardy  hands  in  blood  | 

Feebly  awhile  you  fought,  but  foon  did  yield, 

And  tied  the  6ril  from  dire  Pharlalia's  field  j 

Go  then  fee  u  re,  for  Cxfar  will  be  good,  465 

Will  pardon  thofe  who  are  with  eafe  fubdued| 

The  pitying  vi6lor  will  in  mercy  fpare 

The  wretch,  who  never  durft  provoke  his  war. 

Go,  forc^id  flaves !  one  lordly  mafter  gone, 

l^ike  heirlooms  go  from  father  to  the  fon.  47^ 

Still  to  enhance  your  fervile  merit  more. 

Bear  fad  Cornelia  weeping  from  the  (hore; 

Meanly  for  hire  expoic  the  matron's  life, 

Metcllus'  daughter  fell,  and  Pompey's  wife  5 

C  c  'X•^^KR. 
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Tike  too  Ins  fens  :  let  Csef&r  find  in  you  475 

WiTtchcs  that  may  ev'n  Ptolemy  out-do. 

But  !ct  not  my  devoted  life  be  fpar  d. 

The  tyrant  greatly  Ihall  that  deed  reward  5 

^nch  i$  tlie  price  of  Cato's  hated  head, 

That  all  your  former  wars  ftiall  well  be  paid  j        .48© 

Iwin  mt,  and  in  my  blood  do  Ca'far  right, 

Tis  mean  to  have  no  oihtr  guilt  but  flight. 
He  fa  id,  and  rtoppM  the  laying  naval  power ; 

Tack  they  irtv.m*d,  repenting,  to  the  Ihoi-e. 

As  when  the  l^ees  their  waxen  town  foriUke,  4*5 

Carelef*  in  air  their  wandering  way  they  take, 

Nv>  mom  in  ehirtcring  Iwarm*  condens'd  they  fly. 

But  fleet  unccitain  through  the  various  Iky  5 

No  mere  from  flowers  they  fuck  ihe  liquid  fwcet. 

Rut  all  their  circ  and  induftr)-  forget  :  450 

'ThcMi  it*  .1;  IcUiTth  the  tinkling  brais  thty  hear, 

With  iwii'r  Aiirxic  their  flight  they  loon  forbear  ; 

SuJ.Ji-n  their  fi»\vcry  labours  they  rci^tw, 

Ww.'-  on  the  thy-.v.c,  and  tip  the  baimy  !.^cw. 

Meantime,  feeui^  on  Hybla's  fragrant  plain,  455 

With  iv>y  e\i>it>  the  happy  ihephtrd  iwain  j 

Viouvl  that  !)is  art  had  thus  proicrvM  his  fiore. 

Ho  iVoir.s  tv^  :'y-.\  his  homely  orta-c  poor. 

AV«t ».  :v.,>.  j-:c\n!:'.r.g  fcicc  diJ  Cato'i  care  1 

'Z'I;e  r\-:Cv  \  -..'.■.:.:;-.:  il'.LiiiTS  r.:ir.Js  p:vp.::\:,  > 

To  I..';:v.  *  >-.  .  >.'v-..  a: A',  er.iiuie  the  v.ar.  j 

A  V  A  r.  o  v.-  :  r. .      :*•::-  o!  > ,  i:  i:  k  r.  o  w  i  n  c;  c  f  1  e  p  •  /c , 
M  \:':\  ii.:y  .v  .!  tv^  v  vv;v:;.c  ;;e  c::c:j  ; 
i*!...  v.:  .-.  li.Ov;.- ".Vv  labours  nro  tr.ey  p;v\!, 
, V::v'.  oit  ill  lon^  aud  wta!  \  ::}i:-elies  tiy  d,  :c^ 
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Before  Cyrene's  walls  tliey  now  fit  down  5 

y\nd  here  the  vi£Vor'8  mercy  well  was  fhown. 

He  takes  no  vengeance  of  the  captive  town  5 

Patient  he  fpares,  and  bids  the  vanquifhM  livei 

Since  Calo,  who  could  conquer,  could  forgive.      510 

Hence,  Libyan  Juba's  realms  they  mean  t*  explore, 

Juba,  who  borders  on  the  fwarthy  Moor  j 

But  Nature's  boundaries  the  journey  ftay. 

The  Syrts  are  fix^'d  athwart  the  middle  way  ; 

Yet  led  by  daring  Virtue  on  they  prcCs,  5  *  5 

Scorn  oppofition,  and  ftiJl  hope  fuccefs. 

When  nature's  hand  the  firft  formation  try'd, 
When  feas  from  lands  fhe  did  at  iirft  divide. 
The  Syrts,  not  quite  of  fca  nor  land  bereft, 
A  mingled  mafs  uncertain  ftill  Ihe  left  j  510 

For  nor  the  land  with  feas  is  quite  o'er-fpread, 
Nor  fmlc  the  waters  deep  their  oozy  bed, 
Nor  earth  defends  its  fhore,  nor  lifts  aloft  its  head 
The  fite  with  neitber,  and  with  each  complies. 
Doubtful  and  inacccfilblc  it  lies  ;  525 

Or  'tis  a  fea  with  fh allows  bank'd  around. 
Or  'tis  a  broken  land  with  waters  drownM  5 
Here  fhores  advancM  o'er  Neptune's  rule  wc  find. 
And  there  in  inland  ocean  lags  behind. 
Thus  nature's  purjwfe,  by  herfelf  deftrov'd, 
Is  ufclefs  to  herfelf  and  unemp]oy''d. 
And  part  of  her  creation  ftill  is  void. 
Perhaps,  wiitn  nrft  the  world  and  time  began, 
Her  fwclling  tides  and  plenteous  waters  ran ; 
But  long  confining  on  he  burning  zone,  53; 

The  finking  feas  have  felt  the  neighbourine  Cv\tv\ 
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Still  by  degrees  we  fee  how  tbey  decay. 
And  fcarce  refui  the  thirfty  Gad  of  Day, 
Perhaps,  ivi  difbwit  a£e»,  ''twill  be  fouadj 
WheTi  future  lun*  haT«  run  the  bammg  rauit d| 
Thefe  Syrtft  Ihall  all  be  dry  ^Jad  iblid  grouud  ^ 
Stnnll  arc  the  depths  thetr  fcanty  waves  rrtsin, 
nAnd  earth  grows  d^Uv  on  this  yielding  main* 
And  now  the  louden  fleet  with  ^ftiTc  oars 
Divide  the  liquid  plain,  and  leave  the  ihort^f  ^4^ 

Whea  cloxidy  JJties  3  ga^lhcring  ftorn*  pr^fzige, 
Ami  Au^er  from  the  South  began  to  rzge. 
Full  froin  the  l^nd  the  ibun^dirig  tempeft  mars, 
Kcpek  the  fweHiiig  i^rge,  and  f weeps  the  ihoi«S| 
The  wind  purfues^  drives  tm  the  mUing  iand,         ^^ 
And  gives  new  limits  to  the  gnowiog-  land. 
'*Spite  of  the  feamen  s  toil,  the  ftorni  prevails  ; 
lo  vain  wiih  ft^ifful  ftrengrh  he  hands  the  fiils, 
Jn  Tain  the  cordy  cables  bind  tficm  faft. 
At  once  it  rips  and  rends  them  from  the  maft  |        515 
At  once  the  winds  the  fluttering  canvas  fear^ 
Then  whirl  and  whi^L  it  through  the  fportive  air* 
Some,  timely  for  tke.riling  rage  prepared, 
tyrl  the  bote  ihcct,  and  iaih  it  10  the  yard  : 
In  vain  their  c^re  |  Judden  the  furious  bl^  ^io 

Snaps  by  die^Mjasd,  and  hears  away  the  maft  ; 
Qf  tackiiitg,  fails,  snd  jnafts,  at  once  bef>eft. 
The  Clip  a  nak^i  helpLefs  hull  is  left- 
Fotc  d  round  and  rwimi,  ihc  quits  her  purposed  way. 
And  houjids  unccitain  o'er  the  Iwdling  fea.  .^$$ 

.  But  happier  fume  a  itcady  couric  maintain. 
Who  (lavtd  far  out,  and  keep  the  deeper  main* 

Their 
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Their  mafts  they  cut,  and,  driving  with  the  tide> 

Safe  o^er  the  furge' beneath  the  tempeft  ridet 

In- vain  did,  from  tfl^  fouthern  coaO*,  their  foe,       570 

All  black  with  cldtlcfs,  old  ftormy  Aufter  blowj 

Lowly  fecure  amidft  ihe  waves  they  lay. 

Old  ocean  heavM  his  back,  and  roUM  them  on  their  way; 

iiome  on  the  (hallows  ftrike,  and  doubtful  ftand, 

Part  beat  by  waves,  part  fixM  upon  the  fand.  575 

Now  pent  amidd  the  (hoals  the  billows  roar, 

Da(h  on  the  banks,  and  fcorn  the  new-made  (hore : 

Now  by  the  wind  driven  on  in  heaps  they  fwelJ, 

The  ftcdfaft  banks  both  wind*  and  waves  repel : 

Still  with  united  force  they  rage  in  vain,  -^ 

The  fandy  piles  their  flation  fix'd  maintain,  > 

And  lift  their  heads  fecure  amidft  the  watery  plain.    3 

There  'fcapM  from  feas,  upon  the  faithlefs  ftrand. 

With  weeping  eyes  the  fliipwreck'd  feamen  ftand. 

And,  caft  afuore,  look  vainly  out  for  land. 

Thus  fome  were  loft ;  but  far  the  greater  part, 

Preferv'd  from  danger  by  the  pilot's  art. 

Keep  on  their  courfe,  a  happier  fate  partake^ 

And  reach  in  i'A'cty  the  Tritonian  lake, 

Thefc  waters  to  the  tuneful  god  are  dear,  59Q 

Whofe  vocal  fticli  the  fea  green  Nereids  hearj 

Thcl'c  Pallas  loves,  fo  tells  reporting  fame. 

Here  firft  from  heaven  to  earth  the  goddefs  came, 

(Heaven's  neighbourhood  the  warmer  clime  betrays,  • 

And  fpeaks  the  nearer  Sun's  immediately  rays)       595 

Here  hw-r  firft  footfteps  on  the  brink  (hi-  ftaid. 

Here  in  the  wLtcry  gLifs  her.  form  furvey'd, 

And  cuii'd  h-ilvlf  from  hence  the  chaik  Tritoni 

Cc  ^ 
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HfTT  Lctkc's  {trtams,  firofo  fccimt  ^ng^  below, 
Kil^  «>  die  light  I  bert  hfiivily,  sicd  ikw^ 
Tl£c  filent  4tiil  forgetful  watsn  £a^^ 
HcR,  bj  c&e  wakeful  4f3^&  ke^i  of  oId> 
Hefprnzn  plants  g^w  rich  with  [iTiEig  ^dd  j 
Lfiog  JiACie,  ihe  &ii«t  w3&  fciMO  tlif  bfanrhes  larpa 

I  tbeu'  Ml  biooonn  itiourit.      6s^ 
i  flic  tdlt  received, 
£iH^  %  flar  g|Dod  forcf^dicTS  was  bcJisr'ii  ^ 
Nor  let  ettquiitrs  the  (xadilkin  w^iin^ 
Or  <iai«  to  qii£&a,  no^,  the  ^pct'v  ^cTcii  Ibng^ 
Then  laJtc  it  f^  a  tnitb»  the  w«3lU>|^  wood  fiia 

Hcfc  Qooer  gtolijea  bon^i  Iwr  bcii4flfg  Aooil  | 
On  IffBc  Izrgr  nvc  Kis  fflld«  ik^  6f|i«Bt  wovatfs 
The  iur  HrJpeivai  tii^as  wai^fcM  wemdt 

^A  n  f  ir,in'L-i  fi^  ►r'u  V'l  *rr   rrcK  fir^i'^.-frft  ^oaod* 

But  great  Alcides  came  to  end  their  care,  615 

Sfript  the  gay  grove,  and  left  the  branches  bare  j 
Then  back  returning  fought  the  Argive  ihore. 
And  the  bright  fpoil  to  proud  Euryftheus  bore. 

Thefc  famous  regions  and  the  Syrts  o^erpaft. 
They  reachM  the  Garamantian  coaft  at  laft  j  620 

Here,  under  Pompey's  care  the  navy  lies. 
Beneath  the  gentlefl  clime  of  Libya's  ikies. 

But  Cato^s  ibal,  by  dangers  unreftrain^dy 
Kafe  and  a  dull  una<5live  life  difdainM. 
His  d;iring  virtue  urges  to  go  on,       •  625 

Through  delert  lands,  and  nations  yet  unknown  j 
To  march,  and  prove  th'  unholpitable  ground. 
To  (bun  the  Syns,  and  lead  the  foldier  round. 

Since 
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Since  now  tentpeftuous  feafons  vex  the  iea. 

And  the  declining  year  forbids  the  watery  way  j    630 

He  fees  the  cloudy  drizzling  winter  near. 

And  hopes,  kind  rains  may  cool  the  fultry  air :  • 

So  happ'ly  may  they  journey  or  fecure,- 

Nor  burning  heats,  noy  killing  frofts  endure  \ 

But  while  cool  winds  thfc  wifiter^s  breath  fupplie?, 

VWth  gentle  warmth  thtjt  Libyan' fun  may  rife. 

And  both  may  join  and  temper  well  thcfkie?. 

But  ere  the  toilfome  march  he  undertooky'- 
The  hero  thus  the  lifhung  hoft'befpoke  : 

Fellows  in  arms !  whofe  blifs,  whofe  chiefeft  good,  64:0  • 
Is  Rome^s  defence,  and  freedom  bought  witb  blood  ;  . 
You,  who,  to  die  with  liberty^  fi^n  far 
Have  followM  Cato  in  this  fatai  war^  - 
Be  now  for  virtue's  noblefl:  talk  prepar'd> 
F.or  labours  many,  perilous,  and  hard.  64.5  ^ 

Think  throughwhat  burning  climes,what  wilds  we  go: ' 
No  leafy  fhades  the  naked  deierts  know. 
Nor  filver  fh-eams  through  iloweiT'  meadows  flow. 
But  horrors  there,  and  varioue  deaths  aboond,: 
And  ferpents  guard  th*  unhofpitaUe  ground.'         650^ 
Hard  is  the  way  ;  but- thus  our  fate  demands  ; 
Home  and  her  laws  we  feekamidfl  thefe  fands. 
Let  thofe  who,  glowing  with  their  country's  love,  • 
Refolve  with  me  thefe  dreadful  plains  to  prove. 
Nor  of  return  nor  faftty  once  deb  Ate,  655 

But  only  dare  to  go,  and  leave  the  reft  to  fale» 
Think  not  I  mean  the  dangers  to  difguifc, 
Or  hide  them  from  the  cheated  vulgar's  eyes ,  • 
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Thofe.  only  ihcfcj  ftiail  m  my  fitc  p^irtake. 
Who  love  the  daring  for  the  dangtr's  fako  j  |i&> 

Thole  who  can  fufftr  all  tlie  wqi  ft  can  comrj 
And  thiok  it  what  they  owe  themfthes  and  Romti« 
If  any  yet  ih^ll  doubt,  or  yet  ihaJI  fear  j 
If  15 fc  be,  more  than  liberty,  hia  cart  j 
ere  J  ere  wc  journtry  farther,  let  him  ftay, 
inglorious  let  him,  like  3  ilavc^  obey. 
And  fp^k  a  mailer  in  fome  iafer  way* 
Forcmoft,  behold,  I  lead  yoy  to  tlie  toil^ 
My  feet  fliall  fgremoft  print  the  dufty  foil  s 
S|;nke  me  the  firft,  tbcjti  flaming:  God  of  Day,        d/d 
Th(i  kt  me  feci  thy  fiercfj  thy  fcorching  ray  j 
Ve  living  poifon^  all,  ye  fnaky  train» 
Meet  me  the  fiiH  upon  the  fataj  plain. 
In  every  pain,  v^hich  you  iny  wardojs  fear, 
Let  me  be  fiift,  and  teach  you  how  to  bear.  67^* 

Who  fees  me  pant  for  drought,  or  fainting  firft. 
Let  him  upbraid  me,  and  complain  of  thirft. 
If  e'er  for  fhelter  to  the  ihades  I  fly, 
Me  let  him  curfc,  me,  for  the  fultry  Iky, 
If  while  the  weary  foldier  marches  on, 
Your  leader  by  diilinguifli'd  eafe  be  known, 
Forfake  my  caufe,  and  leave  me  there  alone. 
The  fands,  the  ferpents,  thirft,  and  burning  heat. 
Are  dear  to  patience,  and  to  virtue  fwect ; 
Virtue,  that  fcorns  on  cowards  terms  to  pleafe,       68^5 
Or  cheaply  to  be  bought,  or  won  with  eafe  5 
Eat  then  fhe  joys,  then  fiiiiles  upon  her  ftate, 
'i'hen  falreit  to  lierfelf,  then  moft  conjplete, 
Wiitn  t^lcvlous  d'M^.^^^v  makes  her  truly  great. 

So 
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So  Libyans  plains  alone  (hall  wipe  away  690 

The  foul  diihonours  of  Pharfalia*s  day  j 
So  fhall  your  courage  now  tranfcend  that  fear  1 
You  fled  with  glory  there,  to  conquer  here. 

He  faid  $  and  hardy  love  of  toil  infpirM  j 
And  every  breaft  with  godlike  ardour  fir'd.  695 

Straight,  carelefs  of  return,  without  delay 
Through  the  wide  wafte  he  took  his  pathlefs  way. 
Libya,  ordain'd  to  be  his  laft  retreat, 
Receives  the  hero,  fcarlefs  of  his  fate  5 
Here  the  good  gods  his  laft  of  labours  doom. 
Here  (hall  his  bones  and  facred  duft  (ind  room, 
And  his  great  head  be  hid,  within  an  humble  tomb. 

If  this  large  globe  be  portioned  right  by  fame. 
Then  one  third  part  fhall  fandy  Libya  claim  : 
But  if  we  count,  as  funs  defcend  and  rife,  705 

If  wc  divide  by  caft  and  weft  the  fkics. 
Then,   with  fair  Europe,  Libya  (hall  combine. 
And  both  to  make  the  wcftcm  half  (hall  join. 
Whilft  wide-extended  Afia  fills  the  reft. 
Of  all  from  Tanais  to  Nile  pofleft. 
And  reigns  fole  cmprtfs  of  the  dawning  eaft. 
Of  all  the  Libyan  foil,  the  kindlieft  found 
Far  to  the  wcltern  fcas  extends  its  bound  ; 
Where  cooling  gales,  where  gentle  Zephyrs  fly, 
And  fetting  funs  adorn  the  gaudy  (ky  :  715^ 

And  yet  ev'n  here  no  liquid  fountain's  vein 
Wells  throuj.-;h  the  foil,  and  gurgles  o'er  the  plain  ; 
But  from  our  northern  clinjc,  our  gentler  heaven, 
Kefrtraip*^  dews  and  fruitful  rains  are  driven  j 
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All  bleak,  the  god.  cold  IforcM,  fpreads  hia  wjtig,  7m 

And  with  our  wmter  gives  the  Libyiin  fpii^g-i 

No  wicked  wealth  ini'cdls  the  fimple  (bSlj 

Nor  i^olden  ores  difclofr  rheir  iKinirg  fpoIJ  t 

Pure  is  ihe  gleScj  *ti3  e:ii  thj  and  eariJi  aloae. 

To  gyllty  pride  Eind  avnrice  miknowti ;  715 

There  ciiroTi  groi^es,  iht  nntive  richer,  grow,  J 

There  cool  retreats  and  fragant  fhades  hdtow^  J. 

And  hol'pimbly  fcrecn  thcjrgLitth  below,  j 

Safe  by  their  leitfy  olRccj  long  they  ilood 

A  facred,  old,  irn  violated  wood*  7|0 

Till  Roman  bxur^^  to  AlVic  paftp 

Ai^d  foreign  a^ces  hid  ih^ir  hono\jrs  waft*. 

Thus  ufiiioft  lands  sre  nLnfack'di  to  ulford 

The  far-fetch'd  dajntiesj  and  the  coftly  boaid, 

But  ride  and  watkful  all  thofe  regions  lie 

Thfit  bonier  on  the  Syrli,  and  feel  too  ni^h  ^ 

Their  Ibhry  luinmer  Tun,  and  paiching  Cry, ,  i^ 

No  harveft,  there,  the  fcatter'd  grain  repay 51, . 

But  withering  dies,  and  cre.it  fhoots  decays  ; 

There  never  loves  to  fpring  the  mantling  vine,         74.0 

Nor  wanton  ringlets  round  her  elm  to.  twine : 

The  thirfty  duft  prevents  tJie  fwelling,  fruit, 

Drinks  up  the  generous  juice,  and  kills  the  root) 

Through  fecret  veins  no  tempering  moiftures  pafs. 

To  bind  with  vifcous  force  the  mouldering  mafs  5      74.4 

But  genial  Jove,  averfe,  difdains  to  fmile. 

Forgets,  and  curfes  the  negle^led  foil. 

Thence  lazy  Nature  drocjis  her  idle  head. 

As  every  vegetable  fenie  wcie  dead  j 

Thence 
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Thence  the  wide  dreary  plains  one  vifage.  wear. 

Alike  in  fumnrer,  winter,  i'pring  appear,. 

Nor  feel  the  turns  of.  the  revolvijig  year. . 

Thin  herbage  here  (fbr.fome  ey*n  here  is  found)' 

The  Nafamonian  hinds  colle£l  around  i 

A  naked  race,  and  barbarous -of  mind,  755, 

That  lire  upon  the  lodes  of  mankind : 

The  Syrts  fupply  their  wants  and  barren  foil. 

And  ftrow  th*  unhofpitable  (horcs  with  fpoiL 

Tx#de  they  have  none,  but  ready  (Ull  they  ftand, 

Kapacious,  to  invade  the  wea^^hy  ftrand. 

And  hold  a  commerce,  thus,  with,  every  diftant  land. 

Through  this  diie  country  Cato*s  journey  lay. 
Here  he  purfued,  while  Virtue  led  the  way. 
Here  the  bold  youth,,  led  by  his  high  comfoand, 
Fearlefs  of  ftorms  and  raging  winds,  by  Ur4d         765 
Repeat  the  dangers  of  the  fwelling  main, 
And  drive  witb  dorms  and  raging  winds  again. 
Here  all  at  large,  where  nought  reftrains  his  force, . 
Impetuous  Aufter  runs  his  rapid  courfe  5 
Nor  mountains  here,  nor  ftedfaft  rocks  refift,  77* 

But  free  he  fweeps  along  the  fpacious  lift. 
No  ftable  groves  of  aneient  oaks  arife. 
To  tire  his  rage,  and  catch  him  as  he  flies ; 
But  wide,  aiound,  the  naked  plains  appear, 
Here  fierce  he  drives  imbounded  through  the  air, 
Roars  and  exerts  his  dreadful  empire  here. 
The  whirling  dull,  like  waves  in  eddies  wrought, 
Rifing  aloft,  to  the  mid  heaven  is  caught;. 
There  hangs  a  fallen  cloud  ;  nor  falls  again. 
Nor  breaks,  like  gentle  vapours,  into  rain.  '^^ 
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Gazing,  the  poor  in  habitant  ddcncF, 
Where  lugh  above  hj$  land  and  cottage  flies ; 
Bereft,  he  fees  his  lofl  pofllijions  there. 
From  earth  tranfported,  Eitid  now  B%"d  in  air* 
Not  rifin^  flames  attempt  a  bolder  fiight ; 
Ljke  fmoke  by  riftng  Mames  up!tfi:ed^  Jigbt 
The  fAnds  a  Ice  lid,  and  ftain  the  heavens  whh  uigbf 
But  now,  hia  MiJTioit  power  and  rage  to  boaft. 
The  ftonny  jrod  invades  the  Roman  hoft  ^ 
1  he  tUdier  yields,  uncfqtial  la  the  ihock,  75 d 

And  ftaggcrs  at  the  wmd>  lltipcndoiis  (trok^i 
Amazed  he  fee*  that  earth,  which  lowly  lay* 
ForcM  from  beneath  his  feet,  ami  toin  away. 
Oh  Libya  1  were  thy  plbnt  Ibrhce  bound. 
And  fcfra'd  a  Ibiid,  cloie-ecmpaii^ted  ground  5         7^5 
Qr  hadft  thou  rocLsy  whtifc  hollows  deep  below 
Would  draw  diolc  ranging  winds  that  loofcjy  blow  j 
Their  fury,  by  thy  firmer  mafs>  opposM, 
Or  in  thofe  dark,  infernal  caves  inclos'd. 
Thy  certain  ruin  would  at  once  conipiete,  So© 

Jihake  thy  foundations,  and  unfix  thy  feat : 
But  well  ihy  flitting  plains  have  learn'd  to  yield  ; 
Thus,  not  contending,  thou  thy  place  haft  held, 
UnfixM  art  fix'd,  and  flying  keep' It  the  field. 
Helms,  fpearsand  ihiclds,  fnatchVi  from  the  warlike  hoft; 
Through  heaven's  wide  regions  far  away  were  toft  ; 
While  diilant  nations,  witli  religious  fear. 
Beheld  them,  as  fome  prodigy  in  air, 
And  thought  the  gods  by  them  denounced  a  war, 
Such  haply  wus  tiie  chance,  which  firil  did  raife  8io 
I'he  piouo  va;.ej  vt\  ^vvuIUy  Numa's  days  j 
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Such  were  thofe  fliields,  and  thus  they  came  from  heaven, 
A  facred  charge  to  young  patricians  given  ^ 
Perhaps,  long  (Ince,  to  lawlefs  winds  a  j^rey. 
From  far  barbarians  were  they  forcM  away  ;  Zig 

Thence  through  long  airy  journeys  fafe  did  come. 
To  cheat  the  croud  with  miracles  at  Rome, 
Thus,  wide  o'er  Libya,  rag'd  the  ftormy  fouth. 
Thus  every  way  aflaird  the  Latian  youth ; 
Each  feveral  method  for  defence  they  try,  Z29 

Now  wrap  their  garments  tight,  now  clofe  they  lie ; 
Now  finking  to  the  earth,  with  weight  they  prefs, 
;^Jow  clafp  it  to  them  with  a  ftrong  embrace, . 
Scarce  in  that  pofture  fafe ;  the  driving  blaft 
Bears  hard,  and  almoft  heaves  them  o^*  at  laft.       S25 
Meantime  a  fandy  flood  comes  rolling  on, 
And  fwelling  heaps  the  proftrate  legions  drown  5 
Uew  to  the  fudden  danger,  and  difmay'd. 
The  frighted  foldier  hafty  calls  for  aid, 
Heaves  at  the  hill,  and  ftmggling  rears  his  head. 
Soon  flioots  the  growing  pile,  and,  reared  on  high. 
Lifts  up  its  lofty  fummit  to  the  iky  : 
JKigh  fandy  walls,  like  forts,  their  paflTage  ftay. 
And  rifing "mountains  intercept  their  way  : 
The  certain  bounds  which  fhould  their  journey  guide,  -y 
The  moving  earth  and  dufty  dclnge  hide  j  > 

So  landmarks  fmk  beneath  the  flowing  tide.  •) 

<As  through  mid  feas  uncertainly  they  move, 
htd  only  by  Jove's  facred  lights  above : 
Part  cv'n  of  them  the  Libyan  clime  denies, 
Forbids  their  native  northern  ftars  to  rife. 
And  fliades  the  well-known  luftne  from  their  eyes 
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Hoim  nraf  T^pproiicliiiig  to  tbc  bi^mtag  xone. 

To  warmeri  caJmcr  flties  they  Joam^yM  oiu 

The  flackering  ftorm*  xht  ndghbounng  ftinronfi^j 

The  htat  ftr ikes  fierco',  and  the  winds  gn>w  lefs, 

Wbilft  parching  tbirft  and  fainiiiig  fwcats  incjieafe. 

As  farward  oti  the  weary  way  they  wtct. 

Panting  with  drought,  aod  aJl  uritii  lab&nr  fpent^ 

Anildli  the  dcltrt,  dclblile  stud  dry, 

Ooe  chaise  d  a  little  trickling  ijTring  to  fpy  : 

Pi  Olid  of  the  prize,  he  draiii'd  ihe  icajity  ftore. 

And  it^t  hU  helmet  to  the  chitftain  bore. 

Around,  in  crowds,  the  thirfty  itgion*  llood. 

Their  throats  and  dajofny  jaws  with  duft  beftrcwM, 

^Aml  all  With  wiftitiil  eyes  tht  liqcid  treafiu^  view' 

Around  the  leadei"  caii  hi*  cii^fol  ii>ok»  -j 

Sternly  the  tempting  envy'd  gift  he  took,  f 

Held  it,  an ti  thus  the  ^>er  fierce  befpoke  *  J 

And  think'ft  thou  then  that  I  want  Virtue  inofti    ?6o 

Am  I  the  meaneft  of  this  Roman  hoft  ! 

Am  I  the  firft  <bft  coward  that  complains ! 

That  Ihrinks,  unequal  to  thefe  gloiious  paiss ! 

Am  I  in  eafe  and  infamy  the  firft ! 

Rather  be  thou,  bafe  as  thou  art,  accursM, 

'Thou  that  dar^ft  drink,  when  all  beiide  thee  thirft. 

He  faid  j  and  wrathful -ftretching -forth  his  hand, 

-Pour'd  out  the  precious  draught  upon  the  {and. 

"Well  did  the  water  thus^or  aJl  provide, 

Efivy'd  by  none,  while  thus  to  aj]  deny'd, 

A  little  thus  the  general  want  fupply'd. 

Now  lo  the  facred  temple  they  draw  near. 
Whole  only  altars  Libyan  lands  revere  j 

There, 
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There,  but  unlike  the  Jove  by  Rome  adorM, 
A  form  uncouth,  Hands  heaven's  Almighty  Xord.  875 
No  regal  enfigns  grace  his, potent  hand. 
Nor  (hakes  he  there  the  lightning's  flaming  brand ; 
But,  ruder  to  behold,  a  horned  ram 
Belies  the  god,  and  Ammon  is  his  name, 
^here  though  he  reigns  unrivalM  and  alone,  SZ9 

O'er  the  rich  neighbours  of  the  Torrid  Zone.j 
Though  fwai'thy  ^thiops  arc-  to  him  confin'd. 
With  Araby  the  bleft,  and  wealthy  Inde ; 
Yet'no  proud  domes  are  rais'd,  no  gems  are  feen. 
To  blaze  upon  his  ihrines  with  coftly  (been  ;  S85 

But  plain  and  poor,  and  unpipphan'd  he  flood, 
Such  as,  to  whomour  great  fore-fathers  bow'd  : 
A  god  of  pious  tiroes,  and  days  erf  old, 
That  keeps  his  temple  fafe-  from  Roman  gold. 
-Here,  and  here  only,  through  wide  Libya's i'pacc,'S90 
Tall  trees,  the  land,  and  verdant  herbage  gKice  ; 
Here  the  loofe  fands  by  plenteous  fprings  are  bound. 
Knit  to  a  mafs,  and  moulded  into  giound : 
Here  fmiling  nature  wears  a  fertile  drefs. 
And  all  things  her&  the  prefent  god  cosfefs.  -895 

-Yet  here  the  fwn  to  neither  pole  declines, 
-But  from  his  zenith^  vertically  (bines  : 
Hence,  ev'n  the  trees  no  friendly  ihclter  yield. 
Scarce  their  own  trunks  the  leafy'branches  ihieid  ; 
The  rays  defcend  direct,  •ell  round  embrace,  900 

'.And  to  a  central  point  the  (hadow  cbace. 
Here  equally  the  middle  Kne  is  found. 
To  cut  the  radiant  Zodiac  in  its  round: 

Here 


Of  ^tiej 

Bdoee  tiit  tea^'t  csoaeee,  at  ife  s^c^ 

B«t  all  ^fr  wiy  Wbre  tibr  J 

And  food  to  piovc  prapbcfk  AanBao*s  &il]» 
Intrcat  thrir  kadcrto  the  goi!  voaki  go. 
And  from  his  crsrle  Roine's  fortDnes  kitem  z 
But  Lahpcnus  ckief  the  thoogfst  appuT'd» 
And  thus  the  coDmon  Ibst  to  Cato  OMMr'd  : 

Chance,  and  she  Csctutoe  of  the  waj,  be  (aid, 
•UzTC  brought  J<nT*s  iacred  cconfeis  to  our  aid : 
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This  greateft  of  the  gods,  this  mighty  chief. 

In  each  redrefs  fhall  be  a  fure  relief  5  935 

Shall  point  the  diftant  dangers  from  afar, 

And  teach  the  future  fortunes  of  the  war. 

To  thee,  O  Cato  !  pious  I  wife !  and  juft ! 

Their  dark  decrees  the  cautious  gods  (hall  truft ; 

To  thee  their  fore-determin'd  will  fhall  tell :  94* 

Their  will  has  been  thy  law,  and  thou  haft  kept  it  well. 

Fate  bids  thee  now  the  noble  thought  improve ; 

Fate  brings  thee  here,  to  meet  and  talk  with  Jove. 

Iriqtiire  betimes,  what  various  chance  ftiall  come 

To  impious  Caefar,  and  thy  native  Rome ; 

Try  to  avert,  at  leaft,  thy  country's  doom. 

Alk  if  thefe  arras  our  freedom  (hall  reftore : 

Or  elfe,  if  laws  and  right  ihall  be  no  more. 

Be  thy  great  bread  with  facred  knowledge  fraught. 

To  lead  us  in  the  wandering  maze  of  thought:         950 

Thou,  that  to  virtue  ever  wert  inclined 

Learn  what  it  is,  how  certainly  definM, 

And  leave  fome  perfeft  rule  to  guide  mankind. 

Full  of  the  god  that  dwelt  within  his  brcail, 
The  hero  thus  his  fecret  mind  exprefs'd,  955 

And  in-born  truths  reveal'd;  truths  which  might  well 
Become  ev*n  oracles  themfelves  to  tell. 

Where  would  thy  fond,  thy  vain  enquiry  go  ? 
What  myftic  f^te,  what  fecret,  would'ft  thou  know  ? 
Is  it  a  doubt  if  death  ftiould  be  my  doom, 
Rather  than  live  till  kings  and  bondage  come« 
Rather  than  fee  a  tyrant  crown'd  in  Rome  ? 
Or  would'^^  thou  know  if,  what  we  value  here. 
Life,  be  a  trifle  hardly  worth  our  circ  ? 
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What  by  old  age  and  IcDgCh  of  days  we  gain,         0S5 

More  thsm  to  lengthen  out  the  kn(c  of  pain  * 

Of  if  this  worlds  with  all  Its  farces  joln^'d, 

Ths^  unWerfaJ  malke  of  mankmdj 

Can  flvake  or  hurt  the  brave  and  honeft  mind  > 

If  liable  Virtue  can  her  ground  mamtaln, 

WhiJft:  fortune  ieebly  threats  aud  frowns  in  ?ain  * 

If  truth  and  juftneia  with  uprightnefs  dwell. 

And  houeily  confift  in  meaning  well  > 

If  right  be  independent  of  fuccels. 

And  coa^ueit  cannot  mskt  it  moi^c  nor  le(s  ? 

Arc  thv£<f  my  frkndj  the  fccrcts  thou  wouldll  know, 

Thofe  doubts  for  which  to  oracles  we  go  ? 

^Tis  known,  'tis  plain,  'tis  alj  already  told. 

And  homed  Ammon  can  no  moi-e  iinfgld» 

From  God  deriv'd^  to  God  by  nature  joined,  jSo 

We  aft  the  dilates  of  his  mighty  mind  : 

And  though  our  pricfts  are  mute,  and  temples  ftill, 

God  never  wants  a  voice  to  fpeak  his  will. 

When  firft  we  from  the  teeming  womb  were  brought, ' 

With  in-born  precepts  then  our  fouls  were  fraught,  j 

And  then  the  maker  his  new  creatures  taught. 

Then  when  he  form'd,  and  gave  us  to  be  men. 

He  gave  us  all  our  ufeful  knowledge,  then. 

Canft  thou  believe,  the  vaft  eternal  mind 

Was  e>r  to  Syits  and  Libyan  fands  confinM  ?         9^0 

That  he  would  chcx)ie  this  wafte,  this  barren  ground,  " 

To  teach  the  thin  inhabitants  around. 

And  leave  his  truth  in  wilds  and  deferts  drown'd  i 

Is 
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}s  there  a  place  that  God  would  choofe  to  love  -^ 

Beyond  this  earth,  the  feas,  yon  heaven  above,  v 

And  virtuous  minds,  the  nobleft  throne  for  Jove  ?     3 
Why  feek  we  farther  then  ?  behold  around,  ^ 

How  all  thou  feed  does  with  the  god  abound,  C 

Jove  is  alike  in  all,  and  always  to  be  found.  3 

Let  thofe  weak  minds,  who  live  in  doubt  and  fear,  xooo 
To  juggling  priefts  for  oracles  repair  $ 
One  certain  hour  of  death  to  each  decreed. 
My  fix'd,  my  certain  foul  from  doubt  has  freed. 
The  coward  and  the  brave  are  doomM  to  fall  j 
And  when  Jove  told  this  truth,  he  told  us  all.     1005 
So  fpoke  the  hero ;  and,  to  keep  his  word. 
Nor  Ammon,  nor  his  oracle  explored  j 
But  left  the  croud  at  freedom  to  believe,  ' 
And  take  fuch  angers  as  the  prieft  fliould  give. 

Foremoft  on  foot  he  treads  the  burning  fand,     leio 
Bearing  his  arms  in  his  own  patient  hand ; 
Scorning  another's  weary  neck  to  prefs. 
Or  in  a  lazy  chariot  loll  at  eafe  : 
The  panting  foldier  at  his  toil  fucceeds, 
Where  no  command,  but  g^reat  example  leads.      X015 
Sparing  of  deep,  ftill  for  the  reft  he  wakes. 
And  at  the  fountain,  laft,  his  thirft  he  flakes  5 
Wheneer  by  chance  fomc  living  ttream  is  found. 
He  ftaiids,  and  iees  the  cooling  draughts  go  round. 
Stays  till  the  laft  and  meaneft  drudge  be  paft,         X020 
And,  till  his  flaves  have  drunk,  difdains  to  tafte. 
If  true  good  men  deferve  immortal  fame. 
If  viitue,  though  diftrefs'd,  be  ftill  the  fame  $ 
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When  urg'd  to  rage,  their  teeth  the  ferpents  fix, 
And  venom  with  bur  vital  juices  mix  5  1055 

The  peft  inftis'd  through  every  vein  runs  round, 
Infe^is  the  mafs,  and  death  is  in  the  wound. 
Harmlefs  and  fafe,  no  poifon  here  they  flied  : 
He  faid;  and  firft  the  doubtful  draught  effay'd  5 
He,  who  through  all  their  march,   their  toil,  their 
third,  1060 

Demanded,  here  alone,  to  drink  the  firft. 

Why  plagues,  like  thefe,  infeft  the  Libyan  air, 
Why  deaths  unknown  in  various  fli'apes  appear  j 
Why,  fruitful  to  defcoy,  the  curfed  land 
Is^temperM  thus,  by  "nature's  fecret  hand;  1065 

Dark  and  obfcure  the  hidden  caufe  remains, ' . 
And  ftill  deludes  the  vain  enquirer's  pains  ; 
Unlefs  a  tale  for  truth  may  be  believed, 
And  the  good-natur'd  world  be  willingly  deccivM. 

Where  weftem  waves  on  fartheft  Libya'beat, 
WarmM  with  the  fetting  fun's  defccnding  heit. 
Dreadful  Medufa  fix'd  her  horrid  feat. 
No-  leafy  (hade,'  with  kind  prote6lion,  (hields 
The  rough,  the  fqualid,  unfrequented  fields  ; 
N(y  mark  of  fhepherds,  or  the  plowman's  toil,        1075 
To  tend  the  flocks,  or  turn  the  mellow  foil : 
But,  rude  with  rocks,  the  region  all  around 
Its  miltrers,  and  her  potent  vifage,  own'd. 
'Twas  from  this  monfter  to  afflict  mankind. 
That  nature  firft  produced  the  fnaky  kind  :  1080 

On  her,  at  firft  their  forky  tongues  appeared ; ' 
Frojn  her,  their  dreadful  hiflings  firft  were  heard. 
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SqjAt  wnetlhM  in  folds  upoe  ber  temples  bung  j 
^io^ic  backwards  tp  tier  w^il^  drpcndcd  loog  j 
Senw  widi  tll^r  rrGag  ctcfts  ber  frnfirad  deck  i 
Sosse  v^aitott  pbjt  aad  K^  W  IWdliti^  ceck  s 
iiml  whik  W  hokd*  the  corling  Ti^en  cooiIki 
Pc»ifd&»  diftil  afcaodj  as^d  dtc«»  eTIsriil  fosuo* 

%a  fgrif c  ctidr  IblCr  prcrenQsg  i^uk  and  paia  ; 
Ere  tbej  M3  tiase  i£i  £cu-,  the  cKaa^  caziic  on. 
Am!  Qtcktidtii  iciif«i  lod  li££t  ^^^^  ^ot  in  gan^, 

Tbe  dk«  Etsmeiddefr  ccmld  isge  iiil^rr, 

Jcfrrnl  CcfWi»s  ^Hd  &oq  ^ti^t 

L-Qird  htm  to  rdl»  >Dd  £ba£h*d  id*  ciipAr  la^  | 

Bydra's  fcvtffi  be^tk  the  boM  Alddrf  Tirw'd^ 

bafely  he  faw,  and  what  he  law,  fubdued  : 

Of  thefe  in  various  terrors  each  exccJi'd  5 

Bnt  all  to  this  fuperior  fury  yield. 

Phorcus  and  Coeto,  next  to  Ncptane  he^ 

Immortal  both,  and  rulers  cf  the  Tea, 

This  monftcr's  pares ts  did  their  oiTspring  dread  j 

And  from  her  Ci^ht  her  fitter  Gorgons  £ed- 

Oid  ocean's  waters,  and  the  liquid  air. 

The  nniverfal  world  her  povrer  might  ftir : 

Ali  nziture's  beiutccus  works  ihe  cciild  invude. 

Through  every  part  a  lazy  numbnels  ih^d. 

And  over  all  a  Sony  iurf-ics  ipreai. 

Birds  in  their  night  were  iiopt,  a-.d  per  i:rc::s  grown. 

Forgot  their  pinions,  and  fell  icz*elei"s  ccwn. 

Beafts 
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Beails  to  the  rocks  were  fixM,  and  all  around 

Were  tribes  of  ftone  and  marble  nations  found.     11 15 

No  living  eyes  fo  fell  a  fight  could  bear  5 

Her  fnakes  therafelves,  all  deadly  though  they  were> 

Shot  backward  from  her  face,  and  ihrunk  away  for 

fear. 

By  her,  a  rock  Titanian,  Atlas  grew. 
And  heaven  by  her  the  giants  did  fubdue  :     •        1120 
Hard  was  the  fight,  and  Jove  was  half  difmay'd. 
Till  Pallas  brought  the  Gorgon  to  his  aid  : 
The  heavenly  nation  laid  afide  their  fear. 
For  foon  fhe  finifli'd  the  prodigious  war  j 
To  mountains  turn'd,  the  monfter  race  remains,    1125 
The  trophies  of  her  power  on  the  Phlegraean  plains. 

To  feck  this  monfter,  and  her  fate  to  prove. 
The  fon  of  Danac  and  golden  Jove, 
Attempts  a  flight  through  airy  ways  above. 
The  youth  Cyllenian  Hermes'  aid  implorM  j  1130 

The  god  affifted  with  his  wings  the  fword. 
His  fword,  which  late  made  watchful  Argus  bleed. 
And  lo  from  her  cruel  keeper  freed  : 
Unwedded  Pallas  lent  a  fiftcr's  aid  ; 
But  aflcM,  for  recompence,  Medufa's  head.  X135 

Eaftward  flie  warns  her  brother  bend  his  flight. 
And  from  the  Goigon  realms  avert  his  fight ; 
Then  arms  his  left  with  her  refulgent  ftiield, 
And  fliews  how  there  the  foe  might  be  beheld. 
Deep  flumbers  had  the  droufy  fiend  poflfeft,  1140 

Such  as  drew  on,  and  well  might  feem,  her  laft: 
And  yet  ihc  flept  not  whole  ;  one  half  her  fnakes 
Watchful,  to  guard  their  horrid  mifliefs^  wakes 
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The  nell  difhev^clM,  Toofflf,  round  her  head. 

And  o'er  her  droufy  lids  and  face  vrtit  fpread.       1 145 

Backvrard  the  youth  diaw$  near,  nor  dares  to  Jook, 

But  blindJy,  at  a  venture,  aims  a  llroke  : 

His  filtering  hand  the  virgin  goddefi  guides, 

And  from  the  monikr's  nerk  her  fnaky  head  divides. 

But  oh  !  what  artj  what  numbers ^  can  exprcfs       115^ 

The  terrorE  of  the  dying  Gorgon's  face  J 

What  clouds  of  potfon  from  her  lips  arifc  t 

What  death,  what  vaft  deftruftioD,  thrtaten'd  in  her 

eyes  1 
'Twaa  fomewhat  that  immortal  go<ls  might  fear. 
More  than  the  warlike  njaid  herfelf  could  bear,      115^ 
The  viaor  Perfeus  ftill  had  been  fnbdued, 
Though,  wary  ftiil,  with  eyes  averfe  he  ftood  t 
Had  nar  his  heavenly  fifter's  timely  care 
Veird  the  dread  vifage  with  the  hiffing  hair* 
ScizM  of  his  prey,  heavenwards,  uplifted  light,      ii6« 
On  Hermes'  nimble  wings,  he  took  his  flight. 
Now  thoughtful  of  his  courfe,  he  hung  in  air. 
And  meant  through  Europe's  happy  clime  to  ftecr  5 
Till  pitying  Pallas  warnM  him  not  to  blaft 
Her  fruitful  fields,  nor  lay  her  cities  wafte.  1165 

For  who  would  not  have  upwards  caft  their  fight. 
Curious  to  gaze  at  fuch  a  wondrous  flight  ? 
Therefore,  by  gales  of  gentle  Zephyrs  borne. 
To  Libya's  coaft  the  hero  minds  to  turn. 
Beneath  the  fultry  line,  exposM  it  lies  1170 

To  deadly  planets,  and  malignant  fkies. 
Still,  with  his  fieiy  fteeds,  the  god  of  day 
Drives  through  that  heaven,  and  makes  his  burning  way. 
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No  land  more  high  ere6ls  its  lofty  head. 

The  filver  moon  in  dim  eclipfe  to  (hade ;  1175 

If  through  the  fummer  figns  direft  fhe  run. 

Nor  bends  obliquely,,  north  or  fouth  to  fhun 

The  envious  earth  that  hides  her  from  the  fun. 

Yet  could  this  foil  accurft,  this  barren  field, 

Increafe  of  deaths,  and  poifonous  harvefts  yield.    1180 

Where-e'er  fublime  in  air  the  vi6lor  flew. 

The  monfter's  head  diftill'd  a  deadly  dew  5 

The  earth  received  the  feed,  and  pregnant  grew. 

Still  as  the  putrid  gore  dropt  on  the  fand, 

'Twas  tempered  ug^by  nature^s  forming  hand  ;      1 185 

The  glowing  climate  makes  the  work  complete. 

And  broods  upon  the  mafs,  and  lends  It  genial  heat. 

Firft  of  thofe  plagues  the  droufy  Afp  appeared. 
Then  firft  her  creft  and  fwelling  neck  Ihe  rear'd  j 
A  larger  drop  of  black  congealing  blood  i  i^o 

Diftinguifh'd  her  amidft  the  deadly  broods 
Of  all  the  ferpent  race  are  none  fo  fell. 
None  with  fo  many  deaths  fuch  plenteous  venom  fwell  ^ 
Chill  in  themfelves,  our  colder  climes  they  (bun. 
And  choofe  to  baflc  in  Afric's  warmer  fun  ;  1195 

But  Nile  no  more  confines  them  now ;  What  bound 
Can  for  infatiate  avarice  be  found  1 
Freighted  with  Libyan  deaths  our  merchants  come. 
And  poifonous  Afps  are  things  of  price  at  Rome. 

Her  fcaly  folds  th'  HsemorrhoVs  unbends,  1200 

And  her  vaft  length  along  the  fand  extends  $ 
Where-e*er  (he  wounds,  from  every  psut  tbe  blood 
Gufhcs  refifUeft  in  a  crimfim  flo^ 
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Amphibious  fome  do  in  the  Syrts  abound. 
And  now  on  land,  in  x^'aters  now  are  found.         J105 

Slimy  Chelyders  the  parch'd  earth  diiVain, 
And  trace  a  reeking  furrow  on  the  plain. 

The  fpotted  Cenchris,  rich  in  various  dyes. 
Shoots  in  a  line,  and  forth  direclly  flies  : 
Not  Thcban  marbles  are  fo  gayly  drefs'd,  1110 

Nor  with  iuch  party-colour'd  beauties  grac'd. 

Safe  in  his  earthly  hue  and  du&y  ikin, 
Th'  Ammodites  lurks  in  the  fands  uni'ecn  : 
The  Swimmtr  there  the  cr^-ftal  ftreani  pollutes  ; 
And  fwift,  through  air,  the  flying  Javelin  (hoots.  1215 
The  Scytale,  ere  ytt  the  fpring  returns, 
There  calts  her  coat;  and  there  the  Dipias  bums  ; 
The  Amphisba^na  doubly  arm'd  appears. 
At  either  end  a  threatening  head  iJic  ie:irs. 
Rciis'd  en  his  active  tali  the  Parer»5  lt:?^.d^^,  1220 

AnJ,  as  he  pal]e>,  furrows  up  the-  lar.J.s. 
Ti\cPrcrttrby  his  fonr.ing  j.iws  is  k::o\Nn  ; 
The  Scpsinvidcsthe  fl^ 
Diubl\  cs  t'nc  inais  of  man, 
The  Bafiiilk,  with  dreadful  hilfings  heard,  1225 

And  from  afar  by  every  ferpent  fear'd, 
To  diituice  drives  the  vulgar,  and  remains 
The  lo:5ely  monarch  of  the  defert  plains. 

And  you,  ye  drajTons  of  the  fcr.ly  race, 
Wliom  ^:litre:ir_' L.cld  and  fnining  armci;rs  grr.cc,  12*0 
In  other  nations  harmleiV  are  vou  f«."und, 
This  guardian  Gtriii  and  protectors  owii'd  3 

In 
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lan,  and  melts  his  fabric  down.  3 
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In  Afric  only  are  you  fatal  j  there, 

On  wide-expanded  wings,  fublime  you  rear 

Your  dreadful  forms,  and  drive  the  yielding  air. 

The  lowing  kine  in  droves  you  chace,  and  cull 

Some  mailer  of  the  herd,  fome  mighty  bull : 

Around  his  ftubbom  (ides  your  tails  you  twift, 

By  force  comprefs,  and  burft  his  brawny  cheft. 

Not  elephants  are  by  their  larger  fize  1240 

Secure,  but,  with  the  reft,  become  your  prize. 

Refiftlefs  in  your  might,  you  all  invade, 

And  for  deftru6lion  need  not  poifon's  aid. 

Thus,  though  a  thoufand  plagues  around  them ' 
fpread, 
A  weary  march  the  hardy  foldiers  tread. 
Through  thirft,  through  toil  and  death,  byCatoled. 
Their  chief,  with  pious  grief  and  deep  regret. 
Each  moment  mourns  his  friends  untimely  fatej 
Wondering,  he  fees  fome  fmall,  fome  trivial  wound 
Extend  a  valiant  Roman  on  the  ground.  iica 

Aulus,  a  noble  youth  of  Tyrrhene  blood. 
Who  bore  the  ftandard,  on  a  Dipfas  trodc  j 
Backward  the  wrathful  ferpent  bent  her  head. 
And,  fell  with  rage,  th'  unheeded  wrong  repay'd. 
Scarce  did  fome  little  mark  of  hurt  remain,  'iSS" 

And  fcarce  he  found  fome  little  fenfe  of  pain  j 
Nor  could  he  yet  the  danger  doubt,  nor  fear 
That  death,  with  all  its  terrors,  threatened  there. 
When  lo!  unfeen,  the  fecret  venom  fpreads, 
And  ever^-  nobler  part  at  once  invades  ;  1260 

Swift  flames  con  fume  the  marrow  and  the  brain. 
And  the  fcorch'd  entrails  rage  with  buinvw^  ^^va  \ 
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Upon  hifi  heart  the  tbirliy  poiibns  pi^f. 
And  dram  the  facred  juice  of  life  away, 
Ko  kindly  floods  of  moilhirc  bathe  hh  tongue,       i^^S 
Mut  c leaving  ta  the  parched  roaf  k  hung. 
No  tnclLling^  drops  dLftili  no  dewy  fwtajt. 
To  cafe  his  ^vcary  Jimbs,  and  cool  the  raging  hnt. 
Nor  could  he  weep  I  ev'n  gntf  could  not  fupply        ^ 
Sutams  fof  the  mournful  oi&ce  of  his  tys^  > 

The  nerer- failing  fource  of  t^ar*  vpas  dsy.  3 

Frtn lie  be  flies,  and  with  a  carelefs  hand  -j 

Hurts  the  negle^^ed  eagle  on  the  lind  i  > 

Nor  hcar^,  nor mindi,  his  pitying  chier*  commmd.  ^ 
For  fpriug^  he  fecks,  he  digs,  be  proves  the  grotind* 
F^r  fprings>  10  viin,  explores  the  dcfert  rotind,     1*76*  ] 
For  cooling  dxianghts,  witich  might  their  aid  impart. 
And  quench  the  burning  ^enom  tn  bi»  heart. 
.  Plung'd  in  the  Tinais,  ihe  Rhone,  or  Po, 
Or  Nile,  whoie  wamiermg  Itreams  o'er  -ffi^rpt  £oWj ! 
StiU  would  he  rage,   ftill  wkh  the  fever  glow. 

And  Libya's  fun  afllfts  the  Dipfas'  fires. 
Now  every  where  for  drink,  in  vain  he  pries. 
Now  to  the  Syrts  and  briny  feas  he  flies  j 
The  briny  feas  delight,  but  feern  not  to  fuffice. 
Nor  yet  he  knows  what  ferret  plague  he  nursM, 
Nor  found  the  poifon,  but  bellev  d  it  thirft. 
Ofthirft,  and  thirft  alone,  he  itili  cojnplains, 
Ravingfor  thiril,  he  tears  his  fwclling  veins;  1290 

From  every  vefTel  drains  2  crimfcn  flood. 
And  quaffs  in  gteeJy  draughts  hii  vital  blood. 

This 
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This  Cato  faw,  and  .ftraight,  without  delay. 
Commands  the  legions  on  to  urge  their  way  j 
.  Nor  give  th'  enquiring  foldier  time  to  know  1295 

What  deadly  deeds  a  fatal  thirft  could  do. 

But  foon  a  fate  more  fad,  with  new  furprize. 
From  the  lirft  objefl  turns  their  wondering  eyes. 
Wretched  Sabellus  by  aSeps  was  ftung; 
Fix'd  to  his  leg,  with  deadly  teeth,  it  hung !  1300 

Sudden  the  foldier  fhook  it  from  the  wound, 
Transfix'd  and  nail'd  it  to  the  barren  ground. 
Of  all  the  dire  deftruftive  ferpent  race. 
None  have  fo  much  of  death,  though  none  are  lefs. 
For  ftraight,  around  the  part,  the  skin  withdrew, 
The  flefh  and  fhrinking  finews  backward  .flew, 
And  left  the  nakeS  bones  expos'd  to  view. 
The  fpreading  poifons  all  the  parts  confound. 
And  the  whole  body  finks  within  the  wound. 
The  brawny  thighs  no  more  their  mufcles  boaft,    13 10 
But,  melting,  all  in  liquid  filth  are  loft ; 
The  well-knit  groin  above,  and  ham  below, 
Mixt  in  one  putrid  ftream,  together  .flow  j 
The  firm  Peritonaeum,  rent  in  twain,  1 

No  more  the  prefling  entrails  could  fuftain,  L 

Lc  yields,  and  forth  they  fall,  at  once  they  gufh  amain.  J 
Small  relics  of  the  mouldering  mafs  were  left. 
At  once  of  fubftance,  as  of  form  bereft  j 
Diflfolv'd  the  whole  in  liquid  poifon  rai). 
And  to  a  naufeous  puddle  ftirunk  the  man.  1320 

Then  burft  the  rigid  nerves,  the  manly  breaft, 
And  all  the  texture  of  the  heaving  cheft ; 
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Refiftlefs  way  the  conquering  venom  made. 
And  fecret  nature  was  at  once  difplaj^d  j 
Her  facred  privacies  aH  open  lie  1 325 

To  each  prophane,  enquiring,  vulgar  eye. 
Then  the  broad  fhoulders  did  the  peft  invade. 
Then  o'er  the  valiant  arms  and  neck  it  fpread  j 
Laft  funk,  the  mind's  imperial  feat,  the  head. 
So  fnows  diflblv'd  by  fouthem  breezes  run,  1330 

So  melts  the  wax  before  the  noon-day  fun. 
Nor  ends  the  wonder  here  j  though  flames  are  known 
To  wafte  the  flefli,  yet  ftill  they  fpare  the  bone : 
Here  none  were  left,  no  leaft  remains  were  fecn ; 
No  marks  to  fliew,  that  once  the  man  had  been.    1335 
0£  all  the  plagues  which  curfe  the  I^ibyan  land, 
(If  death  and  mifchief  may  a  crown  demand) 
•  Serpent,  the  palm  Is  thine.     Tuoiigh  others  may 
Boaft  of  their  power  to  force  the  Ibul  away, 
'Yet  foul  and  body  both  become  thy  prey. 
A  fate  of  different  kind  Nafidins  found, 
A  burning  Prefter  gave  the  deadly  wound  ; 
And  ftraight  a  fiidden  flame  began  to  fpread. 
And  paint  his  \'ifage  with  a  glowing  red. 
With  fwift  expanfion  fwells  the  bloated  skin. 
Nought  but  an  undiftinguiflied  mafs  is  feen. 
While  the  fair  human  forin  lies  loft  within. 
The  pulfv  poifon  fpreads,  and  heaves  around. 
Till  all  the  man  is  In  the  mor.utr  cIrownM. 
No  more  the  iteelv  plate  his  breall  can  llay, 
£ut  y:clJs,  and  gives  the  buijling  pollon  way. 
Notwateixfo,  when  fre  the  rai^c  fupplles, 
Bubbling  cuVvoY%»\^\iQ\v\v^i,^;'o.v\klions  rlic  : 
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Nor  fwells  the  ftretching  canvas  half  fo  faft. 

When  the  fails  gather  all  the  driving  blaft, 

Strain  the  tough  yards^  and  bow  the  lofty  maft. 

The  various  parts  no  longer  now  are  known. 

One  headlefs  formlefs  heap  remains  alone ; 

The  feather'd  kind  avoid  the  fatal  feaft. 

And  leave  it  deadly  to  fome  hungry  beaft;  136© 

With  horror  feizM,  his  fad  companions  toO| 

In  hafte  from  the  unburyM  carcafe  flew  j 

LookM  back,  but  fled  again,  for  ftill  the  monftergrew. 

But  fertile  Libya  ftill  new  plagues  fupplies. 
And  to  more  horrid  monfters  turns  their  eyes,        1365 
Deeply  the  fierce  HaemorrhoVs  impreft 
Her  fatal  teeth  on  Tullus'  valiant  breaft, 
The  noble  youth :  with  virtue's  love  infpir'd. 
Her,  in  her  Cato,  followed  and  admirM  j 
MovM  by  his  great  example,  vow'd  to  (hare,         1370 
With  him,  each  chance  of  that  difaftrous  war. 
And  as  when  mighty  Rome's  fpc^ators  meet 
In  the  full  theatre's  capacious  feat. 
At  once,  by  fecret  pipes  and  channels  fed, 
Rich  tin£lures  gufti  from  tvery  antique  head  j        1375 
At  once  ten  thoufand  faffron  currents  flow, 
And  rain  their  odours  on  the  croud  below  : 
So  the  warm  blood  at  once  from  every  part 
Ran  purple  poifon  down,  and  drained  the  fainting  heart. 
Blood  falls  for  tears,  and  o'er  his  mournful  face    1380 
The  ruddy  drops  their  tainted  paflage  trace  ; 
Where-e'er  the  liquid  juices  find  a  way. 
There  ftrcamj  of  blood,  there  crimfon  rivers  tiny  t 
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His  mouth  and  gufblng  noftrils  pour  a  flood. 

An  J  ev'n  the  pores  ooze  out  the  trickling  bleed ;  13*5 

In  the  red  deluge  all  the  parts  lie  drown'd. 

And  the  whole  body  fecms  one  bleeding  wound. 

Lxvusy  a  colder  Afpic  bit,  and  ftraight 
His  blood  forgot  to  flow,  his  heart  to  beat ; 
Thick  r.iades  upon  his  eye-ii:i3  ftem'd  to  creep,     i39« 
And  lock  him  fall  in  everlaillng  flcep  : 
No  fenfe  of  pain,  no  torment,  did  he  know^ 
But  funk  in  llumbers  to  the  (hades  below. 

Not  fwifter  death  attends  the  noxious  juice. 
Which  dire  Sabjcan  Aconites  produce.  1*95 

Well  may  their  crafty  priells  divine,  and  wei] 
The  fate  which  they  themfelves  can  caufe,  forctel. 

Fierce  from  afar  a  darting  Javelin  ihot, 
(For  fuch,  the  ferpents  name  has  Afric  taught) 
A-'.d  throi!-h  unhappy  Piuli'.s"  ti^mples  flew;  j^zo 

Nor  j:::lbn,  l.v.i  1  v.c-.;.i,  :>e  :^l.i:cr  :Icw. 
No  {:iz:!:t  ibl'-.vir'r,  Tj  r.ri.i  r.one  v.=  "vr.ow, 
i^:cn^<  l\i-  the  i\i:-:  i!"^  :':rr.  c::::p:LL"J,  2re 
And  t!:e  :h-f:  !:!:.:"  rr^rith:  S;\:!:lir:  bcw 

A  b:.:i:::kbo:d  Murr-s  kiil'd  'n  viir.. 
And  r.=i^*d  it  t:>i:^c:  t.->  the  ihr.i"  pliin  j 
Alung  the  ipear  thj  :!:^:::-  v;?:::-:!  ran. 
And  Tuducr.,  r"r^:r.  the  v.-.>rj:i,  iL.z'd  the  nia:i  : 


...  I 


His  hind  : 


HI 


W.th  h.^  :..:  h.-i.  :  :.  :-":-:h-i  hf^  he  bc'-ht. 

Who  that  t!;.  .•:.r.  _.:>    "h::  rh—  lurv.yl, 
Would  :h-'::s  th:.:  :.:.  -y  .'.a:':  i.ii  >:all  cbcvf  ;>       14 
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Threatening,  he  rears  his  knotty  tail  on  high  j 
The  vail  Orion  thus  he  ^oomM  to  die;. 
And  fix'd  him,  his  proud  trophy  in  the  iky, 

.Or  could  we  the  Salpuga's  anger  dread^ 
Or  fear  upon  her  jlttie  ceil  to  tread  ? 
Yet  ihe  the  fatal  thre:ads  of  life  commands,  14%^ 

And  quickens  oft  the  Stygian  fillers*  hands, 
Purfued  by  dangers,  thus  they  pafs'd  away 
The  reliefs  night,  and  thus  the  cheerlejfs  day; 
JEv'n  earth  itfelf  they  fevM,  the  common  bed. 
Where  each  lay  dov«n  to  reft  his  weary  head  :         14*5 
There  no  kind  trees  their  leafy  couches  ftrow. 
The  lands  no  turf  nor  molTy  beds  beftow  j 
But  tir'd,  and  fsMQting  with  the  tedious  toil, 
■E^tpos'd  they  ileep  upon  the  fatal  foil. 
With  vital  heat  they  brood  upon  the  ground,         1430 
And  breathe  aJci'nd  attractive  vapour  round. 
While  chill,  with  colder  «ight's  ungentle  air. 
To  man's  warm  breaft  his  ihaky  foes  repair. 
And  find,  ungrateful  guefls,  a  ihelter  there. 
Thence,  freih  fupplies  of  poilpnous  rage  return,      1435 
And  fiercely  with. recruited  deaths  they  burp. 

Re  (lore,  thus  fadly  oft  the  foldier-faid, 
Reftore  Emathia's  plains,  from  whence  we  fled  j 
This  grace,  at  lead,  ye  cruel  gods  afford. 
That  we  may  fall  beneath  the  hoftile  fword.  1440 

The  Dipfa's  here. in  jCaefar's  triumph  fharc. 
And.  fell  Ceraftse  wage  his  civil  war. 
Or  let  us  hade  aw?.y,  prefs  farther  on, 
"Urge  our  bold  paflage  to  the  burning  zone. 
And  die  by  thofe  ethereal  flames  fjpne, 

E  c  K^^^'^^ 


I 


1 


I 


4it  R  O  W  E '  8    P  O  E  M  S. 

Afric,  thy  deferts  vtre  accufe  no  more. 

Nor  blame,  oh  rjatuix!  thy  creating  power: 

From  man  thou  ¥.-irely  didil  tberewild&  divide, 

And  for  thy  monllers  here  alooe  pruvide  j 

A  rtgion  v.'alle  and  void  of  z\\  bc£de. 

Thy  prudent  care  forbad  the  barrea  £eld. 

The  yellow  harveiVs  ripe  increafe  to  vieid  ; 

Man  and  his  labours  well  thou  didit  decy. 

And  bad'ft  him  from  the  land  of  pcilbns  fly. 

We,  impious  we,  the  bold  irruption  made  ;  1455 

We,  this  the  ferpenf  s  world,  did/irH  invade; 

Take  then  oiu*  lives  a  forfeit  for  the  crime. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  rurft  this  curfed  clime : 

What  god  foe'er,  that  only  lov'A  to  retgn. 

And  doft  the  commerce  of  mankind  difdain  $  14(9 

Who,  to  fecure  thy  horrid  empire's  bound, 

Kaft  fixr  the  Syrts,  and  tcnii  re-lms  an,u.  J  ; 

Heiethe  wiid  wa\e?,  ti.ere  tLc  t^iir.es  :"c_:cr.:r.-  briCth, 

And  nil'u  the  dreadful  middle  :'p2ce  with  dtJih. 

Behold,  to  thy  retreats  curzrni;  vc  l^.tr,  1465 

And  with  Rome's  civil  ii^t  prcj.harjc  tl;ti  r.trc  j 

Ev'n  to  thy  iTirr.c'i  ftats  vi.-  Itiive  tc  --^, 

And  leek  the  l;:r-it:  cf  the  v  Lr'.i  to  xr.v.v. 

Perhaps  mere  dire  events  cttc-rJ  us  yet ; 

New  deaths,  r.e.v  n.oni-wrs,  a.'A  v.e  jtc  to  meet.      i4;3 

Perhaps  to  thcie  far  Teas  clt  io;::ney  bencs. 

Where  to  the  waves  the  burr.ir.-  lun  dcicerds  ; 

Where,  mihing  hvaaior  ~  io\vn  heaven's  azure  ftcep, 

All  red  he  pliir.^es  :n  the  hiir.r.i:  dvep. 

Low  finks  the  p^-^le,  declining  frcir.  its  height,       1475 

And  fctir.v  to  "^ield  beneath  the  rapid  weight, 

Ncr 
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Nor  farther  laad^  from  fame  berfelf  are  known^ 
But  Mauritanian  Juba*$  realms  alone« 
Perhaps,  while,  raihly  daring,  on  we  pafs. 
Fate  may  dilcover  fome  more  dreadful  place  i        14S0 
Till,  late  repenting,  we  may  wilh  in  vain 
To  fee  thefe  ferpents,  and  thefe  iands  again* 
One  joy  at  leaft  do  thefe  fad  regions  give, 
Ev'n  here  we  know  'ti«  pofllble  to  livt  i 
That,  by  the  native  plagues,  we  may  perceive. 
Nor  afk  we  now  for  Afia's  gentler  day. 
Nor  now  for  European  funs  we  pray  j 
Thee,  Afric,  now,  thy  abfence  we  deplore. 
And  fadly  think  we  ne'er  Ihall  fee  thee  more. 
Say,  in  what  part,  what  climate,  art  thou  loft  I     1490 
Where  have  we  left  Gyrene's  happy  froft  ? 
Cold  flcies  we  felt,  and  frofty  winter  there, 
While  more  than  fummer  funs  are  raging  here. 
And  break  the  laws  of  the  well-order  d  year. 
Southward,  beyond  earth's  limits,  are  we  pofs'd)  1495 
And  Rome,  at  length,  beneath  our  feet  is  plac'd. 
Grant  us,  ye  gods,  one  pleafure  ere  we  die. 
Add  to  our  harder  fate  this  only  joy. 
That  Caefar  may  purfue,  and  follow  where  we  i 

Impatient,  thus  the  foldier  oft  complains,  1509 

And  feems,  by  telling,  to  relieve  his  pains. 
But  mod  the  virtues  of  their  matcblefs  chief 
Ijifpire  new  ftrength,  to  bear  with  ever)'  grief; 
AJl  night,  with  careful  thoughts  and  watchful  eyety 
On  the  bare  fands  expos'd  the  hero  liesj  1505 

In  every  place  alike,  in  every  hour. 
Dares  his  ill  fortune,  and  defies  her  power. 

E  c  2  Unwtar^'4. 
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XJnwcaryM  ftill,  his  common  care  attends 

On  every  fate,  and  chears  his  dying  friends  : 

With  ready  haftc  at  each  fad  call  he  flies,  151* 

And  more  than  hcaldi,  or  life  itfelf,  fupplies ; 

With  virtue's  nobleft  precepts  arms  their  fouls. 

And  ev'n  their  fonxw«,  like  his  own,  controls. 

Where-e'er  he  comes,  no  figns  of  grief  are  ihown  5 

Grief,  an  unmanly  weaknefs,  they  difown, 

And  fcom  to  figh,  or  breathe  one  parting  groan. 

Still  urging  on  his  pious  cares,  he  ftrove 

The  fenie  of  outward  evils  to  remove  $ 

And,  by  his  prefence,  taught  them  to  difdain 

The  feeble  rage  and  impotence  of  pain.  1510 

But  now,  fo  many  toils  and  dangers  paft. 
Fortune  grew  kind,  and  brought  relief  at  laft. 
Of  all  who  fcorching  Afric's  fun  endure. 
None  like  the  fwarth^'  Pfyllians  are  Iccure. 
Skiird  in  the  lore  of  powerful  herbs  and  charms,  152^5 
Them,  nor  the  ferptnt's  tooth,  nor  poifon  harms  j 
Nor  do  they  thus  In  arts  alone  excel,  ^ 

But  nature  too  their  blood  has  tempered  well,  > 

And  taught  with  vital  force  the  venom  to  repel.        ) 
With  healing  gifts  and  privileges  grac'd,  1530 

Well  in  the  land  of  ferj^ents  were  they  piacM  ; 
Tnice  with  the  dreadful  tyrant,  death,  they  have. 
And  border  fafely  on  his  realm,  the  grave. 
Such  is  their  confidence  in  truc-bom  blood. 
That  oft  with  afps  they  prove  their  doubtful  brood ; 
When  wanton  wives  their  jealous  rage  inflame,      1536 
The  new-bom  infant  clears  or  damns  tlie  damt  $ 
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If  Aibjefl  tp  the  wrathful  Terpen t's  wounds 

The  mother's  (hame  is  by  the  danger  founds  , 

But  if  unhurt  the  fearlefs  infant  laugh ;  H^ 

The  wife  is  honeft,  and  the  hufband  fafe. 

So  when  Jove's  bird,  on  fome  tall  cedar's  head> 

Has  a  new  race  of  generous  eaglets  bred^ 

While  yet  unplum'd,  within  the  neft  they  lie,. 

Wary  Ihe  turns  them  to  the  eaftem  iky  j 

Thcp  if,  unequal  to  the  god  of  day, 

Abafh'd  they  fhiink,  and  fhun  the  potent  ray, 

She  fpums  them  forth,  and  calls  them  quite  away ; 

But  if  with  daring  eyes  unmov'd  they  gaze, 

Withftand  the  light,  and  bear  the  golden  blaze  j    1550 

Tender  (he  broods  them  with  a  parent's  love. 

The  future  fervants  of  her  raafter  Jove. 

Nor  fafe  themfelves,  alone,  the  Pfyllians  arcy 

But  to  their  guefts  extend  their  friendly  care. 

Firll,   where  the  Roman  camp  is  mark'd,   around  7 

Circling  they  pafs,  then,  chanting,  charm  the  ground  r 

And  chace  the  ferpents  with  tlie  myftic  founc',  •  ^  • 

Beyond  the  farthell  tents  rich  fires  they  build. 

That  healthy  medicinal  odours  yield  j 

Tl^re  foreign  Galbanura  dilfolving  fries,  x  560 

And  crackling  flames  from  humble  Wall-wort  riiitj  . 

1  here  Tamariik,  which  no  green  leaf  adorns,  • 

And  there  the  fpicy  Syrian  Collofr  burns. 

There  Cenlory  I'upplies  the  wholefome  flame,  • 

That  from  Thefi*alian  Chiron  takes  its  namei        1565 

The  gummy  Larch-Tree,  and- the  Thapfos  there, 

Wound-worL  and  Maiden-weed,  perfume  the  air. 

E  e  ^  'W^x^ 
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There  tin*  large  bftmchw  of  tlie  long-iiy'd  hart. 
With  Soutlunj-woodj  their  odours  ftrong  imparl 
The  mongers  of  the  laod,  the  ferpetits  ftUg 
Fly  far  away,  and  fhtin  the  boftile  frtidi. 
Securely  thus  they  pafa  the  nights  awayi 
And  if  they  chance  to  meet  a  wound  by  < 
The  Pfyllhin  artifts  ftraight  their  QtiU  dJfplayT 
Then  drives  the  Leach  the  po%ifr  of  charms  to  Jl 
And  bravely  combat*  with  the  deadly  foe  : 
With  fpittlc  fir  ft,  he  marks  the  p:iii  around^ 
And  keeps  the  poifon  prifoner  in  the  wonnii^ 
Then  fudden  he  begins  the  magic  fong-, 
Ajid  rolls  the  numbers  ha%  o'er  hb  ton^e ; 
Swih  he  run  a  on  j  nor  paufes  once  fyr  breath, 
To  ilop  the  progFcfs  of  approach! rig  death  j 
lie  fears  the  c\ire  might  fu^cr  by  delay. 
And  life  be  loft  but  for  a  moment's  ftay* 
Thus  oft  J  though  deep  within  the  veins  it  lies, 
By  magic  numbers  chacM,  the  mi  I  chief  fiies  ; 
But  if  it  hear  too  flow,  if  ftill  it  ftay, 
And  fcoFn  the  potent  charmer  to  obey  i 
Wkli  forceful  iipa  he  fiiftens  on  the  wound^ 
Brains  out,  and  fpits  the  venom  to  the  ground- 
Thu*,  by  long  ufe  and  oft  txperiencc^taui^ht, 
lit  knows  from  whence  his  hurt  the  patient  got  i 
He  provrs  the  part  through  v/hi.h  the  poifon  pU 
And  knows  each  various  ftqieiu,  by  the  tiUe* 

The  wajTJors  thus  rtlievM,  amidft  their  pajim, 
Held  on  iheir  pafTage  through  the  ikiert  plains  : 
Aiji  DOW  tlieiilver  empiicfs  of  tiie  tii^ht 
Had  loft  I  a.ndt^\ct  tz%i\\k  i,Wi  \i^\t<si^*d  ligbt, 
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While  Cato,  wandering  o^er  the  wafteful  field. 

Patient  in  all  his  labours,  ihe  beheld.  i6oa 

^t  length  condensM  in  clods  the  fands  appear. 

And  (hew  a  better  foil  and  country  near : 

Now  from  afar  thin  tufts  of  trees  arife. 

And  fcattering  cottages  delight  their  eyes* 

But  when  the  foldier  once  beheld  agaia  1605 

The  raging  lion  (hake  his  horrid  mane. 

What  hopes  of  better  lands  his  foul  pofleft  I 

Whit  joys  he  felt,  to  view  the  dreadful  beaft! 

Leptis  at  left  they  reached,  that  neareft  lay, 

There  free  from  (h>rms,  and  the  fun*s  parching  ray, 

At  cafe  they  pafs'd  thewintcry  year  away. 

When  fated  with  the  joys  which  (laughters  yield, 
Retiring  Cxi'^v  left  £mathia*s  field  5 
His  other  cares  laid  by,  he  fought  alone 
To  trace  the  footfteps  of  his  flying  fon,  16 15 

Led  by  the  guidance  of  reporting  fame, 
Firli  to  the  Thracian  Hellefpont  he  came. 
Ilrre  young  Leander  pei'i(h'd  in  the  flood. 
And  here  tlie  tower  of  mournful  Hero  llood  i 
}I;?re,  with  a  narrow  ftream,  the  flowing  tide,        i6io 
Euiope,  from  wealthy  Afia,  does  divide. 
From  hence  the  curious  vi6lor  paifing  o'er, 
Adiairmg  fought  the  fam'd  bigsean  (hore. 
1  nerc  mi^hl  be  tombs  of  Grecian  chiefs  behoLl, 
Rt-nown  d  in  'acred  verie  by  bards  of  old.  467.5 

There  the  long  ruins  of  the  walls  appear'd. 
Once  by  great  Neptune,  and  Apollo,  rcar'd  : 
Tiicr.  Itood  old  Troy,  a  venerable  n:une  j. 
i  or  ever  cuiiiccratc  to  dcathltik  fauie« 

p.  e  ^  ^vjr« 
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Now  blafted  mofTy  trunks  with  branches  fear,        i6jo 

Brambles  and  wteds,  a  loathfome  foreft  rear  j 

Where  oBce,  in  palaces  of  regal  ftate. 

Old  Priam,  and  the  Trojan  princes,  fat. 

Where  temples  once,  ob  lofty  columns  bom, 

Majeftic  did  the  wealthy  town  adorn,  1635 

All  rude,  all  wafte  and  defolate  is  lay'd, 

And  even  the  ruin'd  ruins  are  decayM. 

Here  Caefar  did  each  ftory'd  place  furvey,  -| 

Here  faw  the  rock,  where,  Neptune  to  obey,  > 

Hcfione  was  bound  the  monftcr's  prey.  J 

Here,  in  the  covert  of  a  fccret  grove,    • 

The  bled  Anchifes  claTpM  the  queen  of  love  s 

Here  fair  Ocnone  play'd,  here  ftood  the  cave 

Where  Paris  once  the  fatal  judgment  gave  5 

Here  lovely  Ganymede  to  heaven  was  born,  1645 

Each  rock,  and  every  tree,  recording  tales  adorn. 

Here  all  that  does  of  Xanthus'  ftrcam  remain. 

Creeps  a  fmall  brook  along  the  dufty  plain. 

Whilft  cart  lei's  and  fecureiy  on  they  pafs, 

The  Phrygian  guide  forbids  to  prefs  the  grafsj  1650 

This  place,  he  laid,  for  ever  facrcd  keep. 

For  here  the  facred  bones  of  Heftor  deep. 

Then  warns  him  to  obferve,  where,  rudely  caft. 

Disjointed  ftones  lay  broken  and  defacM  : 

Here  his  lall  fate,  he  cries,  did  Priam  prove  ^        1655 

Here,  en  this  alter  of  Hercaean  Jove. 

O  poefy  divine  !  O  facred  for.g  ! 
To  thee,  bright  fame  and  length  of  days  belong; 
Thou,  godfJels  !  ll.ou  eternity  canlt  ^ive. 
And  bid  fecute  t\xti  moitail  hero  live.  1660 
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Nor,  Caefar,  thou  difdain,  that  I  rehearfe 

Thee,  and  thy  wars,  in  no  ignoble  verfe  5 

Since,  if  in  aught  the  Latian  Mufe  excelj 

My  name,  and  thine,  immortal  I  foretel  j 

Eternity  our  labours  fhall  reward,  1^65 

And  Lucan  flourifh,  like  the  Grecian  bard  j 

My  numbers  fhall  to  lateft  times  convey 

The  tyrant  Caefar,  and  Pharfalia's  day. 

When  long  the  chief  his  wondering  eyes  bad  caft, 
On  ancient  monuments  of  ages  paft  j  1670 

Of  living  turf  an  altar  ftraight  he  made,  ^ 

Then  on  the  fire  rich  gums  and  incenfe  laidj .  L 

And  thus,  fuccefsful  in  his  vows,  he  pray*d,  3 

Ye  (hades  divine  I  who  keep  this  facred  place, 
And  thou,  ^neas  !  author  of  my  race,  i^7S 

Ye  powers,  whoe'er  from  burning  Troy  did  come, 
Domeftic  gods  of  Alba,  and  of  Rome, 
Who  ftiJI  preferve  your  ruin'd  country's  name. 
And  on  your  altars  guard  the  Phrygian  flame  : 
And  thou,  bright  maid,  who  art  to  men  deny'd  5 
Pallas,  who  doft  thy  facred  priviledge  confide 
To  Rome,  aud  in  her  inmoft  temple  hide  ; 
Hear,  and  aufpicious  to  my  vows  incline, 
To  me,  the  greateft  of  the  Jirlian  line : 
Profper  my  future  ways  ;  and  lo  t  I  vow  j^'^g 

Your  ancient  ftate  and  honours  to  beftowj 
Aufonian  hands  fhall  Phrygian  wails  reftore. 
And  Rome  repay,  what  Troy  conferred  before. 
He  faid  j  and  hafted  to  his  fleet  away. 
Swift  to  repair  the  lofs  of  this  delay.  1690 


'] 


1  ne  coait  aeicry  a,  ne  waits  me  rmng  aa} 
Then  fafely  to  the  port  direfts  his  way. 
There  wide  with  crouds  o'erfpread  he  fees  t 
And  echoing  heai^s  the  loud  tumultuous  n 
Diftniftful  of  his  fate,  he  gives  command 
To  ftand  aloof,  nor  truil  the  doubted  lane 
When  lo !  a  meflenger  appears,  to  bring 
A  fatal  pledge  of  peace  from  Egypt's  kii 
Hid  in  a  veil,  and  clofely  cover'd  o'er, 
Pompcy's  pale  vifage  in  his  hand  he  bore. 
An  impious  orator  the  tyrant  fends, 
Who  thus,  with  fitting  words,  the  monftri 
mends. 
Hail !  firft  and  great  eft  of  the  Roman  i 
In  power  moft  mighty,  moft  renown 'd  in 
Hail !  rightly  now,  the  world's  unrivalM 
That  benefit  thy  Pharian  friends  afford. 
My  king  beftows  the  prize  thy  arms  have 
For  which  Pharfalia's  field,  in  vain,  was 
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Theti  Cafar,  with  this  coft'y  pledge  we  buy,         1720 

Thee  to  our  friendfliip,  with  this  vi^lim,  tie. 

JEgypfs  proud  fceptre  freely  then  receive. 

Whatever  the  fertile  flowing  Nile  can  give : 

Accept  the  treafures  which  this  deed  has  fpar'd  5 

Accept  the  benefit,  without  reward.  ly^S" 

Deign,  Caefar '  deign  to  think  my  royal  lord 

Woithy  the  aid  of  thy  viftorious  fword ; 

In  the  firft  rank  of  grcatnefs  fhall  he  ftand  5 

He,  who  could  Ponipey's  deftiny  command. 

Nor  frov^rn  difdainful  on  the  profFefd  fpoil,  1730 

Becaufe  not  dearly  bought  with  blood  and  toil  j 

But  think,  oh  think,  what  facred  ties  were  broke. 

How  friendihip  pleaded,  and  how  nature  fpoke  ; 

That  Pompey,  who  reftor'd  Auletes'  crown. 

The  father's  ancient  gueft  was  mnrderM  by  the  fon.  1735 

Then  judge  thyfelf,  or  aik  the  world  and  fame>. 

If  fervices  like  thefe  deferve  a  name. 

If  gods  and  men  the  daring  deed  abhor. 

Think,  for  that  reafon,  Caefar  owes  the  more ; 

This  h\ood  for  theft  though  not  hy  ikee,  wasfpiit;  1740 

Thou  haft  the  benefit,  and  we  the  guilt. 

He  fiid,  and  ftraight  the  horrid  gift  unveird, 
And  ftodfaft  to  the  gating  vi6tor  held. 
Changed  wiks  the  face,  defoim'd  with  death  aU  o'er, 
Pale,  ghaftly,  wan,  and  ftain'd  with  clotted  gore, 
Unlike  the  Pompey  Casfar  knew  before. 
He,  nor  at  firft  difdain'd  the  fatal  boon. 
Nor  ftarted  from  the  dreadful  fight  too  foon. 
Awhile  his  eyes  the  murderous  Icene  endure, 
Doubting  they  viewj  but  fliun  it,  whea  fecwv^,    'v-vs'^ 
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Andlecl6«  in  tears  the  Iwelling  joy  to  huXt 
Thus  the  ccrft  Pharian  tyrant's  hopes  we 
Thus  all  the  merit  of  his  gift  was  loft  5 
Thus  for  the  murder  Caefar's  thanks  were 
He  chofe  to  mourn  it,  rather  than  reward, 
He  who,  relentlefs,  through  Pharfalia  rod 
And  on  the  fenate's  mangled  fathers  trodi 
He  who,  without  one  pitying  figh,  beheld 
The  blood  and  flaughter  of  that  woeful  fie 
Thee,  murder'd  Pon)pty,  could  not  ruthl 
But  pay'd  the  tribute  of  his  grief  to  thee, 
Gh  myftery  of  fortune,  and  of  fate  ! 
Oh  ill-conforted  piety  and  hate  ! 
And  canft.thou,  Caefar,  tUen  thy  tears  afl 
To  the  dire  objeft  of  thy  vengeful  fwoixi  ? 
Didft  thou,  for  this,  devote  his  hoftile  he; 
P.urfue  him  living,  to  bewail  him  dead  ? 
Gould  not  the  gentle  ties  of  kindred  move 

Wprf  thoiT  nnf  tmirli'/l  vtifVi  thu  i'r%A    Tnlia 
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Thence  fall  thy  tears,  that  Ptolemy  has  done 
A  murder,  due  to  Cxfar's  hand  alone. 
What  fccret  fprings  foe'er  thefe  currents  know. 
They  ne'er,  by  piety,  weretaught  to  flow. 
Or  didft  thou  kindly,  like  a  careful  friend,  17^ 

Purfue  him  flying,  only  to  defend  ? 
Well  was  his  fate  dcny-d  to  thy  command ! 
Well  wis  he  fnatch'd  by  fortune  from  thy  hand  I 
'Fortune  withheld  this  glory  from  thy  name. 
Forbad  thy  pov¥er  to  fave,  and  fparM  the  Roman  fliamsw 

Still  he  goes  on  to  vent  his  griefs  aloud,  jj^ 

And  artful,  thus,  deceives  the  eafy  croud. 

Hence  from  my  fight,  nor  let  me  fee  thee  more  j 
■Haftf ,  to  thy  king  his  fatal  gift  reflore. 
At  C«far  have  you  aim'd  the  deadly  blow,  ^7SS 

And  wounded  Csefar  worfe  than  Pompey  now; 
The  cruel  hands  by  which  this  deed  was  done. 
Have  torn  away  the  wreaths  my  fword  had  won. 
That  nobleft  prize  this  civil  war  could  give. 
The  vi6lor's  right  to  bid  the  vanquifli'd  live.  1800 

Then  tell  your  king,  his  gift  fliall  be  repay.'d  j 
I  would  have  fent  him  .Cleopatra's  head  j 
But  that  he  wifhes  to  behoW  her  dead. 
How  has  he  dar*d,  this  ^gj'pts  petty  lord. 
To  join  his  murders  to  the  Roman  fword  ?  1895 

Did  I,  for  this,  in  heat  of  war,  diftain 
With  nobleft  blood  Emathia's  purple  plaioy 
To  licence  Ptolemy's  pernicious  reigpi  ? 
.Did  I  with  Pompey  fcom  the  world  to  fliare  ? 
.And  can  I  an..ZBgyptian  partqer  bear  ? 

•In 
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In  vsin  the  warlike  tninipet*s  drtadfal  ibund 
Hits  roui  d  the  Hitivtrfe  to  arms  around  i 
Vain  W3S  the  dock  of  nattona,  if  they  own, 
Now,  any  power  on  earth  hut  mine  alone. 
If  hither  to  your  tmpioiis  fhorcs  I  came,  iSif 

'Twas  to  afll'Jt  at  once  my  power  and  fame  ; 
Xef>  the  pa  It  fury  E  11^7  fko\)\d  have  fmdj 
Yoiir  tnmca  I  damn'd  not,  or  yoyr  armt  I  fled. 
Kor  think  to  fn.vni  before  me  and  deceive  j 
I  know  the  welcome  you  prepare  to  give,  r%%9 

TheJTiiiia'a  field  prefetves  me  from  your  hat«, 
JVnd  guards  the  vigor's  hemd  from  Pompcy'a  fate. 
What  ruin,  Gods  !  attended  on  my  anns, 
'  What  dangt;rB  unforefeen  !  what  waiting  harms  ! 
l^ofiipey,  and  Rome,  and  exik,  were  my  fear  j 
Bee  ycta  foyrth,  fee  Ptolemy  appear! 
The  boy-king*0  vengeance  loiters  in  the  trar. 
But  %ye  forgive  his  yauih,  and  hid  him  knotr 
Pardon  and  life's  tbemoft  wc  can  beftow. 
For  you,  the  meaner  herd,  with  rttes  divine,  1S30 

And  pibbs  cares,  the  warrior's  head  inihrine : 
Atone  with  penitence  the  injured  fhade, 
Anddet  his  afhes  in  their  urn  be  laid  j 
PleasM,  Ifct  his  ghoft  lamenting  Caefar  know, 
Andfeelmyprefence  here,ev'n  in  therealms  below,  1135 
Oh,  what  a  day  of  joy  was  loft  to  Rome, 
When  haplefs  Pompey  did  to  -ffigypt  come  ! 
When,  to  a  father  and  a  friend  unjuft. 
He  rather  chofe  the  Pharian  boy  to  truft. 
The  wretched  world  that  lofs  of  peace  fhall  rue,     1^40 
•Of  peace,  which  from  our  friendfliip  might  enfue  : 

But 
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But  thus  the  gods  their  hard  decrees   have  made  5 

In  vain,  for  pcacci  and  for  repofe,  I  pray'd  ; 

In  vain  implor'd,  that  wars  and  rage  might  end, 

That,  fuppliant-lilce,  I  might  to  Pompey  bend. 

Beg  him  to  live,  and  once  more  "be  my  friend. 

Then  had  my  labours  met  their  juft  reward. 

And,  Pompey,  thou  in  all  my  glories  Ihar'dj 

Then,  jars  and  enmities  all  pail  and  gone. 

In  plcafure  had  the  peaceful  years  rolled  on  j  1850 

All  fhould  forgive,  to  make  the  joy  complete  ; 

Thou  (houldft  thy  harderiate,  and  Rome  my  wars  forget. 

Faft  falling  ftill  the  tears,  thus  fpoke  the  chief. 
But  found  no  partner  in  the  fpecious  grief. 
Oh  I  glorious  liberty  !  when  all  (hall  dare  1855 

A  face,  unlike  their  mighty  lord,  to  wear  ! 
Jiach  in  his  bread  the  rifing  forrow  kept. 
And  thought  it  fafc  to  laugh,  though  Cacfar  wept. 


LUCAN^S 


iU  CAN'S     PHARSALIJL 

I  E     O    O     K      X. 

TliE    ARGUMENT. 

^aefir,  upon  \m  at  rival  in  -/Egypt,  finds  Ftohmw 
engaged  in  a  quaiTcJ  with  his  Gil^i'  Cltopatni 
whom,  at  the  mftig.^tiH^n  of  Pljctihus^  and  hU 
other  tvil  counfiiitora,  he  hatl  deprived  of  her  flia;e 
in  the  kingdom,  and  irnprtionea  :  ilie  finds  means 
to  efcape,  comtrs  pnvately  to  Carfar,  and  puts  hcr- 
feif  tinder  his  prot^itin.  C^ciir  interpelcs  in  the 
-^uarrdj  snd  reconciles  tbern-  They  in  rtiuin  en- 
tertain him  with  great  niagnificcnce  and  imury  at 
the  Royal  Palace  in  AJexandria,  At  this  fejsJt 
C:efar,  who  at  his  fidt  ^nWdi  had  vifite^  the  toiiab 
of  Alnc antler  the  Great,  and  whatever  tlfc  was 
curi-Qus  in  that  city,  einqviirtiS  of  the  chief  piieft 
Achoveus,  and  is  by  hii>i  informed  of  the  couric 
of  the  Nile,  its  floated  increall'  and  decrease,  wiiJi 
thefevcral  c^ufts  tha;  hnd  been  tiil  that  time  afllgnci 
for  it.  In  the  mean  time  Photiniis  writes  privately 
to  Achillas,  to  dravtf  the  army  to  Alexandria,  and 
forprize  Csefar;  this  he  immediately  perform^  aitd 
hefieges  the  palace,  Ent  Car  far,  having  i'et  t  hi  city 
and  many  ot  the  j^gjptiaa  I  hips  on  firt^,  cfeapes  to 
the  jfland  and  Tosver  of  F^aros,  carrying  the  ycM^ng 
king  and  Photinus,  whom  be  ftiil  kept  in  his  power 
"With  him  5  there  having  difcovered  the  treachery  ^f 
PhotimiSj  he  puts  him  to  death.  At  the  l^ime  time 
Arlinoe,  Ptolemy's  younger  iifletj  having  by  tht 
-advice  of  her  tutor,  the  eunuch  Ganymedes,  af- 
fumed  the  regal  authority,  orders  Achillas  to  be 
killed  likewife,  and  renews  the  war  agalnll  Caefar. 

Upon 
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Upon  the  mole  between  Pharos  and  Alexandria  he 
is  encompafled  by  the  enemy,  and  very  near  being 
flain,  but  at  length  breaks  through,  leaps  into  the 
Tea,  and  with  his  ufual  courage  and  good  fortune 
fwims  in  fafety  to  his  own  fleet. 

SO O N  as  the  viftor  reach'd  the  guilty  fhore. 
Yet  red  with  ftains  of  murdered  Pompey's  gore. 
New  toils  his  ftill  prevailing  fortune  met. 
By  impious  Egypt's  genius  hard  befet. 
The  ftrife  was  now,  if  this  detefted  land 
Should  own  imperial  Romeo's  fupreme  command. 
Or  C»far  bleed  beneath  fome  Pharian  hand* 
But  thou,  oh  Pompey  i  thy  diviner  (hade. 
Came  timely  to  this  cruel  father's  aid  | 
Thy  influence  the  deadly  fword  withftood,  i# 

Nor  fufferM  Nile,  again,  to  blufh  with  Roman  blood« 
Safe  in  the  pledge  6f  Pompey,  flain  fo  late. 
Proud  Caefar  enters  Alexandria's  gate : 
Eniigns  on  high  the  long  proceflion  lead  j 
The  warrior  and  his  armed  train  fucceed.  le 

Meanwhile,  loud-mnrmuring,  the  moody  throng 
Behold  his  Fafces  borne  in  ftate  along  : 
Of  innovations  fiercely  they  complain. 
And  fcornfully  reje^  the  Roman  reign> 
Soon  faw  the  chief  th'  untoward  bent  they  take,       tm 
And  found  that  Pompey  fell  not  for  his  fake. 
Wifely,  howe'er,  he  did  his  fecret  fear. 
And  held  his  way,  with  well-difTembled  chear. 
Carelefs,  he  runs  their  gods  and  temples  o'er. 
The  monuments  of  Macedonian  power)  i^ 

Ff  But 
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Biit  neithfT  god,  tior  fhnnt,  nor  myftic  me. 
Their  city,  nor  htr  wills,  his  foul  delight; 
Their  caves  beneath  his  fincy  chiefly  ledj 

rTo  fcarch  the  gloomy  inaDfions  of  the  dead  i 
Thither  wiih  fecret  pUafure  he  defcends, 
JVtid  to  the  guide's  recording  t^le  attends. 

There  the  yy.ii>  youtli  who  made  the  world  his  pri^e^ 
That  prorperous  robber,  Alexanderp  liea- 
'When  pitying  death,  at  length,  had  freed  raarjkind. 
To  facrcd  reft  his  bones  were  here  confignM  :  jj 

■Hh  bgnea,  that  better  had  been  tofsM  and  huri'J, 

.  With  [uft  contempt,  around  the  injni*d  world. 

^  Sut  Fortune  fpar'd  the  dead  ;  and  pardal  Fate, 
For  ages,  fixM  his  Pharian  empire"!  datc- 
If  e'er  our  long-loft  liberty  retura,  40 

That  carcafe  is  referred  for  public  Icom  ; 
Kmy,  it  remains  a  monument  confeft, 
►How  one  proud  man  could  lord  it  o'er  the  reft. 
To  Macedonj  a  corner  of  the  earthy 
The  vaft  ambitious  fp oiler  ow'd  his  birth  s  45 

There,  foon,  he  fcorn'd  his  father's  humbler  rejgn. 
And  viewM  his  vanquiihM  Atliens  with  difdain, 
DH^r'n  headlong  on^  by  Paten's  refiftlels  force. 
Through  AfiaVs  realms  he  .took  hi*  dreadful  courft : 
His  ruLhlefs  fword  laid  fiuman  Niituire  wafte,  50 

-And  defolation  followed  where  he  pafs*d. 
Red  Ganges  blufh'd,  and  fam'd  Euphrates'"  fioodj 
With  Periian  this,  and  that  with  Indim  blood. 
Such  is  the  bolt  which  angry  Jove  eroploys, 
When^  uadiftin^iihing,  his  wrath  deilroy^ :  55 
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Such  to  mankind,  portentous  meteors  rife. 

Trouble  the  gazing  earth,  and  blaft  the  flues. 

Nor  flanic,  nor  flood,  his  reftlefs  rage  withftand. 

Nor  Syrts  unfaithful,  nor  the  Libyan  fand  : 

O^er  waves  unknown  he  meditates  his  way,  i% 

And  feeks  the  boundlei's  empire  of  the  fea  $ 

Ev'n  to  the  utmoft  weft  he  would  have  gonc» 

Where  Tethys'  lap  receives  the  fetting  funj 

Around  each  pole  his  circuit  would  have  made. 

And  drunk  from  fecret  Nile's  remoteft  head. 

When  nature's  hand  his  wild  ambition  ftay'd. 

With  him,  that  power  his  pride  had  lov'd  £0  well. 

His  monftrous  univerfal  empire,  fell : 

No  heir,  no  juft  fuccefibr  left  behind. 

Eternal  wars  he  to  his  friends  affign'd. 

To  tear  the  world,  and  fcramble  for  mankind. 

Vet  ftiil  he  dyM  the  niaftrer  of  his  fame. 

And  Parthia  to  I'ne  laft  reverM  his  name  : 

The  liauglity  j£aft  from  Greece  receiv'd  her  doom, 

With  Icwcr  homage  than  ihe  pays  to  Rome.  75 

Though  from  the  frozen  pole  our  empire  run. 

Far  as  the  journeys  of  the  fouthern  fun  5 

In  triumph  though  our  conquering  eagles  fly, 

Mr'here-eer  foft  Zephyrs  fan  the  weftern  (ky 5 

Still  to  the  haughty  Parthian  muft  we  yield,  S# 

And  mourn  the  lofs  of  Carrae's  dreadful  field  1 

Still  fliall  the  race  untam'd  their  pride  avow, 

And  lift  thofe  heads  aloft  which  Fella  taught  to  bow. 

From  Cafium  now  the  bcardlcfs  monarch  came, 
To  quench  tl;e  I'Jndling  Alexandrian's  flame,  t; 

V  f  z  Tb' 


I     Th'  unwarlike  rabble  foon  the  tunnTilt  ceafe,         ^n 
An  J  b^f  their  king-,  ncmaios  the  pledge  of  peace  | 
When,  veil'd  in  fecrecj',  and  dark  djfguifc,  J 

To  mighty  Caefar,  Cleopatra  flies.  J 

Won  by  perfuafive  gold,  and  rich  reward,  T 

Ker  keeper's  hand  ht^r  prifon  ^tes  unbarr'd^  > 

I     And  a  ij^ht  galley  for  her  flight  prepar'd*  j 

I     Ob  I  fatal  foiTuI  thy  native  Mgypt  ftiamel 
Thou  lewd  prrdition  of  the  Latian  name ! 
How  wert  ihou  doomM  our  fuvtes  to  incrcafe,  95 

And  be  wh^t  Helen  was  to  Troy  and  Greece  t 

[     When  with  an  hoft,  from  vile  Can  opus  led. 
Thy  vengeance  airnM  at  great  Auguflua'  head  j 
When  thv  fhriU  timbjel's  found  was  heard  from  far. 
And  Rome  hcrfelf  ihook  at  tlie  coming  war ;  100 

When  doubtful  fortune j  near  Leucadia's  Itrand, 
Suipended  long-  the  world'^  fupreme  command. 
And  almolt  gavo  it  to  a  woman's  hand* 
Such  daring  courage  fwclls  her  wanton  hearty 
While  Roman  lovers  Raman  fires  impart :  105 

Glowing  alike  with  greatnefs  and  delight. 
She  rofe  ftill  bolder  from  each  guilty  night. 
Then  blame  me,  haplefs,  Antony,  no  more. 
Loft  and  undone  by  fatal  beauty's  power  j 
If  Caefar,  long  inur'd  to  rage  and  arms,  110 

Submits  his  ftubborn  heart  to  thofe  foft  charms  5 
If,  reeking  from  Emathia's  dreadful  plain. 
And  horrid  with  the  blood  of  thoufands  flain. 
He  finks  lafcivious  in  a  lewd  embrace. 
While  Pompey's  ghaftly  fpedlre  haunts  the  place.    115 
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If  Julia's  chafteft  name  he  can  forget. 

And  raife  her,  brethren  of  a  baftard  (et| 

If  indolently  he  permits,  from  far. 

Bold  Cato  to  revive  the  fainting  war ; 

If  he  can  give  away  the  fruit5i  of  blood,  12^ 

And  fight  to  make  a  ftrumpet*s  title  good. 

To  him,  difdaining  or  to  feign  a  tear. 
Or  ipread  her  artfully  diibevelM  hair. 
In  comely  forrow's  decent  garb  array*d. 
And  trufting  to  her  beauty's  certain  aid. 
In  words  like  thefe  began  the  Pharian  maid. 

If  loyal  birth  and  the  Lagaean  name. 
Thy  favouring  pity,  greateft  Caefar,  claim, 
Kedrefs  my  wrongs,  thus  humbly  I  implore. 
And  to  her  (late  an  injurM  queen  reftore.  130 

Here  fhed  thy  jufter  influence,  and  rife 
A  (lar  aufpicious  to  /Egyptian  flues. 
Nor  is  it  fh^nge  for  Pharos  to  behold 
A  woman's  temples  bound  with  regal  gold  s 
No  laws  our  fofter  fex's  powers  reflrain,  131 

But  undiilinguifh'd  equally  we  reign. 
Vouchfafe  my  royal  father's  will  to  read. 
And  learn  what  dying  Ptolemy  deci-eed  i 
My  jufl  pretenfions  fland  recorded  there. 
My  brother's  empire  and  his  bed  to  fhare«  140 

Nor  would  (he  gentle  boy  his  love  refufe, 
Did  curs*d  Pothinus  leave  him  free  to  choofe  j 
But  now  in  vafTalage  he  holds  his  crown, 
Ar4d  a£ls  by  power  and  pafTions  not  his  own. 
yor  is  my  foul  on  empire  fondly  fet,  145 

But  could  with  eafe  my  royal  ri^hu  (ot\M(X\ 
Ff  1 
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So  ihtm  the  tbro^tfrom  vilt  diflionou^  &??, 

Kcftore  tbe  cmlirr,  and  depofe  the  flave, 

WbM  fcom,  what  pfidc,  his  haughty  bofom  fwetF, 

$Utr(  It  hi«  biddinv;^,  Roman  PoTiipty  fell  f  i^ 

(Ev^n  nc»w,  which  oh  (  ye  righteoiis  gods,  avert » 

lih  fword  U  IrrclM  at  thy  iJoHc  heari) 

Thou  and  msnlcmd  3r«  wrvn^^d,  when  he  ffaall  djurv 

Or  m  thy  [>rJie,  or  in  thy  erirae  to  fliare. 

In  varn  her  words  the  warrior's  ears  ^.tfaird,         155 
H^d  not  her  fact  beyond  her  tongue  prevaii'd  j 
Krorn  Ibcrfec  rcfiftbfs  eloquence  fhe  draws, 
And  with  the  fWtet  perfua/iun  gains  her  canff- 
iiis  ftvjbbofn  heart  dliTdvts  in  ioofc  deli^hr^ 
And  gran ttf  her  fmt J  for  one  lafcivious  night,  i£o     I 

^gypt  and  Caefar,  now,  in  peace  agreed. 
Riot  and  feafting  to  the  war  Ibccecd  : 
The  wanton  queen  difphys  her  wia]thy  ftort, 
Exccfs  unknown  to  frugal  Rome  before* 
Rich,  as  fome  fine  by  kvifli  zealots  rearM,  tij 

Tor  the  proud  banquet,  flood  the  halJ  prt^par'd  : 
Thick  golden  plates  the  latent  tiam.^  infold. 
And  the  high  roof  was  fretted  o'er  v/ith  gold : 
Of  foUd  marble  all,  the  walls  were  made. 
And  onyx  ev'n  the  meaner  floor  inhy'd  ^  )  j^ 

While  porphyry  and  agat,  round  the  conn* 
In  mafiy  columns,  rofe  a.  proud  fupport. 
Of  folid  ebcny  each  poft  was  wrought. 
From  fwarthy  Mcroe  profufely  brought : 
With  ivoi-y  was  the  entrance  cruflcd  o'er,  17^ 

Aod  polifti'd  iQitoife  hid  each  ihlning  door  | 
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While  on  the  cloudy  fpots  enchas'd  was  fcen 
The  lively  emerald's  never-fading  green. 
Within,  the  royal  beds  and  couches  fhone. 
Beamy  and  bright  with  many  a  coftly  flone»         i99 
Jn  glowing  purple  rich  the  coverings  liej 
Twice  had  they  drunk  the  nobleU  Tyrian  dye  s 
Others,  as  Pharian  artifts  have  the  (kill 
To  mix  the  party-colour'd  web  at  will, 
With  winding  trails  of  various  filks  were  made,    1I5 
Where  branching  gold  fet  off  the  rich  brocade* 
Around,  of  every  age,  and  choicer  form. 
Huge  crouds,  whole  nations  of  attendants  fwarm » 
Some  wait  in  yellow  rings  of  golden  hair, 
The  vanquifli'd  Rhine  (bew'd  Caefar  none  fo  fair:  i^ 
Others  were  feen  with  fwarthy  woolly  heads,. 
Black  as  eternal  night's  uncharging  fhades. 
Here  fquealing  eunuchs,  a  difmember'd  train,- 
Lament  the  lofs  of  genial  joys  in  vain  : 
There  nature's  nobleft  work,  a  youthful  band,        195 
In  the  full  pride  of  blooming  manhood  ftand^ 
All  duteous  on  the  Pharian  princes  wait. 
The  princes  round  the  board  recline  in  ftate. 
With. mighty  Caefar,  more  than  princes  great. 
On  ivory  feet  the  citron  board  was  wrought,  torn 

Richer  than  thofe  with  captive  Juba  brougiit. 
With  eveiy  wile  ambitious  beauty  tries 
To  fix  the  daring  Roman's  heart  her  prize. 
Her  brother's  meaner  bed  and  crown  ftie  fcorns. 
And  with  fierce  hopes  for  nobler  empire  burns  i       105. 
Collefts  the  mifchiefs  of  her  wanton  eyes, 
And  her  faint  checks  v\rith  dce^t  lo^tt  ^^^*\ 
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I  V^midll  the  braidings  of  hsr  flowing  hair, 
I  The  ipoils  of  iiinent  rocks  mid  fhclU  appt^ar  g 
|I.ike  midnight  llars^  ten  thoi^f^nd  diamonds  deck  ii« 
[  The  comely  nfmg  of  her  graceful  neck  ; 
bdf  wondrDus  work,  a  thin  tranfparent  lawn 
O'^er  each  foft  brcaft  in  decency  was  drawn  ; 
'  Whcr*  ftill  by  turns  tht?  pairting  threads  withdrew. 

And  aU  the  panting  bclbm  rofe  to  view.  %iS 

I  Her  robe  J  her  every  part,  her  air,  confefs 
[.The  power  of  female  ikill  cxhaufted  jn  her  drefs- 
I'Fantaftk  madnefs  of  unthinking  pride, 
Toboafi  that  wealth,  which  piiidence  flrives  to  hide  ( 
Jn  Civil  Wars  fuch  trcafures  to  di^lay,  tto 

And  tempt  a  foldier  with  the  hopes  of  prey  ! 
Had  Cxfar  not  been  Ciefar,  impiou$j  bold. 
And  ready  to  lay  wafte  the  world  for  gold. 
But  juft  as  aU  our  frugal  names  of  old  j 
This  wealth  could  Curins  m  Fabncius  know. 
Or  ruder  Cincinnatus  from  the  plow, 
A«  CaefaTj  they  had  feizM  th&  mighty  fpoil. 
And  to  inrich  their  Tiber  robh'd  the  Nile- 
Uow,  by  a  tram  of  flaves,  the  various  fcaft 
In  tnafiy  gold  magnificent  was  plac^'d  : 
Whatever  earth,  or  aiCj  or  feas  afford. 
In  va/l  prof  a  lion  crowns  the  labouring  board » 
J*or  dainties,  j^gypt  every  hnd  explores. 
Nor  fpares  thofe  very  gods  her  zeal  adores. 
The  Nile's  fweet  wave  capacious  cryftals  pour. 
And  gems  of  price  the  grapes  delicious  ftore  j 
No  growth  of  Mareotis'  mai-fhy  fields. 
But  fucVi  a%  M w4  TQa.\.>ax^x  ^\sXd&% 
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Where  the  warm  fun  the  racy  juice  refines, 

And  mellows  into  age  the  infant  wines.  24^ 

With  wreaths  of  Nard  the  guefts  their  temples  bind. 

And  blooming  rofes  of  immortal  kind  $ 

Their  dropping  locks  with  oily  odours  flow, 

Recent  from  near  Arabia,  where  they  grow : 

The  vigorous  fpices  breathe  their  ftrong  perfume,      245 

And  the  rich  vapour  fills  the  fpacious  room. 

Here  Cefar  Pompey's  poverty  difdain'd. 
And  learned  to  wafte  that  world  his  arms  bad  gain'd. 
He  faw  th'  Egyptian  wealth  with  greedy  eyes, 
And  wi(h'd  fome  fair  pretence  to  feize  the  prize.     %$^ 
Sated  at  length  with  the  prodigious  feaft. 
Their  weary  appetites  from  riot  ceas'd  j 
When  Caefar,  curious  of  fome  new  delight. 
In  convcrfation  fought  to  wear  the  night : 
Then  gently  thus  add  reft  the  good  old  prieft,  i$$ 

Reclining  decent  in  his  linen  veft. 
O  wife  Achoreus  !  venerable  feer  t 
Whofe  age  befpeaks  thee  heaven* s  peculiar  care. 
Say  from  what  origin  thy  nation  fprung, 
Wliat  boundaries  to  ^gypt^s  land  belong  ?  260 

What  are  thy  people*s  cuftoms,  and  their  modes. 
What  rites  they  teach,  what  forms  they  give  their  godft  ? 
Each  ancient  (acred  myftery  explain. 
Which  monumental  fculptures  yet  retain* 
Divinity  difdains  to  be  confinM,  265 

Fain  would  be  known,  and  reverencM  by  mankind. 
*Tis  faid,  thy  holy  predeceffbrs  thought 
Cecropian  Plato  worthy  to  be  taught  t 
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^t      *  X  o  w  E*  s  p  o  E  ivr  s. 

And  Aire  the  fage*  of  yo^r  fchools  have  known 

No  fovl  mmt  formM  for  fcitiict  iban  my  own*        »7* 

FiTJie  of  my  potent  rivara  flighty  'tis  inif. 

To  this  your  Phifmn  fiiart  iny  journey  drew  ^ 

Yet  know,  the  love  of  learmtig;  ltd  me  too< 

Jn  all  the  hTiffits  cf  tumultuous  war, 

Tbe  ftarsj  the  ^ods,  and  heavens,  were  itill  mj 

Nor  fliall  my  fi^iH  to  iix  the  rolling  ytar 

Inferior  to  Ecdo<xT!s'  art  a;pj>eir. 

Long  has  my  curious  foulp  from  etirly  youth| 

TojiM  in  the  noble  fearch  of  facrcd  trnth  i 

Ytt  ftiiJ  no  Tievv$  hive  urg'd  my  srdour  more/        aS^ 

Than  Nik*s  remote  A  fouotaln  to  explore, 

Then  fay  what  fotirce  the  famous  ftream  Aippli^s, 

And  bids  it  at  revolving  peiiods  rife ; 

Shew  ine  that  head  from  whence^  fmce  time  begiin. 

The  long  JtJccelTion  cf  his  waves  has  run  j  7.%^ 

This  let  me  know^  and  all  my  toih  fiisU  ceaft. 

The  (word  be  flicath'dj  and  earth  be  bit  ft  with  peace 

The  warrior  fpokej  and  thus  the  feer  rcply'd: 
Kor  (halt  thou,  mighty  Csefar,  be  dcny'd. 
©«r  fues  foi^d  all,  but  themfelves,  to  know,        2^ 
And  kept  with  care  profaner  laymen  h)w : 
My  fonl,  I  own,  more  gencroufly  InclinM» 
Would  let  in  daylight  to  inform  the  blind. 
Nor  would  I  truth  in  myfteries  reftrabi. 
But  make  the  gods,  their  power,  and  precepts,  plain ;  295 
Would  teach  their  miracles,  would  fpread  their  praife^ 
And  well-taught  minds  to  juft  devotion  raife. 
Know  then,  to  -AY  \JcvQfe  ^-ax^,  ^^  wgiture  driven         1 
In  oppofitiotv  to  itNoWvc^^V^vq^w^  ^ 

Some  one  pec^Vvax  vw'^xj.^vv^'i  >«^^  iv^ww.  ^. 
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The  fun  tlie  fe^fon*  of  the  year  fupplies, . 

And  bids  the  evening  and  the  morning  rife; 

Commands  the  planets  with  fupcrior  foste^ 

And  keeps  each  wandering  light  to  hi»  appointed  courftf. 

The  filver  moon  o'er  briny  feas  prefidcs,   .  305 

And  heaves  huge  ocean  with  alternate  tides, 

Saturn's  cold  rays  in  icy.  climes  prevail  f 

Mars  rules  the  winds,  the  Aorm,  and  rattling  hail  $ 

Where  Jove  afcends»  the  ikies  are  ftill  ferene  3 

And  fruitful -Venus  is  the  genial  queen  :  310? 

While  every  limpid  fpring,  and  falling  ihieamj 

Submits  to  Radiant  Hermes'  reigning  beam« 

When  in  the  Grab  the  hunaid  ruler  itaats, 

And  to  the  fultry  Lion  near  inclines. 

There  fix'd  immediate  o'er  Nile's  latent  fwjrct,       315 

He  ftrikei  the  watery  fiores  with  ponderous  force  j 

Nor  can  the  flood  bright  Maia's  fon  wirhftand, 

But  heaves,  like  ocean  at  the  moon's  command  j 

His  waves  aicend,  obedient  at  the  feas, 

And  reach  their  deftin'd  height  by  juft  degrees.       12% 

Nor  to  its  bank  returns  th'  enormous  tide. 

Till  Libra's  equal  fcales  the  days  and  nights  divide* 

Antiquity,  unknowing  and  deceiv'd. 

In  dreams  of  Ethiopian  fnows  believed  : 

From  hills  they  taught,  how  melting  currents  ran,  325 

When  the  firft  fwe lling  of  the  flood  began. 

But,  ah,  how  vatn  the  thought!  no  Boreas  there 

In  icy  bonds  con  drains  the  wintery  year. 

But  fultry  fouthsni  winds  eternal  reign, 

Aad  fcorching  Xiini  the  fwvthy  na^>i««  ^ck^tl*         ^^^ 
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I  Yet  moTtf  whatever  flood  ihe  froit  congeal 5, 
Melta  a«  the  geitisJ  fpjring's  return  he  feels  i  ^HM 

1  •  W  h  ile  N  i  U>  r^d  u  n  d  anr  waters  ne  ver  ri  k ,  1^1 

Till  the  hot  Dog  infiames  the-  ibmmer  fldes  ; 
^GT  to  his  banks  hia  Shrinking  ilream  confines,        335 
Till  high  in  heaven  th'  autumnal  hal&nce  ihinei^ 
Unlike  his  watery  hiethren  he  pi^fides. 
And  by  new  kws  his  liquid  empire  guides, 
Jrom  dropping  ftafons  rro  increaje  be  knows, 
Nor  fteis  the  fleecy  flvowcrs  of  melting  fnowBi         34,© 
His  river  fwelh  not  idly,  ere  the  land 
The  timely  office  of  his  waves  demand  ; 
,But  knows  bis  lot,  by  Providence  aflign'd. 
To  cool  the  feafon,  and  rcfrefli  tnaukind. 
Whene'er  the  Lion  flicds  his  fires  around,  345' 

^nd  Cancer  hums  Syenc^s  parching  ground ;  '^ 

Tlien,  at  the  prayer  of  niiiions,  comes  the  Nile, 
And  kindly  tempers  up 'the  mouldering  foil. 
Nor  from  the  plains  the  covering  god  retreats, 
Till  the  rude  fervour  of  the  fides  abates }  350 

Till  Phoebus  into  milder  autumn  fades, 
And  Meroa  projects  her  lengthening  fliadet. 
Nor  let  inquiring  fcepticks  aik  the  caufe» 
*Tis  Jove  s  command,  and  tbefe  are  Nature^s  laws. 

Others  of  old,  as  vainly  too,  have  thought  355 

By  weftern  winds  the  fpreading  deluge  brought  j 
While  at  £x*d  times,  for  many  a  day,  they  laft, 
Poflefs  the  Ikies^  and  drive  a  conftant  blaft  $ 
CoIIe6led  clouds  united  Zephyrs  bring,  ^ 

And  (hed  huge  rains  from  many  a  dro^isg  wing,    > 
Tp  heave  tVvt  iloo^)  «sA^i«0\>5b:  ^asMWodling  f^ing.  j 
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Or  when  the  airy  brethren's  ftedfaft  force 

Refifts  the  nifhing  current's  downwai-d  courfe» 

Backward  he  rolls  indignant,  to  his  head  : 

While  o'er  the  plains  his  heapy  waves  are  fpread.    365 

Some  have  believM,  that  fpacious  channels  go 
Through  the  dark  entrails  of  the  earth  below ; 
Through  thefe,  by  turns,  revolving  rivers  pafs. 
And  fecretly  pervade  the  mighty  mafs  5 
Through  thefe  the  fun,  when  from  the  north  he  flies,  370 
And  cuts  the  glowing  ^thiopic  ikies, 
From  diftant  ftreams  attrafls  their  liquid  ftores. 
And  through  Nile's  fpring  th'  aflfemblcd  waters  pours : 
Till  Nile,  o>r-burden'd,  difembogues  the  load. 
And  fpews  the  foamy  deluge  all  abroad.  375 

Sages  there  have  been  too,  who  long  maintained. 
That  ocean's  waves  through  porous  earth  are  drained  j 
^Tis  thence  their  faltnefs  they  no  longer  keep, 
By  flow  degrees  ftill  frefliening  as  they  creep  : 
Till  at  a  period,  Nile  receives  them  all,  380 

And  pours  them  loofely  fpreading,  as  they  fall. 

The  ftars,  and  fun  himfelf,  as  fome  have  faid. 
By  exhalations  from  the  deep  are  fed  ; 
And  when  the  golden  ruler  of  the  day 
Through  Cancer's  fiery  fign  purfucs  his  way. 
His  beams  attra6l  too  largely  from  the  fea  j 
The  refufc  of  his  draughts  the  nights  return. 
And  more  than  fill  the  Nile's  capacious  urn. 

Were  I  the  di6lates  of  my  foul  to  tell. 
And  fpeak  the  reafons  of  the  watery  fwell,  390 

To  Providence  the  taflc  I  Aiould  aflfign. 
And  find  the  caul:  in  wcrkmanfliip  divine. 
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Xefs  ftreatus  we  tracCj  unerring,  to  thdr  birth. 
And  know  the  parent  Earth  which  brought  ilicm  forth' 
While  (hiSj  a*?  early  as  the  world  begun,  3^1 

J^an  thtj£,  and  muf!  continue  thus  to  nm  ; 
And  ft] II,  unfafhomM  by  our  fearch,  fhall  own 
No  cauftr,  b\it  Jove's  comn landing  will  alone. 

Nor,  C^ef^i  is  thy  fcarch  of  knowJeilge  fh-ange  j 
-Well  may  thy  boundlefs  fonl  defire  to  ran^e,  4(^1 

Well  may  flie  ftrive  Nik' a  fountain  to  explore  ; 
Slnee  oughty  king^  have  foiight  the  fame  before  j 
Each  for  the  ftrft  difcovercr  wotild  be  knofl^n. 
And  hand,  to  future  times,  the  fee  ret  down  ; 
But  ft  ill  th^;r  powers  were  rxcixti'd  in  vaits,  4^1 

While  latent  nature  mock'd  tht Ir  fniitlcla  pain* 
Phi  lip' 5  E^rcat  fon^  whom  Memphis  Hill  records, 
The  chtef  of  her  ilktflrious  fceptefd  lords. 
Sent,  of  his  own,  a  choitn  nimiber  forth. 
To  ti%i  ce  t  he  wo  n  d  ro  u  s  Area  in'  smy  fteri  ou  s  birth .       449 
Through  i^thiopia's  phiins  they  joumty'd  on. 
Till  the  hot  fun  upposM    the  butiVing  zone; 
There,  by  the  god  s  reiiitiels  beams  repeird. 
An  unbeginning  ftream  they  (lill  beheld. 
Fierce  came  Selbftris  from  the  eaftern  dawn,  41 5 

On  his  proud  car  by  captive  monarchs  drawn  j 
His  lawfefs  will,  impatient  of  a  bound. 
Commanded  Nile's  hid  fountain  to  be  found  : 
"  But  fooner  much  the  tyi*ant  might  have  known 
Tliy  fam'd  Htfperian  Po,  or  Gallic  Rhone,  43# 

Cambyfes  too,  his  daring  Perfians  led, 
Where  hoary  age  make$  white  the  Ethiop's  head  j 

Till 
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Till  fore  diftrefs'd  and  dcftitute  of  food. 

He  ftain'd  his  hungry  jaws  with  human  blood; 

Till  half  his  hoft  the  other  half  devour'd,  425 

And  left  the  Nile  behind  them  unexplor'd. 

Of  thy  forbidden  head,  thou  facred  ftream. 
Nor  fiftion  daies  to  fpeak,  nor  poets  dream. 
Through  various  nations  roll  thy  waters  down. 
By  many  feen,  though  ftill  by  all  unknown  ; 
No  land  prefumes  to  claim  thee  for  her  own* 
For  me,  my  humble  tale  no  more  (hall  tell. 
Than  what  our  juft  records  dcmonibrate  well ; 
Than  God,  who  bade  thee  thus  myfterious  flow. 
Permits  the  narrow  mind  of  man  to  know.  435 

Far  in  the  ibuth  the  daring  waters  rife. 
As  in  difdain  of  Cancer's  burning  fkies  $ 
Thence,  with  a  downward  courfe,  they  feek  the  main, 
-JDirefl  againft  the  lazy  northern  wain  ; 
Unlefs  when,  partially,  thy  winding  tide  -440 

Turns  to  the  Libyan  or  Arabian  fide. 
The  diftant  Seres  firft  behold  the  flow ; 
Nor  yet  thy  fpring  the  diftant  Seres  know. 
'Midft  footy  Ethiops,  next,  thy  current  roams; 
The  footy  Ethiops  wonder  whence  it  comes  s  445 

Nature  conceals  thy  infant  liream  with  care, 
',Nor  lets  thee,  but  in  majefty,  appear. 
Upon- thy  banks  aftoniih'd  nations  ftand, 
Nor  dare  affign  thy  rife,  to  one  peculiar  land. 
Exempt  from  ruigar  laws  ihy  waters  run,  450 

Nor  take  their  various  feafons  from  the  fun : 
Though  high  in  heaven  tlie  fiery  folftice  ibnd, 
Obedient  winter  comes  at  thy  command. 
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From  pole  to  pok  thy  boundlcfs  waves  exten4i 

One  never  knows  thy  rife,  nor  one  thy  e&d.  ^u 

Bf  Mero€  thy  itrii^m  diride<i  rovc$^ 

And  winds  encircling  round  her  ebon  groves  j 

Of  Table  hue  thf  coitlv  timber*  ftmdt 

Dark  3S  the  fwarth J  natives  of  Ihe  lind  ; 

Yet,  though  tall  woods  in  vride  ahundanee  fprtad,  459 

Their  kifjr  tops  affqid  no  friend Jy  ^ide;  ^m 

Bo  veitically  fhine  the  folar  r^ySt  ^M 

And  from  the  Lion  dart  the  downward  blaze*  ^| 

From  thence,  through  defer ts  dry,  thou  journey'tt  on,  %m 

Nor  ihiink'ft,  dimmlfhM  by  the  Torrid  Zone, 

btrong  in  thylelf,  colle^Vcdj  fullj  :ind  one. 

Anon  J  thy  Urcamv  dre  parcerd  o'er  the  plajji^ 

Anon  the  fcatter^d  currents  meet  again  ; 

Jointly  they  flow,  where  Phila^'s  gales  divide 

Our  fertile  j^gypt  from  Arabia's  fide  j  47(» 

Thence,  with  a  peacefol,  foft  defcent,  they  creep. 

And  leek  J  infenfibly,  the  diftant  deep  j 

Till  through  feven  mouths  the  famous  flood  is  loft. 

On  the  laft  limits  of  our  Phajian  coaft  ^ 

Where  Gaza^s  ifthmus  rifcs,  to  reflram  47* 

The  E^'thr^an  from  the  midland  main. 

Who  that  beholds  thee,  Nile  !  thus  gently  flow. 

With  fcarce  a  wrinkle  on  thy  glafTy  brow. 

Can  guefs  thy  rage,  when  rocks  refill  thy  force. 

And  htirl  thee  headlong  In  thy  downward  coudc  j  43* 

When  fponting  cataracts  thy  torrent  poar, 

And  nations  tremble  at  the  deafening  roar  j 

When  thy  proud  waves  with  indignation  rife, 

Aftd  d^fti  their  foamy  fury  to  the  ikies  ? 

Thcfe 
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Thefe  wonders  reedy  Abatos  can  tell»  4S5 

And  the  tall  cliffs  that  firft  declare  thy  fwell  j 

The  cliffs  with  ignorance  of  old  believ'd 

Thy  parent  veins,  and  for  thy  fpring  receiv'd. 

Prom  thence  huge  mountains  nature's  hand  provides^ 

To  bank  thy  too  luxurious  river's  fides  j  490 

As  in  a  vale  thy  current  Aie  reftrains, 

Nor  fuffers  thee  to  fpread  the  Libyan  plains  s 

At  Memphis,  firft,  free  liberty  fhe  yields. 

And  lets  thee  loofe  to  float  the  thirfty  fields* 

In  unfufpe£^ed  peace  fecurely  laid. 
Thus  wafte  they  filent  night's  declining  fhade. 

Meanwhile  accuftom'd  Furies  ftill  infeft. 
With  ufual  rage,  Pothinys'  horrid  breaft  5 
Nor  can  the  ruffian*s  hand  from  (laughter  reft. 
Well  may  the  wretch,  diftain'd  with  Pompey's  bloody 
Think  every  other  dreadful  a£lion  good. 
Within  him  ftill  the  fnaky  fiftcrs  dwell. 
And  urge  his  foul  with  all  the  powers  of  hell* 
Can  fortune  to  fuch  hands  fuch  mifchief  doom. 
And  let  a  (lave  revenge  the  wrongs  of  Rome  I        ^05 
Prevent  th'  example,  pre  ordain 'd  to  ftand 
The  great  renown  of  Brutus*  righteous  hand ! 
Forbid  it,  gods  1  that  Csefar^s  hallowM  bloody 
To  Liberty  by  Fate  a  viftim  vow'd. 
Should  on  a  lefs  occafion  e'er  be  fpilt,  $i9 

And  prove  a  vile  Egyptian  eunuch's  guilt. 
Hardened  by  crimes,  the  bolder  villain,  now. 
Avows  his  purpofe  with  a  daring  brow  j 
Scorns  the  mean  aids  of  falfehood  and  furprize^ 
And  openly  the  vi6lor  chief  defies,  ^"v^ 

Gg  ^-- 
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Vain  in  his  hopes,  nor  doubting  to  fucceed^ 
He  tnifls  that  Caefar  tiiuitj  liJte  Pompeyj  bleed. 

The  feeble  boy  to  curs'd  Achillas'  hand  1 

Had>  with  his  army,  given  his  crown's  cooimmad  j 
To  him,  by  wicked  fytnpathy  of  rajjidj 
By  leagues  and  hrotlieihood  of  murder  jisin'df 
To  him,  the  iirft  and  iitteft  of  his  friends. 
Thus  J  by  a  trufty  flave,  Pothings  fends  ; 

Whik  lb-etch* d  at  eafc  the  great  Achillas  JieSj 
And  fleep  fits  heavy  on  his  ilothfiil  eyes. 
The  bargain  for  our  native  land  is  made, 
And  the  difhaneft  price  already  paid. 
The  former  rule  no  longer  now  we  own, 
Ufurping  Cleopatra  wears  the  crown< 
Doft  thou  alone  withdraw  thee  from  her  Hate,         j 
Nor  on  the  bridals  of  thy  raiftrefa  wait  ? 
To-night  at  large  ihe  lavithes  her  charms. 
And  riots  in  luxurious  Csefar's  arras. 
£re  long  her  brother  may  the  wanton  wed. 
And  reap  the  jrefufe  of  the  Romanes  bed;  j 

Doubly  a  bride,  then  doubly  fhall  ihe  reign, 
While  Rome  aud  ^gypt  wear,  by  turns,  her  chai; 
Nor  truflk  thou  to  thy  credit  with  the  boy, 
"When  arts  and  eyes,   like  hers,  their  powers  empi 
Mark  with  what  eafe  her  fatal  charms  can  mould 
The  heart  of  Caefar,  xuthlefs,  hard,  and  old  ? 
Were  the  foft  king  bis  thoughtlefs  head  to  xeft. 
But  for  a  night,  on  her  inceftuous  breaft  ; 
His  crown  and  friends  he  'd  barter  for  the  blifs. 
And  give  tb^  head  and  mine  ftor  one  lewd  kifs  $ 
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On  croffes/  or  in  flames,  we  fhould  deplore 

Her  beauty's  terrible  refiftlefs  power. 

On  both,  her  fentence  is  already  pafs*d. 

She  dooms  us  dead,  becaufe  we  kept  her  chafte» 

What  potent  hand  ihall  then  affiftaace  bring  }         559 

Caelar  's  her  lover,  and  her  hulband  king. 

Hafte,  I  adjure  thee  by  our  common  guilt. 

By  that  great  blood  which  we  in  vaiii  have  fpilt, 

Hafte,  and  let  war,  let  death,  with  thee  return. 

And  the  funereal  torch  for  Hymen''s  burn.  555 

Whate'or  embrace  the  hoftile  charmer  hold. 

Find,  and  tranfix  her  in  the  lufcious  fold, 

JJor  let  the  fortune  of  this  Latian  Lord 

Abaih  thy  courage,  or  rcftrain  thy  fword ; 

•      In  the  fame  glorious  guilty  paths  we  tread,  5^0 

That  rais'd  him  up,  the  world's  imperious  head. 
Like  him,  we  feek  dominion  for  our  prize. 
And  hope,  like  him,  by  Porapey's  fall  to  rife. 
Witnefs  the  ftains  of  yonder  bluftiing  Vavc, 

i   Yoh  bloody  (hore,  and  yon  inglorious  grave.  565 

i   Why  fear  we  then  to  bring  our  wifh  to  pafs  ? 

•*  This  Caefar  is  not  more  than  Pompey  was. 
I  What  though  we  boaft  nor  birth,  nor  noble  name, 

H  ^or  kindred  with  fome  purple  monarch  claim  ? 

St  Cbtifcious  of  Fate's  decree,  fuch  aid  we  fcom,       57* 
■  And  know  we  were  for  mighty  mifchief  bom. 
i  See,  how  kind  Fortune,  by  this  offer'd  prey, 
Finds  means  to  purge  all  paft  offence  away  : 

iWith  grateful  thanks  Rome  fliall  the  deed  approve. 
And  thij  laft  merit  the  firft  crime  remove.  $76 

G  g  X  '^w'v^^  ^ 
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Stripped  of  hi*  titles,  and  the  putup  of  powcr^  ^ 

Csefar  's  a  fingte  foldier  and  no  rnQM.  ^^M 

Thitvit  th^  Kow  eafUy  tKe  tdk  were  done»  ^^H 

How  fooa  wc  may. an  injufd  world,  atone  j  "^W 

Finilii  all  warsf  appeafe  eacb  Roman  iliade,  5'*  I 

Uy  facrificing  one  devgted  head-  "J 

Fearkf^,  ye  dread  united  legions^  go  ;  H 

RuOt,  all  undaunted,  on  your  common  foe  :  H 

This  right,  ye  RomasB  !  to  yotir  CQuatry  do  |  ■ 

Ye  Pharians  I  this  your  king  expe£U  from  you,      S^BM 
But  chief,  Achillas  1  may  the  praife  be  thme  |  jM 

Haftc  thou,  aiid  ^nd  bira  on  his  bed  fopine,  >  I 

Weary  with  toilbg  luil,  and  gorged  with  wine*         i*  J 
Then  ftrike^  and  what  their  Cato's  pi-ayers  demand,     I 
The  ^ods  Ihall  give  to  thy  more  favoured  hand.       Sf^M 
Nor  faii'd  the  meflage,  fitted  to  perfuade  i  ^ 

But,  prone  to  blood,  the  willing  chief  obey'd- 
No  noify  trumpets  found  thejoud  alarm, 
But  (ilently  the  moving  legions  arm : 
All  unperceivM,  for  battle  they  prepare,  595 

And  buftle  through  the  night  with  bufy  care. 
The  mingled  bands  who  form'd  this  mongrel  hoft. 
To  the  difgrace  of  Rome,  were  Romans  moft  $ 
A  herd,  who  had  they  not  been  loft  to  ihame. 
And  long  forgetful  of  their  country's  name,         6o» 
Had  blqihM  to  own  ev'n  Ptolemy  their  head  j 
Yet  now  were  by  his  meaner  vafTal  led. 
Oh  !  mercenary  war,  thou  flave  of  gold  I 
How  is  thy  faithlefs  courage  bought  and  fold  1 

For 
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For  bafc  reward  thy  hireling  hands  obey; 
Unknowing  right  or  wrong,  they  fight  for  pay, 
And  give  their  country's  great  revenge  away. 
Ah,  wretched  Rome !  for  whom  thy  fate  prepares, 
Ilj  erery  nation,  new  domeftic  wars; 
The  fury,  that  from  pale  Theffalia  fled,  610 

Rears  on  the  banks  of  Nile  her  baleful  head. 
What  could  protefting  ^gypt  more  have  done. 
Had  ihe  received  the  haughty  vi6lor's  fon  ? 
But  thus  the  gods  our  finking  flate.  confound. 
Thus  tear  our  mangled  empire  all  around  j  615 

In  every  land  fit  inftruments  employ. 
And  fufFer  ruthlefs  daughter  to  deftroy. 
Thus  ev*n  Egyptian  parricides  prefume 
To  meddle  in  the  facred  caufe  of  Rome ; 
Thus,  had  not  Fate  thofe  hands  of  murder  tyM,  620 
Succcfs  had  crown'd  the  vile  Achillas*  fide. 
Nor  wanted  fit  occafion  for  the  deed  > 
Timely  the  traitors  to  the  place  fucceed. 
While  in  fecurity  the  carelefs  gueft. 
Lingering  as  yet,  his  couch  fupinely  preft :  6*5 

No  gates,  no  guards,  forbad  their  open  way. 
But  all  diflblv'd  in  fleep  and  furfeits  lay ; 
With  eafe  the  vi6^or  at  the  board  had  bled. 
And  loft  in  riot  his  defencelefs  head  ; 
But  pious  caution  now  their  rage  witbftands,  63a 

And  care  for  Ptolemy  withholds  their  hands  : 
With  reverence  and  remorfe,  unknown  before. 
They  dread  to  fpill  their  royal  mafter's  gore  j 
Left,  in  the  tumult  of  the  murderous  night, 
Some  erring  mifchief  on  his  youth  ma^  Iv%Va,         <^  ---^ 
Gg-s  ^^ 
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Swayed  by  ttiLa  thougfit,  not  dotibtiiig  to  fucceeJ, 
Thty  hold  it  fitting  to  defer  thf  deed,  ' 

Gods  !  that  fvich  wtecchts  fhould  To  proudly  dare  I 
Can  foch  ^  life  be  ;befrs  to  take,  or  fpare  ? 
Till  dawn  of  day  the  warrior  ftood  rf  priev*d,  i^ 

And  Caefar  at  Achillas'  bidding  liv'd. 

Now  o'er  afpiring  Cafinrn's  eaftern  head 
The  rofy  light  by  Lucifer  was  hd^ 
Swift  through  the  land  the  piercing  beams  were  borne. 
And  glowing  JEgypt  fdt  the  kindling  mom  :  64.5 

When  from  proud  Alexandria's  wallsj  afar. 
The  citizens  behold  the  coming  war. 
The  dreadful  legions  fhinc  In  juft  array. 
And  firm,  as  to  the  battif,  hold  then:  way, 
Conftioi3$,  mean  whiles  (>f  hi$  uneqianl  force,  (^ 

Straight  to  the  palace  Caefar  bends  his  courfe ; 
Nor  in  the  lofty  bulwarks  dares  confide, 
Their  ample  circuit  ftretcbing  far  too  wide: 
To  one  fix'd  part  his  little  band  retreats, 
There  mans  the  walls  and  towers,  and  bats  the  gates. 
There  fear,  there  wrath,  by  turns,  his  bofom  tears  j 
He  fears,  but  ftill  with  indignation  fears. 
His  daring  foul,  reftrain'd,  more  fiercely  burns. 
And  proudly  the  ignoble  refuge  fcorns. 
The  captive  lion  thus,  with  generous  rage,  66q 

Reluftant  foams,  and  roars,  and  bites  his  cage. 
Thus,  if  fome  power  could  Mulciber  infiave. 
And  bind  him  down  in  ^Etna's  fmoky  cave. 
With  fires  more  fierce  th'  imprifon'd  god  would  glow. 
And  beUoYJ  vn  tVve  d^veadful  deeps  below,  665 

He 
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He  who  fo  lately,,  with  undaunted  pride,  -j 

The  power  of  mighty  Pompey'8  arms  defyM,  > 

With  juftice  and  the  fenate  on  his  fide  5  J 

Who,  with  a  caufe  which  gods  and  men  muft  hate^ 

Stood  up,  and  ftruggled  for  fuccefs  with  fate  j 

Now  abjeS:  foes  and  flaves  infulting  fears. 

And  fhrinks  beneath  a  fhower  of  Pharian  fpears* 

The  warrior  who  difdainM-  to  be  confin'd 

By  Tyrian  Gades,  or  the  eaftem  Inde, 

Now  in  a  narrow  houfe  conceals  that  head,  -^ 

From  which- the  fierceft  Scythians  once  had  fled,        > 

And  horrid  Moors  beheld  with  awful  dread.  3 

From  room  to  room  irrefolute  he  flies. 

And  on  fome  guardian  bar  or  door  relics. 

80  boys  and  helplefs  maids,  when  towns  are  won,  6S« 

To  fecret  comers  for  proteftion  run. 

Still  by  his  fide  the  beardlef?  king  he  bears, 

Grdain'd  to  fliare  in  every  ill  he  fears  : 

If  he  muft  die,  he  dooms  the  boy  to  go, 

Alike  devoted  to  the  (hades  below  5  ^2  5 

Refolves  his  head  a  vi£lim  firft  (hall  fall, 

Hurl'd  at  his  flaves  from  oflF  the  lofty  wall. 

So  from  -ffietes  fierce  Medea  fled. 

Her  fword  (till  aim'd  at  young  Abfyrtos*"  head ;  • 

Whene'er  (he  fees  her  vengeful  fire  draw  nigh,         699 

Ruthlefs  (he  dooms  the  wretched  boy  (hould  die. 

Yet  ere  thefc  cruel  laft  extremes  he  proves. 

By  gentler  fteps  of  peace  the  Roman  moves  ; 

He  fends  an  envoy,  in  the  royal  name. 

To  chide  their  fury,  and  the  war  dirdaim,  Sq.^ 
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But  impiotts  iliey  nor  gods  nor  kings  regard. 

Nor  univerM  laws,  by  all  revered  j 

No  right  of  facitd  charafteis  they  know. 

But  tear  the  olive  from  the  hallowed  brow; 

To  death  the  meffcoger  of  ptace  purfue,  700 

And  in  his  blood  their  horrid  hands  em b rue* 

Such  are  the  palaia  which  cursed  JSgyptians  claims 
Such  prodigies  exalt  thdr  nation*s  name* 
Kor  purple  ThefTaly's  dcftrtiaive  fhore. 
Nor  dire  Pharnacea,  nor  the  Libyan  Moor,  705 

Kor  evciy  barbarous  land^  in  every  age, 
Eqtjal  a  foft  ^g^j'ptian  tunutirs  rage* 

Jnccffant  ftill  the  roar  of  war  prevails* 
While  the  wild  boft  the  royal  pile  aifails. 
Void  of  device,  bo  thtinderiiig  rams  tbey  bring,       j  lO 
JJor  kindling  fljiines  witli  fpresding  mifchief  fling  1 
Bellowing  around  they  run  with  fruitlefs  pain. 
Heave  at  the  doors,  and  thruft  and  ftrlve  in  vain  : 
More  than  a  wail,  great  Caefar's  fortune  ftands, 

And  mocks  the  madnefs  of  their  feeble  hands.         715 
On  one  proud  fide  the  lofty  fabric  ftood 

Projefted  bold  into  th'  adjoining  flood  ; 

There,  fill'd  with  armed  bands,  their  barks  draw  near. 

But  find  the  fame  defending  Caefar  there  : 

To  every  part  the  ready  warrior  flies,  720 

And  with  new  rage  the  fainting  fight  fupplies ; 

Headlong  he  drives  them  with  his  deadly  blade. 

Nor  feems  to  be  invaded,  but  t'  invade. 

Againft  the  fhips  Phalaric  darts  he  aims ; 

E^h  dart  with  pitch  and  livid  iulphur  flames.         725 

The 
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The  fpreading  fire  o*er-nins  their  un£hions  fides. 
And,  nimbly  mounting,  on  the  top-maft  rides : 
Planks>  yards  and  cordage,  feed  the  dreadful  blaze; 
The  drowning  veflel  hiffes  in  the  feas  ; 
While  floating  arms  and  men,  promifcuous  ftrow'd,  730 
Hide  the  whole  furface  of  the  azure  flood. 
Nor  dwells  deftni£lion  on  their  fleet  alone. 
But,  driven  by  winds,  invades  the  neighbouring  town  : 
On  rapid  wings  the  fheety  flames  they  bear, 
I31  wavy  lengths,  along  the  reddening  air.  735 

Not  much  unlike,  the  (hooting  meteors  fly. 
In  gleamy  trails,  athwart  the  midnight  iky. 
Soon  as  the  croud  behold  their  city  bum. 
Thither,  all  headlong,  from  the  fttgt  they  turn. 
But  Caeiar,  prone  to  vigilance  and  haile,  749 

To  fnatch  the  juft  occaiion  ere  it  pafs*d. 
Hid  in  the  friendly  night'*s  involving  ihade> 
A  fafe  retreat  to  Pharos  timely  made. 
In  elder  times  of  holy  Proteus'  reign. 
An  Me  it  ftood,  incompafsM  by  the  mars :  745 

Now  by  a  mighty  mole  the  town  it  joins. 
And  from  wide  feas  the  fafer  port  conflnet. 
Of  high  importance  to  the  chief  it  liei. 
To  him  brings  aid,  and  to  the  foe  denies  ; 
Id  clofe  reftraint  the  captive  town  is  held,  7^^ 

While  free  behind  he  views  the  watery  fieH. 
There  fafe,  with  curs'd  Pothinus  in  hisp'jgnT, 
Caefar  defers  the  villains  doom  no  more. 
Yet,  ah  I  by  means  too  gentle  he  f:xpirt%  5  , 

Ko  gaihing  knives  be  feels,  no  fcorcbss^  Csn  *, 
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Nor  were  his  limba  by  grmning-  tigci^  torn. 
Nor  i>pndciit  on  tbt  horrid  crofs  arc  bome : 
Eentatb  tiit  fwortl  the  wretch  refign*  his  biieatb^ 
And  dies  too  gloriouJly  by  Pompey's  death. 

Mean-whtiei  by  wily  Ganymtdc  convcy'd,  ^£# 

ArfinoCf  the  yoiinger  royil  m^Ad^ 
Fled  to  the  ta,nip;  and  with  a  daring  hand 
Affumes  the  fceptre  of  fnpremt  command  : 
And,  for  her  feeble  brother  was  not  there. 
She  calls  herfeif  the  fole  Lagaean  bcir»  j$^ 

Then,  fmte  he  darta  difpute  her  right  to  rdgn* 
She  dooms  the  fiiirce  Achillas  to  be  fiatn. 
With  juil  rttnorfe,  repenting  f^rtyne  paid 
This  fec£nui  vi<3:im  to  her  Ponipey  a  ilndr. 
But  oh  1  nor  tlilfij  nor  Ptokmy,  nor  all  jj^ 

The  race  of  Lago-s  doomed  at  once  to  fall. 
Not  hecatombs  of  tyrants  fhall  fuflke, 
Till  Brutus  ftrikes,  and  haughty  C»far  dies^^  • 

Nor  yet  the  rage  of  war  was  hulh'd  in  pcace^ 
Nor  would  that  ftorm,  with  him  who  raisM  it,  ceafcr 
A  fecond  eunuch  to  the  talk  fucceeds. 
And  Ganymede  the  power  of  ^gypt  leads  t 
He  chears  the  drooping  Pharians  with  fyccefs. 
And  urg'd  the  Roman  chief  with  new  diHrefs* 
duch  dangers  did  one  dreadful  day  afford. 
As  annals  might  to  lateft  times  record, 
And  confecrate  to  fame  the  warrior'^  fword. 

While  to  their  barks  his  faithful  band  dcfcends, 
Cxfar  the  mole's  contra6led  fpace  defends. 
Part  from  the  crouded  key  aboard  were  pafs'd,         785 
The  careful  cVvki  um^tC^^movv'^^^  laft  \ 
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When  Aidden  Egypt's  furious  powers  unite, 
And  fix  on  him  alone  th^  unequal  fight. 
By  land  the  mimerous  foot,  by  iea  the  fleet. 
At  once  furrovmd  him,  and  prevent  retreat,  79^ 

No  means  for  fafety  or  efcape  remain^ 
To  fight,  or  fly,  were  equally  in  vain  t 
A  vulgar  period  on  his  wars  attends. 
And  his  ambitious  life  obfcurely  ends. 
No  Teas  of  gore,  no  mountains  of  the  flain,  79.5 

Renown  the  fight  on  Tome  diftinguifibM  plain  i 
.  But  meanly  in  a  tumult  muft  he  die. 
And,  over-borne  by  crouds,  inglorious  lie  : 
No  room  was  left  to  fall  as  Caefar  fhould, 
So  little  were  the  hopes,  his  foes  and  f;ite  allowM.   8o» 
At  once  the  place  and  dangpr  he  furveys. 
The  rifmg  mound,  and  the  near  neighbouring  feas  : 
Some  fainting  fhniggling  doubts  as  yet  remain  t 
Can  h^perhaps,  his  navy  ftill  regain  ? 
Or  fhaif  he  die,  and  end  th*  uncertain  pain  ? 
At  length,  while  madly  thus  perplexM  he  bums. 
His  own  brave  Scwa  to  his  thought  returns  i 
Scaeva,  who  ia  the  breach  undaunted  flood. 
And  fmgly  made  the  dreadful  battle  good  ; 
Whofe  arm  advancing  Pompey's  hoft  repell'd,        8i#' 
And,  coop'd  within  a  wall,  the  captive  leader  held. 
Strong  in  his  foul  the  glorious  image  rofe. 
And  taught  him,  fudden,  to  difdain  his  foes  y 
The  force  opposed,  in  equal  fcales  to  weigh, 
Himfelf  was  Cxfar,  and  Egyptians  they  j  815 

To  truft  that  fortune,  and  thofe  gods,  once  more. 
That  never  failed  his  daring  Viopt%\>^i)(A^. 
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Threatening,  aloft  his  fiaming  blade  he  ih^k^ 
,  And  through  the  throng  his  cotirfe  rtfiftlcfa  took  j 
Hands  I  a.rm£,  ^nd  heliijcd  head;^  before  ium  fiy,        %^m 
While  mingling  fcreams  and  groans  alcend  the  iky^ 
So  winds  J  jmjirifon'd,  force  their  fuiious  way, 
Tear  up  the  earthi  arwJ  dri^e  the  fcatny  fea* 
Uift  on  the  margin  of  the  mmind  he  llay'd. 
And  for  a  moiiitntp  thence,  the  flcKid  furvey*d  s       S»j 
Fortune  divine  !  be  piefcnt  now,  he  cry'dj 
And  piung'd,  undnuntedj  in  tht  foimy  tide- 
Th'  obedient  deep,  at  fortuiie'ii  high  comraatid, 
ReceivM  the  mighty  mafier  of  the  isind  j 
Her  fervile  waves  ofKciuus  Teihys  (jiread,  fl  j& 

To  raile  with  proud  fuj*port  bis  awful  head. 
And,  ft>r  he  fcorn*d  th'  inglorious  race  of  Nile 
Should  pride  th£mfelvc$  in  anght  of  Carfar's  ipoil. 
In  his  left  hand,  above  the  water's  power. 
Papers  and  fcrolls  of  high  import  he  borcj  835 

Where  his  own  labours  faithfully  record 
The  battles  of  ambition's  ruthlefs  fword  : 
Safe  in  his  right,  the  deadly  fteel  he  held. 
And  plow'd,  with  many  a  ftroke,  the  liquid  field  ; 
While  his  fix'd  teeth  tenacioufly  retain  84a 

t  ample  Tyrian  robe's  imperial  train  5 
"*  incumbered  folds  the  curling  furface  fwecp. 
Come  flow  behind,  and  drag  along  the  deep. 
From  the  high  mole,  from  every  Pharian  prow, 
A  thoufand  hands  a  thoul'and  javelins  throw  j         845 
The  thrilling  points  dip  bloodiefs  in  the  vvaves^ 
While  he  their  idle  wrath  fecurely  braves. 
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So  when  fome  mighty  ferpent  of  the  main 

Rolls  his  huge  length  athwart  the  liquid  plain, 

Whether  he  range  voracious  for  the  prey,  8 50 

Or  to  the  funny  (hore  dire£ls  his  way, 

Him  if  by  chance  the  fifhers  view  from  far, 

With  flying  darts  they  wage  a  diftant  war  : 

But  the  fell  monfter,  unappallM  with  dread. 

Above  the  feas  exerts  his  poifonous  head  j  855 

He  rears  his  livid  creft  and  kindling  eyes. 

And,  terrible,  the  feeble  foe  defies ; 

His  fwelling  breaft  a  foamy  path  divides, 

And,  carelefs,  o'er  the  murmuring  flood  he  glides. 

Some  looftr  Mufe,  perhaps,  who  lightly  treads     86© 
The  devious  paths  where  wanton  fancy  leads. 
In  heaven^s  high  court,  would  feign  the  queen  of  love, 
Kneeling  in  tears  before  the  throne  of  Jove, 
Imploring,  fad,  th'  almighty  father's  grace. 
For  the  dear  oflispring  of  her  Julian  race.  865 

While  to  the  juft  recording  Romans  eyes, 
Far  other  forms,  and  other  gods  arife ; 
The  guardian  furies  round  him  rear  their  heads, 
And  Nemefis  the  fliield  of  fafety  fpreads ; 
Juftice  and  fate  the  floating  chief  convey,  87* 

And  Rome^s  glad  genius  wafts  him  on  his  way  { 
Freedom  and  laws  the  Pharian  darts  withfland. 
And  fave  him  for  avenging  Brutus'  hand. 
His  friends,  unknowing  what  the  gods  decree, 
With  joy  receive  him  from  the  fwelling  fea ;  875 

In  peals  on  peals  their  fliouts  triumphant  rife. 
Roll  o*er  the  diilant  flood,  and  thunder  to  the  flcies. 
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